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THE HONOR OF THE NAME 

?ART 11 

'*T KNOW what I am saying/' rejoined ChankMiiaeaii; and sdll 

^ fearful lest some spy might be conoeaied outside, he now 
came close to Marie- Anne and in a low voice spoke rapidly as 
follows : "I never believed in the success of this ccmspiracy, and 
-whoxi I sought for a weapon of defense in case of failure, the 
Marquis de Sairmeuse furnished it. When it became necessary 
to send out a circular, warning our accomplices of the date 
decided upon for the rising, I persuaded M. Martial to write 
a model He suspected nothing. I told him it was for a wed- 
ding, and he did what I asked. This letter, which is now in 
my possession, is the rough draft of the circular we sent; and 
it is in the Marquis de Sairmeuse's handwriting. It is im- 
possible for him tx^ deiiy it. There is an erasure in every line» 
and «very one woukl look at the letter as the handiwork of a 
man seeking to convey his real meaning in ambiguous phrases." 

With these words Chanlouineau opened the envelope and 
showed her the famous letter he had dictated, in which the 
space for the date of the insurrection was left blank. "My. 
dear friend, we are at last agreed, and the marriage is decided 
on, etc." 

The light that had sparkled in Marie-Anne's eyes was sud- 
denly bedimmed. "And you think that ithis letter can be of any 
use V she inquired with evident discouragement 
^< "14on\ think sol" 

"But—" 

With a gesture he interrupted her. "We must not lose time 
in discussion — Glisten to me. Of itself, this letter might be un- 
important, but I have arranged matters in such a way that it 
will produce a powerful effect. I declared before the commis- 
sion that the Marquis de Sairmeuse was one of the leaders of 
^ the movement. They laughed; and I re&id^vtcijpdulky. mt'aU 

I the juc^es' faces. But calumny is nevei" .VrithcmlJ its efte^^t 

^- I— Vol. 2 (433) . 

3 . :\::::-i..^ ■ 
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When the Due de Sairmeuse is about to receive a reward for 
his services, there will be enemies in plenty to remember and 
repeat my words. He knew this so well that he was greatly 
agitated, even while his colleagues sneered at my accusation." 

"It's a great crime to charge a man falsely/' murmured Marie- 
Anne with simple honesty. 

"No doubt," rejoined Chanlouineau, "but I wish to save the 
baron, and I can not choose my means. As I knew that the 
marquis had been wounded, I declared that he was fighting 
against the troops by my side, and asked that he should be 
summoned before the tribunal; swearing that I had in my 
possession unquestionable proofs of his complicity." 

"Did you say that the Marquis de Sairmeuse had been 
wounded?" inquired Marie- Anne. 

Chanlouineau's face wore a look of intense astonishment. 
"What!" he exclaimed, "don't you know—?" Then after an 
instant's reflection: "Fool that I am!" he resumed. "After 
all, who could have told you what happened? However, you 
remember that while we were on our way to the Croix d'Arcy, 
after your father had rode on in advance, Maurice placed him- 
self at the head of one division, and you walked beside him, 
while your brother Jean and myself stayed behind to urge the 
laggards forward. We were performing our duty conscien- 
tiously enough, when suddenly we heard the gallop of a horse 
behind us. *We must know who is coming,' said Jean to me. 
So we paused. The horse soon reached us ; we caught the bridle 
and held him. Can you guess who the rider was? Why, Mar- 
tial de Sairmeuse. It would be impossible to describe your 
brother's fury when he recognized the marquis. *At last I find 
you, you wretched noble!' he exclaimed, *and now we will set- 
tle our account ! After reducing my father, who had just given 
you a fortune, to despair and penury, you tried to degrade my 
Bister. I will have my revenge ! Down, we musf fight !' " 

Marie-Anne could scarcely tell whether she were awake or 
dreaming. "What, my brother challenged the marquis!" she 
murmured ; "is it possible ?" 

"Brave as the marquis may be," pursued Chanlouineau, "he 

did not seem inclined to accept the invitation. He stammered 

out something like this : 'You are mad — ^you are jesting — haven't 

we always been friends? What does all this mean?' Jean 

.- ground/ hi3 iefth:i»:rage. This means that we have endured 

/y4ur MsuIUrig {amfiJarity long enough,' he replied, 'and if you 
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don't dismootit afid ifight me fairly, I wffl blow your tn^ns <nft I' 
Your iMTother, as he spoke, manipulated Ms pistol in so threat- 
entng a manner that tiie marquis jtimped dft his horse and 
addressing me : 'You see, Chanlouineau,' he said, *I must fight 
a dvel or stdmiit to murder. If Jean kills me there is no more 
to be said — but if I kill him, what is to be done V I told him 
he would be free to go off unrnolested on condition that he gave 
me his word not to proceed to Montaignac before two o'clock. 
'Then I accept the diatlenge,' said he; *give me a weapon. 1 
gave him my sword, yotir brother drew his, and they took th«r 
places in the middle of the highway." 

The yoxmg farmer paused to take breath, and then more 
slowly he resumed: *'Marie-Anne, your father and I misjudged 
your brother. Poor Jean's appearance is terribly against htm. 
His face indicates a treacherous, cowardly nature, his smile is 
cunning, and his eyes always shun yours. We distrusted htm, 
but we should a^ his forgiveness for having done so. A man 
who -fights as I saw him fight deserves all our confidence. For 
*4s combat in Ihe road, and in the darkness, was terrible. They 
attacked each other furiously, and at last Jean fell." 

*'Ah ! my brother is dead f" exclaimed Marie-Anne. 

"No," promptly replied Chanlouineau ; •'at least I have reason 
to hope not ; and I know he has been well cared for. The duel 
had another witness, a man named Poignot, whom you must 
remember, as he was one of your father's tenants. H« took 
J^am away with him, and promised me that he would conceal 
him and care for him. As for the marquis, he showed me that 
he was wounded as well, and then he remounted his horse, 
saying: •What could I do? He would have it so.'" 

Marie-Anne now understood everything. *^ive me the let- 
ter,*' she said to Chanlouineaii ; "I will go to the duke. I will 
find some way of reaching him, and then God will guide me 
in the right course to pursue.** 

The noble-hearted young farmer calmly handed her the scrap 
of paper which might have been the means of his own salva- 
tion. "Yoa must on no account allow the duke to suppose that 
yon have the proof with which you threaten him about your 
person. He might he t»pable of any infamy under such cir- 
cumstances. He wiW probably say at first that he can do noth- 
ing — ^that he sees no way to save the baron; but yon must teffl 
htm #Hit he mu^ "find a means if he does not wish this letter 
sent to Psris, to oh^ of Ms enemies— =" 
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He paused, for the bolt outside was being withdrawn. A 
moment later G>rporal Bavois reappeared. 'The half-hour ex- 
pired ten minutes ago/' said the old soldier sadly, ''and I must 
obey my orders/* 

"Coming/' replied Chanlouineau ; "we have finished/' And 
then handing Marie-Anne the second letter he had taken from 
his sleeve, "This is for you," he added. "You will read it when 
I am no more. Pray, pray, do not cry so! Be brave! You 
will soon be Maurice's wife. And when you are happy, think 
sometimes of the poor peasant who loved you so." 

Marie-Anne could not utter a word, but she raised her face 
to his. "Ah! I dare not ask it!" he exclaimed. And for the 
first and only time in life he clasped her in his arms, and pressed 
his lips to her pallid cheek. "Now, good-by," he said once 
more. "Do not lose a moment. Good-by, forever !" 

The prospect of capturing Lacheneur, the chief conspirator, 
had so excited the Marquis de Courtomieu that he had 
not been able to tear himself away from the citadel to go home 
to dinner. Stationed near the entrance of the dark corridor 
leading to Chanlouineau's cell, he watched Marie-Anne hasten 
away ; but as he saw her go out into the twilight with a quick, 
alert step, he felt a sudden doubt concerning Chanlouineau's 
sincerity. "Can it be that this miserable peasant has deceived 
me?" thought he; and so strong was this new-bom suspicion 
that he hastened after the young girl, determined to question 
her— to ascertain the truth— to arrest her even, if need be.' But 
he no longer possessed the agility of youth, and when he reached 
the gateway the sentinel told him that Mademoiselle Lacheneur 
had already left the citadel. He rushed out after her, looked 
about on every side, but could see no trace of the nimble fugi- 
tive. Accordingly, he was constrained to return again, inwardly 
furious with himself for his own credulity. "Still, I can visit 
Chanlouineau," thought he, "and to-morrow will be time enough 
to summon this creature and question her." 

"This creature" was, even then, hastening up the long, ill- 
paved street leading to the Hotel de France. Regardless of. 
the inquisitive glances of the passers-by, she ran on, thinking 
only of shortening the terrible suspense which her friends at 
the hotel must be enduring. "All is not lost!" she exclaimed 
as she reentered the room where they were assembled. 

"My God, Thou hast heard my prayers !" murmured the bar- 
oness. Then, suddenly seized by a horrible dread, she added: 
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"But do not try to deceive me. Are you not trying to comfort 
me with false hopes?" 

""No! I am not deceiving you, madame. Chanlouineau has 
placed a weapon in my hands, which, I hope and believe, will 
place the Due de Sairmeuse in our power. He only is omnipo- 
tent at Montaignac, and the only man who would oppose him, 
M. de Courtomieu, is his friend. I believe that M. <f Escorval 
can be saved." 

"Speak !" cried Maurice ; *'what must we do ?" 

"Pray and wait, Maurice; I must act aloiie in this matter, 
but be assured that I will do everything that is humanly pos- 
sible. It is my duty to do so, for am I hot the cause of all 
your misfortune?" 

Absorbed in the thought of the task before her, Marie-Anne 
had failed to remark a stranger who had arrived during her 
absence — an old white-haired peasant. 

The abbe now drew her attention to him. "Here is a cour- 
ageous friend," said he, "who ever since morning has been 
searching for you everywhere, in order to give you some news 
of your father." 

Marie-Anne could scarcely falter her gratitude. **0h, you 
need not thank me," said the old peasant. "I said to myself: 
'The poor girl must be terribly anxious, and I ought to relieve 
her of her misery.' So I came to tell you that M. Lacheneur 
is safe and well, except for a wound in the leg, which causes 
him considerable suffering, but which will be healed in a few 
weeks. My son-in-law, who was hunting yesterday in the moun- 
tains, met him near the frontier in company of two of his 
friends. By this time he must be in Piedmont, beyond the 
reach of the gendarmes." 

"Let us hope now," said the abbe, "that we shall soon hear 
what has become of Jean." 

"I know already," replied Marie-Anne, "that my brother 
has been badly wounded, but some kind friends are caring 
for him." 

Maurice, the abbe, and the retired officers now surrounded 
the brave young girl. They wished to know what she was about 
to attempt, and to dissuade her from incurring useless danger. 
But she refused to reply to their pressing questions; and when 
they suggested accompanying her, or, at least, following her at 
a distance, she declared that she must go alone. "However, I 
shall be here again in a couple of liours/' she said, "and then 
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I shall be able to tell you if there is anything else to be done.*' 
With these words she hastened away. 

To obtain an audience of the Due de Sairmeuse was certainly 
a difficult matter, as Maurice and the abbe had ascertained on 
the previous day. Besieged by weeping and heart-broken fam- 
ilies, his grace had shut himself up securely, fearing, perhaps, 
that he might be moved by their entreaties. Marie-Anne was 
aware of this, but she was not at all anxious, for by employing 
the same word that Chanlouineau had used — ^that same word 
"revelation" — she was certain to obtain a hearing. When she 
reached the Due de Sairmeuse's mansion she found three or 
four lackeys talking in front of the principal entrance. 

"I am ^e daughter of M. Lacheneur," said she, speaking 
to one of them. "I must see the duke at once, on matters con- 
nected with the revolt." 

"The duke is absent." 

"I come to make a revelation." 

The servant's manner suddenly changed. "In that case 
follow me, mademoiselle," said he. 

She did follow him up the stairs and through two or three 
rooms. At last he opened a door and bade her enter; but, to 
her surprise, it was not the Due de Sairmeuse who was in the 
room, but his son. Martial, who, was stretched upon a sofa, 
reading a paper by the light of a large candelabra. On per- 
ceiving Marie-Anne he sprang up, pale and agitated. "You 
here I" he stammered ; and then, swiftly mastering his emotion, 
he bethought himself of the possible motive of such a visit: 
"Lacheneur must have been arrested," he continued, "and 
wishing to save him from the military commission you have 
thought of me. Thank you for doing so, dear Marie-Anne, 
thank you for your confidence in me. I will not abuse it. Be re- 
assured. We will save your father, I promise you — I swear it. 
We will find a means, for he must be saved. I will have it so I" 
As he spoke his voice betrayed the passionate joy that was 
surging in his heart. 

"My father has not been arrested," said Marie-Anne, coldly. 

"Then," said Martial, with some hesitation — "Then it is 
Jean who is a prisoner." 

"My brother is in safety. If he survives his wounds he will 
evade all attempts at capture." 

The pale face of the Marquis de Sairmeuse turned a deep 
crimson. Marie-Anne's maimer showed him that she was ac- 
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quainted with the duel. It would have been useless to try and 
deny it; still he endeavored to excuse himself. "It was Jean 
who challenged me/' he said; "I tried to avoid fighting, and I 
only defended my life in fair combat, and with equal weapons — ** 

Marie-Anne interrupted him. "I do not reproach you. 
Monsieur le Marquis/' she said, quietly. 

"Ah! Marie- Anne, I am more severe than you. Jean was 
right to challenge me. I deserved his anger. He knew my 
guilty thoughts, of which you were ignorant Oh! Marie* 
Anne, if I wronged you in thought it was because I did not 
know you. Now I know that you, above all others, are pure 
and chaste — " 

He tried to take her hands, but she instantly repulsed him, 
and broke into a fit of passionate sobbing. Of all the blows 
she had received this last ytdiS most terrible. What shame and 
humiliation! Now, indeed, her cup of sorrow was filled to 
overflowing. "Chaste and pure!" he had said. Oh, the bitter 
mockery of those words ! 

But Martial misunderstood the meaning of her grief. "Your 
indignation is just," he resumed, with growing eagerness. "But 
if I have injured you even in thought, I now offer you repara- 
tion. I have been a fool — a miserable fool — ^for I love you; I 
love, and can love you only. I am the Marquis de Sairmeuse. 
I am wealthy. I entreat you, I implore you to be my wife/' 

Marie-Anne listened in utter bewilderment. But an hour 
before Chanlouineau in his cell cried aloud that he died for 
love <fE her, and now it was Martial, who avowed his willing- 
ness to sacrifice his ambition and his future for her sake. And 
the poor peasant condemned to death, and the son of the all- 
powerful Due de Sairmeuse, had confessed their passions in 
almost the same words. 

Martial paused, awaiting some reply — ^a .word, a gesture. 
None came; and then with increased vehemence, "You are 
silent," he cried. "Do you question my sincerity? No, it is 
impossible! Then why this silence? Do you fear my father's 
opposition? You need not. I know ho.w to gain his consent. 
Besides, what does his approbation matter to us? Have we any 
need of him ? Am I not my own master ? Am I not rich — im- 
mensely rich? I should be a miserable fool, a coward, if 
I hesitated between his stupid prejudices and the happiness of 
my life." He was evidently weighing all the possible objec- 
tions, in order to answer and overrule them beforehand. "la 
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it on account of your family that you hesitate?" he continued. 
"Your father and brother are pursued, and France is closed 
against them. But we will leave France, and they shall come 
and live near you. Jean will no longer dislike me when you 
are my wife. We will all live in England or in Italy. Now I 
am grateful for the fortune that will enable me to make your 
life a continual enchantment. I love you — and in the happiness 
and tender love which shall be jrours in the future, I will make 
you forget all the bitterness of the past !" 

Marie- Anne knew the Marquis de Sairmeuse well enough to 
understand the intensity of the love revealed by these astoiuid- 
ing proposals. And for that very reason she hesitated to tell 
him that he had triumphed over his pride in vain. She was 
anxiously wondering to what extremity his wounded vanity 
would carry him, and if a refusal might not transform him 
into a bitter foe. 

"Why do you not answer?" asked Martial, with evident 
anxiety. 

She felt that she must reply, that she must speak, say some- 
thing; and yet it was with intense reluctance that she at last 
unclosed her lips. "I am only a poor girl. Monsieur le Marquis,*' 
she mvirmured. "If I accepted your offer, you would regret it 
for ever." 

"Never !" 

"But you are no longer free. You have already plighted 
your troth. Mademoiselle Blanche de Courtornieu is^ your 
promised wife." 

"Ah! say one word — only one — ^and this engagement which 
I detest shall be broken." 

She was silent. It was evident that her mind was fully made 
up, and that she refused his offer. 

"Do you hate me, then?" asked Martial, sadly. 

If she had allowed herself to tell the whole truth, Marie- 
Anne would have answered "Yes"; for the Marquis de Sair- 
meuse did inspire her with almost insurmountable aversion. 
"I no more belong to myself than you belong to yourself," she 
faltered. 

A gleam of hatred shone for a second in Martial's eyes. 
"Always Maurice 1" said he. 

"Always." 

She expected an angry outburst, but he remained perfectly 
calm. "Then," said he, with a forced smile, "I must believe 
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this and other evidence. I must believe that you forced me 
to play a ridiculous part. Until now I doubted it." 

Marie-Anne bowed her head, blushed with shame to the roots 
of her hair; still she made no attempt at denial. "I was not 
my own mistress," she stammered; "My father commanded 
and threatened, and I — I obeyed him." 

"That matters little," he interrupted; "a pure minded young 
girl should not have acted so." This was the only reproach he 
allowed himself to utter, and he even regretted it, perhaps 
because he did not wish her to know how deeply he was 
wounded, perhaps because — ^as he afterward declared — ^he could 
not overcome his love for her. "Now," he resumed, "I under- 
stand your presence here. You come to ask mercy for M. 
d'Escorval." 

"Not mercy, but justice. The baron is innocent." 

Martial drew close to Marie-Anne, and lowering his voice; 
"If the father is innocent," he whispered, "then it is the son 
who is guilty." 

She recoiled in terror. What! he knew the secret which 
the judges could not, or would not penetrate! 

But seeing her anguish, he took pity on her. "Another 
reason," said he, "for attempting to save the baron 1 If his 
blood were shed upon the guillotine there would be an abyss 
between you and Maurice which neither of you could cross. 
So I will join my efforts to yours." 

Blushing and embarrassed, Marie- Anne dared not thank him ; 
for was she not about to requite his generosity by charging 
him with a complicity of which, as she well knew, he was in- 
nocent. Indeed, she would have by far preferred to find him 
angry and revengeful. 

Just then a valet opened the door, and the Due de Sairmeuse 
entered. "Upon my word!" he exclaimed, as he crossed the 
threshold, "I must confess that Chupin is an admirable hunter. 
Thanks to him — " He paused abruptly: he had not perceived 
Marie-Anne until now. "What! Lacheneur's daughter!" said 
he, with an air of intense surprise. "What does she want here?" 

The decisive moment had come — ^the baron's life depended 
upon Marie-Anne's courage and address. Impressed by this 
weighty responsibility, she at once recovered all her presence 
of mind. "I have a revelation to sell to you, sir," she said, with 
a resolute air. 

The duke looked at her with mingled wonder and curiosity; 



4^ THE HONOR OF THE NAME 

iben, langhiiif heartily, he threw himself on to the sofa, ex- 
claiming: "Sell it, my pretty one — sell it! I can't speak of 
that until I am alone with you/' 

At a sign from his father, Martial left the room. ''Now tell 
me what it is," said the duke. 

She did not lose a moment "You must have read the circu- 
lar convening the conspirators,'' she began. 

"Certainly; I have a dozen copies of it in my pocket." 

"Who do you suppose wrote it?" 

"Why, the elder D'Escorval, or your father." 

"You are mistaken, sir ; that letter was prepared by the Mar- 
quis de Sairmeuse, your son." 

The duke sprang to his feet, his face purple with anger. 
"Zounds! girl! I advise you to bridle your tongue!" cried he. 

"There is proof of what I assert; and the lady who sends 
me here," interrupted Marie-Anne, quite unabashed, "has the 
original of this circular in safe keeping. It is in the handwrit- 
ing oiE Monsieur le Marquis, and I am obliged to tell you — *' 

She did not have time to complete her sentence, for the duke 
sprang to the door, and, in a voice of thunder, called his son. 
As soon as Martial entered the room his grace turned to Marie- 
Anne : "Now, repeat," said he, "repeat before my son what you 
have just said to me." 

Boldly, with head erect, and in a clear, firm voice, Marie- 
Anne repeated her charge. She expected an indignant denial, 
a stinging taunt, or, at least, an angry interruption from the 
marquis; but he listened with a nonchalant air, and she almost 
believed she could read in his eyes an encouragement to pro- 
ceed, coupled with a promise of protection. 

"Well, what do you say to that?" imperiously asked the duke, 
when Marie-Anne had finished. 

"First of all," replied Martial, lightly, "I should like to see 
this famous circular." 

The duke handed him a copy. "Here — ^read it," said he. 

Martial glanced over the paper, laughed heartily, and ex- 
claimed: "A clever trick." 

"What do you say?" 

"I say that this Chanlouineau is a sly rascal. Who the devil 
would have thought the fellow so cunning to see his honest 
face? Another lesson to teach one not to trust in appear- 
ances." 

In all his life the Due de Sairmeuse had never received so 
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severe a shock. ''So Chanlouineau was not lying, then/' he 
ejaculated, in a choked, unnatural voice, ''y^'ti were one of the 
instigators of this rebellion?*' 

Martial's brow bent as, in a tone of marked disdain, he slowly 
replied: 'This is the fourth time that you have addressed that 
question to me, and for the fourth time I answer: 'No.' That 
should suffice for you. If the fancy had seized me to take part 
in this movement, I should frankly confess it What possible 
reason could I have for concealing anything from you?" 

"The facts!" interrupted the duke, in a frenzy of passion; 
"the facts!" 

"Very well," rejoined Martial, in his usual indifferent tone; 
"the fact is that the original of this circular does exist, that 
it was written in my best hand on a very large sheet of very 
poor paper. I recollect that in trying to find appropriate ex- 
pressions I erased and re-wrote several words. Did I date 
this writing? I think I did, but I could not swear to it." 

"How do you reconcile this with your denials?" exclaimed 
M. de Sairmeuse. 

"I can do this easily. . Did I not tell you just now that 
Chanlouineau had made a tool of me ?" 

The duke no longer knew what to believe ; but what exasper- 
ated him more than everything else was his son's imperturbable 
coolness. "You had much better confess that you were led 
into this by your mistress," he retorted, pointing at Marie-Anne. 

"Mademoiselle Lacheneur is not my mistress," replied Martial, 
in an almost threatening tone. "Though it only rests with her 
to become the Marquise de Sairmeuse, if she chooses, to- 
morrow. But let us leave recriminations on one side, they can 
not further the progress of our business." 

It was with difficulty that the duke checked another insulting 
rejoinder. However, he had not quite lost all reason. Trem- 
bling with suppressed rage, he walked round the room several 
times, and at last paused in front of Marie-Anne, who had re- 
mained standing in the same place, as motionless as a statute. 
"Come, my girl," said he, "give me the writing." 

"It is not in my possession, sir." 

"Where is it?" 

"In the hands of a person who will only give it to you under 
certain conditions." 

"Who is this person?" 

**I am not at liberty to tell you/' 
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There wis both admiration and jealousy in the look that 
Martial fixed upon Marie-Anne. He was amazed by her cool- 
ness and presence of mind. Ah ! indeed powerful must be the 
passion that imparted such a ringing clearness to her Toice, 
such brilliancy to her eyes, and such precision to her words ! 

**And if I should not accept the— tlie conditions^ what then?* 
asked M. de Sainnense. 

"In that case the writing will be utilized." 

"What do you mean by that?" 

"I mean, sir, that early to-morrow morning a trusty messenger 
will start for Paris, with the view of submitting this document 
to certain persons who are not exactly friends of yours. He 
will show it to M. Laine, for example— or to the Due de Rich- 
elien; and he will, of course, explain to them its significance 
and value. Will this writing prove the Marquis de Sairmeuse's 
complicity? Yes, or no? Have you, or have you not, dared to 
condemn to death the unfortunate men who were only your 
son's tools?" 

"Ah, you little wretch, you hussy, you little viper f" inter- 
rupted the duke in a passionate rage. "You want to drive me 
mad ! Yes, you know that I have enemies and rivals who would 
gladly give anything for this execrable letter. And if they 
obtain it they will demand an investigation, and then farewell 
to the rewards due to my services. It will be shouted from the 
housetops that Chanlouineau, in the presence of the tribunal, 
declared that you, marquis, were his leader and his accomplice. 
You will be obliged to submit to the scrutiny of physicians, who, 
finding a freshly-healed wound, will require you to state how 
and where you received it, and why you concealed it. And 
then, of course, I shall be accused ! It will be said I expedited 
matters in order to silence the voices raised against my son. 
Perhaps my enemies will even say that I secretly favored the 
insurrection. I shall be vilified in the newspapers. And re- 
member that it is you, you alone, marquis, who have ruined the 
fortunes of our Imhisc, our brilliant prospects, in this foolish 
fashion. You pretend to believe in nothing, to doubt everything 
— ^you are cold, skeptical, disdainful. But only let a pretty 
woman make her appearance on the scene, and you grow as 
wild as a schoolboy, and you are ready to commit any act of 
folly. It is you that I am speaking to, marquis. Don't you hear 
me ? Speak I what have you to say ?" 

Martial had listened to this tirade wiitfa unconcealed scorn. 
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and without even •attempting to interrtipt it But new he skmij 
replied: ''I think, sir, that if Mademoiselle Ladienenr had any 
4oubts of the value of the document she possesses, she certainly 
can have them no longer." 

This answer fell upon the dnke's wrath like a backet of iced 
water. He instantly realized his folly; and frightened by bis 
own words, stood literally stupefied with astonishment. 

Without deigning to speak any further to his father, the mar- 
quis turned to Marie-Anne. "Will you be kind enough to 
explain what is required in exchange for this letter?" he said. 

"The life and liberty of M. d'EscorvaL" 

The dtike started as if he had received an electric shock. 
"Ah!" he exclaimed. "I knew they would ask for something 
that is impossible!" He sank back into an armchair; and his 
despair now seemed as deep as his frenzy had been violent He 
hid his face in his hands, evidently seeking for some expedient 
"Why didn't you come to me before judgment was pronounced?" 
he murmured. "Then, I could have done anything — ^now, my 
hands are bound. The commission has spoken, and the sentence 
must be executed — " He rose, and added in the tone of a man 
who is utterly resigned: "Decidedly, I should risk more in at- 
tempting to save the baron" — ^in his anxiety he gave M, d'Escor- 
val his title — "a thousand times more than I have to fear from 
my enemies. So, mademoiselle" — ^he no k)nger said, "my good 
girl" — "you can utilize your document" 

Having spdcen, he was about to leave the room, when 
Martial detained him. "Think again before you decide," said the 
marquis. "Our situation is not without a precedent Don't 
you remember that a few months ago the Count de Lavalette 
was condemned to death ? How iht king wished to pardon him, 
but the ministers had contrary views. No doubt his majesty 
was the master; still what did he do? He affected to remain 
deaf to all the supplications made on the prisoner's behalf. 
The scaffold was even erected, and yet Lavalette was saved! 
And no one was compromised — ^yes, a jailer lost his position; 
hut he is living on his pension now," 

Marie*Anne caught eagerly at the idea whidi Martial had 
so cleverly presented. "Yes," she exclaimed, **the Count de 
Lavalette was favored by royal oonnivanoey and succeeded in 
making his escape." 

The sin^[>l3city of the expedient, and the avthority of the 
example, seemed to make a vivid in^ressaon on the duke. He 
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remained silent for a moment, but Marie-Anne fancied she 
could detect an expression of relief steal over his face. "Such 
an attempt would be very hazardous/' he murmured; "yet, 
with care, and if one were sure that it would remain a secret — " 

"Oh! the secret will be religiously kept, sir," interrupted 
Marie- Anne. 

With a glance Martial recommended her to remain silent, 
then turning to his father, he said: "We can always consider 
this expedient, and calculate the consequences — ^that won't bind 
us. When is this sentence to be carried into effect?" 

"To-morrow," replied the duke. Terrible as this curt an- 
swer seemed, it did not alarm Marie-Anne. She had perceived 
by the duke's acute anxiety that she had good grounds for 
hope and she was now aware that Martial would favor her 
designs. 

"We have, then, only the night before us," resumed the mar- 
quis. "Fortunately, it is only half-past seven, and until ten 
o'clock my father can visit the citadel without exciting suspi- 
cion." He paused and seemed embarrassed. The fact was, he 
had just realized the existence of a difficulty which might thwart 
all his plans. "Have we any intelligent men in the citadel ?" he 
murmured. "A jailer or a soldier's assistance is indispensable." 
Turning to his father, he abruptly asked him: "Have you any 
man whom one can trust?" 

"I have three or four spies — ^they can be bought — " 

"No! the wretch who betrays his comrade for a few sous 
would betray you for a few louis. We must have an honest 
man who sympathizes with Baron d'Escorval's opinions — an 
old soldier who fought under Napoleon, if possible." 

"I know the man you require 1" exclaimed Marie-Anne with 
sudden inspiration, and noticing Martial's surprise. "Yes, a 
man at the citadel." 

"Take care," observed the marquis. "Remember he will have 
a great deal to risk, for should this be discovered the accom- 
plices must be sacrificed." 

"The man I speak of is the one you need. I will be re- 
sponsible for him. His name is Bavois, and he is a corporal in 
the first company of grenadiers." 

"Bavois," repeated Martial, as if to. fix the name in his 
memory; "Bavois. Very well, I will confer with him. My 
father will find some pretext for having him summoned here." 

"It is easy to find a pretext," rejoined Marie- Anne. "He 
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was left on guard at Escorval after the searching party left 
the house." 

'That's capital/' said Martial, walking toward his father's 
chair. '1 suppose/' he continued, addressing the duke, '^that 
the baron has been separated from the other prisoners." 

''Yes, he is alone, in a large, comfortable room, on the second 
floor of the comer tower." 

"The comer tower I" said Martial, "is that the very tall one, 
built on the edge of the cliff, where the rock rises almost 
perpendicularly ?" 

"Precisely," answered M. de Sairmeuse, whose promptness 
plainly implied that he was ready to risk a good deal to enable 
the prisoner to escape. 

"What Iqnd of a window is there in the baron's room?" 
inquired Martial. 

"Oh, a tolerably large one, with a double row of iron bars, 
securely riveted into the stone walls. It overlooks the prec- 
ipice." 

"The deuce! The bars can easily be cut through, but that 
precipice is a serious difficulty, and yet, in one respect, it is 
an advantage, for no sentinels are stationed there, are they?" 

"No, never. Between the walls and the citadel and the edge 
of the rock there is barely standing room. The soldiers don't 
venture there even in the day time." 

"There is one more important question. What is the distance 
from M. d'Escorval's window to the ground ?" 

"I should say it is about forty feet from the base of the tower." 

"Good ! And from the base of the tower to the foot of the 
cliff— how far is that?" 

"I really scarcely know. However, I should think fully 
sixty feet." 

"Ah, that's terribly high; but fortunately the baron is still 
pretty vigorous." 

The duke was growing impatient "Now," said he to his 
son, "will you be so kind as to explain your plan ?" 

"My plan is simplicity itself," replied Martial. "Sixty arid 
forty are one hundred ; so it is necessary to procure a hundred 
feet of strong rope. It will make a very large bundle; but no 
matter. I will twist it round me, wrap myself up in a large 
cloak, and accompany you to the citadel. You will send for 
Corporal Bavois, leave me alone with him in a quiet place; 
and I will explain our wishes to him." 
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The Due de Sairmeuse shrugged his shoulders. "And how 
will you procure a hundred feet of rope at this hour in Mon- 
taignac? Will you go about from shop to shop? You might 
as well trumpet your project all over France at once." 

"I shall attempt nothing of the kind. What I can't do, the 
friends of the D'Escorval family will do." Then seeing that 
the duke was about to offer some fresh objections, Martial 
earnestly added: "Pray don't forget the danger that threatens 
us, nor the little time that is left us. I have made a blunder, 
let me repair it." And turning to Marie- Anne: "You may 
consider the baron saved," he pursued; "but it is necessary for 
me to confer with one of his friends. Return at once to the 
Hotel de France and tell the cure to meet me on the Place 
d'Armes, where I shall go at once and .wait for him." 




DIRECTLY the Baron d'Escorval was arrested, although 
he was unarmed and although he had taken no part in the 
insurrection, he fully realized the fact that he was a lost man. 
He knew how hateful he was to the royalist party, and having 
made up his mind that he would have to die, he turned all his 
attention to the danger threatening his son. The unfortunate 
blunder he made in contradicting Chupin's evidence was due 
to his preoccupation, and he did not breathe freely until he 
saw Maurice led from the hall by the Abbe Midon and the 
friendly officers; for he feared that his son would be tmable to 
restrain himself, that he would declare his guilt all to no purpose 
since the commission in its blind hate would never forgive the 
father, but rather satisfy its rancor by ordering the execution of 
the son as well. When Maurice was eventually got away, the 
baron became more composed, and with head erect, and stead- 
fast eye, he listened to his sentence. In the confusion that 
ensued in removing the prisoners from the hall M. d'Escorval 
found himself beside Chanlouineau, who had begun his noisy 
lamentations. "Courage, my boy," he said indignantly at such 
apparent cowardice. 
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"Ah ! it is easy to talk/' whined the young farmer, who, see- 
ing that he was momentarily nnobeerved, leaned toward the 
baron, and whispered : "It is for you that I am working. Save 
all your strength for to-night." 

Chanlouineau's words and his burning glance surprised M. 
d'Escorval, but he attributed both to fear. When the guards 
took him back to his cell, he threw himself on to his pallet, 
and became absorbed in that vision of the last hour, which is 
at once the hope and despair of those who are about to die. 
He knew the terrible laws that govern a military commission. 
The neact day — ^in a few hotrrs— ^at dawn, perhaps, he would be 
taken from his cell, and placed in front of a squad of soldiers, 
an officer would lift his sword, and then all would be over. 
AH over! ay, but what would become of his wife and son? 
His agony on thinking of those he loved was terrible. He 
was ak>ne; he wept. But suddenly he started up, ashamed of 
his weakness. He must not allow these thoughts to unnerve 
him. Had he not already determined to meet death without 
flinching? Resolved to shake off this fit of melancholy, he 
walked round and round his cell, forcing his mind to occupy 
itself with material objects. 

The room which had been allotted to him was very large. It 
had once communicated with an adjoining apartment, but the 
door had long since been walled up. The cement which held 
the stone together had crumbled away, leaving crevices through 
which one might look from one room into the other. M. 
d'Escorval mechanically applied his eye to one of these crevices. 
Perhaps he had a friend for a neighbor, some wretched man 
who was to share his fate. No. He could not see any one. 
He called, first in a whisper, and then louder; bttt no voice 
replied. "If I could only tear down this thin partition," he 
thought. He trembled, then shrugged his shoulders. And if 
he did, what then? He would only find himself in another 
apartment similar to his own, and communicating like his with 
a corridor full of guards, whose monotonous tramp he could 
plainly hear as they passed to and fro. What folly to think 
of escape ! He knew that every possible precaution must have 
been taken to guard against it. Yes, he knew this, and yet he 
could not refrain from examining his window. Two rows of 
iron bars protected it. These were placed in such a way that 
ft was impossible for him to protrude his head and see how 
far he was above the ground. The height, however, must be 
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considerable, judging from the extent of the view. The sun 
was setting; and through the violet haze the baron could dis- 
cern an undulating line of hills, the culminating point of which 
must be the waste land of La Reche. The dark mass of foliage 
that he saw on the right was probably the forest of Sairmeuse. 
On the left, he divined rather than saw, nestling between the 
hills, the valley of the Oiselle and EscorvaL Escorval, that 
lovely retreat where he had known such happiness, where he 
had hoped to die in peace. And remembering past times, and 
thinking of his vanished dreams, his eyes once more filled with 
tears. But he quickly dried them as he heard some one draw 
back the bolts securing the door of his room. 

Two soldiers entered, one of whom carried a torch, while 
the other had with him one of those long baskets divided into 
compartments which are used in carrying meals to officers on 
guard. These men were evidently deeply moved, and yet, 
obeying a sentiment of instinctive delicacy, they affected a 
semblance of gaiety. "Here is your dinner, sir," said one sol- 
dier, "it ought to be good, since it comes from the commander's 
kitchen." 

M. d'Escorval smiled sadly. Some attentions have a sinister 
significance coming from your jailer. Still, when he seated 
himself before the little table prepared for him, he found that 
he was really hungry. He ate with a relish, and was soon 
chatting quite cheerfully with the soldiers. "Always hope for 
the best, sir," said one of these worthy fellows. "Who knows? 
Stranger things have happened I" 

When the baron had finished his meal, he asked for pen, ink, 
and paper, which were almost immediately brought to him. He 
found himself again alone; but his conversation with the sol- 
diers had been of service, for his weakness had passed away, 
his self-possession had returned, and he could now reflect. He 
was surprised that he had heard nothing from his wife or son. 
Had they been refused admittance to the prison? No, that 
could not be ; he could not imagine his judges sufficiently cruel 
to prevent him from pressing his wife and son to his heart, in 
a last embrace. Yet, how was it that neither the baroness nor 
Maurice had made an attempt to see him! Something must 
have prevented them from doing so. What could it be? He 
imagined the worst misfortunes. He saw his wife writhing in 
agony, perhaps dead. He pictured Maurice, wild with grief, 
on his knees at his mother's bedside. Still they might come yet, 
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for on consulting his watch, he found that it was only seven 
o'clock. But alas, he waited in vain. No one came. At last, 
he took up his pen, and was about to write, when he heard a 
bustle in the corridor outside. The clink of spurs resounded 
over the flagstones, and he heard the sharp clink of a musket 
as the sentinel presented arms. Trembling in spite of himself, 
the baron sprang up. 'They have come at last !" he exclaimed. 

But he was mistaken; the footsteps died away in the dis- 
tance, and he reflected that this must have been some round 
of inspection. At the same moment, however, two objects, 
thrown through the little grated opening in the door of his 
cell, fell on to the floor in the middle of the room. M. d'Escor- 
val caught them up. Somebody had thrown him two files. His 
first feeling was one of distrust. He knew that there were 
jailers who left no means untried to dishonor their prisoners 
before delivering them over to the executioner. Who had sent 
him these instruments of deliverance, a friend or an enemy? 
Chanlouineau's last words and the look that accompanied them 
recurred to his mind, perplexing him still more. He was 
standing with knitted brows, turning and returning the files 
in his hands, when he suddenly noticed on the floor a scrap of 
paper which at first had escaped his attention. He picked it 
up, unfolded it, and read: "Your friends are at work. Every- 
thing is prepared for your escape. Make haste and saw the 
bars of your window. Maurice and his mother embrace you. 
Hope, courage!" 

Beneath these few lines was the letter M. 

But the baron did not need this initial to feel assured, for 
he had at once recognized the Abbe Midon's handwriting. 
"Ahl he is a true friend," he murmured. "And this explains 
why neither my wife nor son come to visit me; and yet I 
doubted their energy — and was complaining of their neglect!" 
Intense joy filled his heart, he raised the letter that promised 
him life and liberty to his lips, and enthusiastically exclaimed: 
"To work ! to work !" 

He had chosen the finest of the two files, which were both 
well tempered, and was about to attack the bars, when he fan- 
cied he heard some one open the door of the next room. Some 
one had opened it, certainly, and had closed it again, but with- 
out locking it. The baron could hear this person moving cau- 
tiously about. What did it all mean? Were they incarcerat- 
ing some fresh prisoner, or were they stationing a spy there? 
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HokUng his breath and tistening with the greatest attentioii, 
the baron now heard a singular sound, the cause of which it 
was quite inqxxssible to explain. He stealthily advanced to the 
door that had been walled up, knelt down and peered through 
one of the crevices in the masonry. The sight that met his 
eyes amazed him. A man was standing in a comer of the 
room, and the baron could see the lower part of his body by the 
light of a large lantern which he had deposited on the floor 
at his feet He was turning quickly round and round, thus 
unwinding a long rope which had been twined round his body 
as thread is wound about a bobbin. M. d'Escorval rubbed his 
eyes as if to assure himself that he was not dreaming. Evi* 
dently this rope was intended for him. It was to be attached 
to the broken bars. But how had this man succeeded in gain- 
ing admission to this room? Who could it be that enjoyed 
such liberty in the prison? He was not a soldier — or, at least, 
he did not wear a uniform. Unfortunately, the highest crevice 
was so situated that the baron could not see the upper part of 
the man's body; and despite all his efforts, he failed to distin- 
guish the features of this friend — he judged him to be such— 
whose boldness verged on folly. Unable to resist his intense 
curiosity, M. d'Escorval was on the point of rapping against the 
wall to question him, when the door of the room where this 
man stood was impetuously thrown open. Another man en- 
tered, but his lineaments also were beyond the baron's range 
of vision. However, his voice could be heard quite plainly, and 
M. d'Escorval was seized with despair when this newcomer 
ejaculated in a tone of intense astonishment: "Good heavens! 
what are you about?" 

"All is discovered!" thought the baron, growing sick at 
heart; while to his increased surprise the man he believed to 
be his friend calmly continued unwinding the rope, and quietly 
replied: "As you see, I am freeing myself from this burden, 
which I find extremely uncomfortable. There are at least sixty 
yards of it, I should think — and what a bundle it makes! I 
feared they would discover it under my cloak." 

"And what are you going to do with all this rope?" inquired 
the newcomer. 

"I am going to hand it to the Baron d'Escorval, to whom 
I have already given a file. He must make his escape to- 
night." 

The scene v^as so improbable that the baron could not be- 



THE HONOR OF THE NAME 458 

lieve his own ears. "I can't be awake; I must be dreaming/' 
he thought. 

But the newcomer uttered a terrible oath, and, in an almost 
threatening tone, exclaimed: ''We will see about thatl If you 
have gone mad, thank God I still possess my reason! I will 
not permit — " 

"Excuse me!" interrupted the other, coldly, '*you will per- 
mit it.' This is merely the result of your own— credulity. The 
time to say, 1 won't permit it,' was when Chanlouineau asked 
you to allow him to receive a visit from Mademoiselle Lache- 
neur. Do you know what that cunning fellow wanted? Simply 
to give Mademoiselle Lacheneur a letter of mine, so compro- 
mising in its nature that if it ever reaches the hands of a 
certain person of my acquaintance, my father and I will be 
obliged to reside in London for the future. Then good-by to 
all our projects of an alliance between our two families I'* The 
newcomer heaved a mighty sigh, followed by a half angry, half 
sorrowful exclamation ; but the man with the rope, without giv- 
ing him any opportunity to reply, resumed: "You yourself, 
marquis, would no doubt be compromised. Were you not a 
chamberlain during Bonaparte's reign? Ah, marquis I how 
could a man of your experience, so subtle, penetrating, and 
acute, allow himself to be duped by a low, ignorant peasant?" 

Now M. d'Escorval understood everything. He was not 
dreaming; it was the Marquis de Courtomieu and Martial de 
Sairmeuse who were talking on the other side of the wall. The 
former had been so crushed by Martial's revelation that he 
made no effort to oppose him. "And this terrible letter?" he 
groaned. 

"Marie-Anne Lacheneur gave it to the Abbe Midon, who 
came to me and said: 'Either the baron will escape, or this 
letter will be taken to the Due de Richelieu.' I voted for the 
baron's escape, I assure you. The abbe procured all that was 
necessary; he met me at a rendezvous I appointed in a quiet 
place; he coiled all this rope round my body, and here I am." 

"Then you think that if the baron escapes they will give 
you back your letter?" 

"Most assuredly I do." 

"You deluded man! Why, as soon as the baron is safe, 
they will demand the life of another prisoner, with the same 
threats." 

"By no means." 
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''Yon irill see." 

"I shall see nothing of the kind, for a very simple ressen. 
I hxre die letter now in my pocket. The «bbe gave -it to me 
in exchange for my won! of honor.*' 

M. de Cou rt o rnie tt tittered an ejacttlatkia whidt slKm«d that 
he considered the abbe to be an egregious fool. ^'What!" lie 
exdaimed. ''Yov liokl the proof, and — But this is madness I 
Burn tlds wret<:faed letter in your lantern, «id let the 1»aroB 
go where his shtmbers will be undisturbed." 

MartiaTs silence betrayed something Hke stupefaction. ''Ahl 
so that's what you would do ?" he asked at last. 

''Certainly — and without the slightest hesitation." 

"Ah, wefl I I can't say that I quite congratulate you." 

The sneer was so apparent that M. de Courtornieu was sorely 
tempted to make an angry reply. But he was not a man t9 
yield to ius first impulse — ^this ex-imperial chamberlain, now 
a grand prevot under his Majesty King Louis XVIII. He re- 
flected. Should he, on account of a sharp word, <iuarrel wilii 
Martial — ^wfth the only suitor who had ever pleased his daugh- 
ter? A quarrel and he would be left without any prospect of 
a son-in-law! When would heaven send him such another? 
And how furious Blanche would be! He concluded to swal- 
low the bitter pill ; and it was in a tone of paternal indulgence 
that he remarked: "I see that you are very young, my dear 
Martial." 

The baron was still kneeling beside the partition, holding 
his breadi in an agony of suspense, and with his rig^t ear 
against one of the crevices. • 

"You are only twenty, my dear Martial," pursued the Mar- 
quis de Courto(micu; **yoa are imbued with all the enthusiasm 
and generosity of youth. Complete your undertaking; I shall 
not oppose you; Irat remember that all may be cfiscovered — 
and then—" 

"Have no fear, sir, on that score," intcmiptoi the young 
maixiuis; "I have tidcen every precaution. Did you see a 
mgle soldier in the corridor fust now? No. That is be- 
cause my father, at my request, has just assemlsied ail the 
officers and guards together under pretext of ordenag excep- 
tional precxutioBS. He is talking to them ^ow. This gave me 
an opportunity to come here unobserved. No one will see ine 
when I go out. Who, then, will dare suspect me of having 
any hand in the baron's escape?" 
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''If the baron escapes, justice will require to know who aided 
him." 

Martial laughed. ''If justice seeks to know, she will find a 
culprit of my providing. Go now; I have told you everything. 
I had but one person to fear — ^yourself. A trusty messenger 
requested you to join me here. You came; you know all, you 
have agreed to remain neutral. I am at ease, and the baron 
will be safe in Piedmont when the sun rises.'' He picked up 
his lantern, and added^ gaily: "But let us go— my father can't 
harangue those soldiers forever." 

"But you have not told me — " insisted M. de Courtomieu. 

"I will tell you ever)rthing, but not here. Come, come !" 

They went out, locking the door behind them; and then the 
baron rose from his knees. All sorts of contradictory ideas, 
doubts, and conjectures filled his mind. What could this letter 
have contained? Why had not Chanlouineau used it to pro- 
cure his own salvation? Who would have believed that Mar- 
tial would be so faithful to a promise wrested from him by 
threats? But this was a time for action, not for reflection. 
The bars were heavy, and there were two rows of them. M. 
d'Escorval set to work. He had supposed that the task would 
be difficult, but, as he almost immediately discovered, it proved 
a thousand times more arduous than he had expected. It was 
the first time that he had ever worked with a file, and he did 
not know how to use it. His progress was despairingly slow. 
Nor was that all. Though he worked as cautiously as possible, 
each movement of the instrument across the iron caused a 
harsh, grating sound which made him tremble. What if some 
one overheard this noise? And it seemed to him impossible 
for it to escape notice, since he could plainly distinguish the 
measured tread of the guards, who had resumed their watch 
in the corridor. So slight was the result of his labors that at 
the end of twenty minutes he experienced a feeling of pro- 
found discouragement. At this rate, it would be impossible for 
him to sever the first bar before daybreak. What, then, was 
the use of spending his time in fruitless labor? Why mar the 
dignity of death 1^ the disgrace of an unsuccessful effort to 
escape? 

He was hesitating when footsteps approached his cell. At 
once he left the window and seated himself at the table. Al- 
most directly afterward the door opened and a soldier entered ; 
an officer who did not cross the threshold, remarking at the 
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-same mocnciit: ''You hxve your instructions, oorporal, keep a 
close watch. If the prisoner needs anything, call." 

if. d'Esoorvafs lieart '^irobbed almost to bursdng. What 
was coming now? Had M. de Coortomieu's advice carried the 
4xy, or had Martial senft some tme to assist him ? But the door 
was scarcely dosed wlien the corporal wluBpered: "We mast 
not be dawdling here.'' 

M. d'Esoorval sprang from his chair. Tlib man was a friend. 
Here was help and Irle. 

"I am Bavois," continued the corporal. "Some one said to 
me just tjow: 'One of the emperor's friends is in danger; are 
you willing to lend hnn a helping fandf i replied: Tresent/ 
and here I am." 

This certainly was a hrave fellow. The baron held oat his 
liand, and in a voice trending with emotion: ''Thanks," said 
he; 'Hhatiks. Wfcat, you don\ even know me, and yet you 
expose yourself to tfie greatest danger for My «ake." 

Bavois shrugged bis shocdders disdainfully. "Positively my 
^Id hide is no more precious than yours. If we don't succeed 
they win chop off our heads with the same ax. But we shail 
succeed. Now, let's stop taHcing and proceed to business." 

As he spoke be drew from awler his long overcoat a strong 
iron crowbar and a email vial of bnmdy, both of which he laid 
upon the bed. He then took the candle and passed it five or 
six times before the window. 

^What are you doing?" inqtrired the baron in snspense. 

"I am signaling to yoor friends that everything is progress- 
ing favorably. They are down there waiting for us; and sec, 
they are now answering." The baron lodked, and three times 
they both perceived a little flash of flame, «ich as h produced 
by burning a pinch of gunpowder. 

"Now,*' said the corporal, "we are all right. Let us see 
what progress you lave made with the bars." 

^'I have scarcely begun," tmirmnred M. d'Escorval. 

The corporal inspected the work. "Yon may indeed say that 
you have made no progress," said he; "but never mhad, I was 
*prenticed to a fedremith once, and I know kiw to handle a 
file." Then drawing the cork from the vial of brandy, he fas- 
tened it to the end of one of the flies, and swathed the handle 
of the tool wHh a piece of damp Knen. "TTiat's what tliey call 
ptfttmg a stop on the instmment,"' he remarked, by way of ck- 
ifenaticMi. Immediately afterward bt tank an energetic attack 
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on the barsy and it was at once evident that he had by no 
means exaggerated either his knowledge of the task, or the 
efficacy of his precautions for deadening the sound. The harsh 
grating which had so alarmed the baron was no longer heard, 
and Bavois, finding he had nothing more to dread from the 
keenest ears, now made preparations to shelter himself from 
observation. Suspicion would be at once aroused if the grat- 
ings in the door were covered over, so the corporal hit upon 
another expedient Moving the little table to another part of 
the room, he stood the candlestick on it in such a position that 
the window remained entirely in shadow. Then he ordered the 
baron to sit down, and handing him a paper, said: "Now read 
aloud, without pausing for a minute, until you see me stop 
work." 

By this method they might reasonably hope to deceive the 
guards outside in the corridor; some of whom, indeed, did 
come to the door and look in; but after a brief glance they 
walked away, and remarked to their companions: "We have 
just taken a look at the prisoner. He is very pale, and his 
eyes are glistening feverishly. He is reading aloud to divert 
his mind. Corporal Bavois is looking out of the window. It 
must be dull music for him." 

They little suspected why the baron's eyes glistened in this 
feverish fashion; and had no idea that if he read aloud it was 
with the view of overpowering any suspicious sound which 
might result from Corporal Bavois's labor. The time passed 
on, and while the latter worked M. d'Escorval continued read- 
ing. He had completed the perusal of the entire paper, and 
was about to begin it again, when the old soldier, leaving the 
window, motioned him to stop. 

"Half the task is completed," he said in a whisper. "The 
lower bars are cut." 

"Ah I how can I ever repay you for your devotion f" mur- 
mured the baron. 

"Hush ! not a word !" interrupted Bavois. "If I escape with 
you, I can never return here; and I shan't know where to go, 
for the regiment, you see, is my only family. Ah, well! if 
you give me a home with you I shall be very well content." 
Thereupon he swallowed some of the brandy, and set to work 
again with renewed ardor. 

He had cut one of the bars of the second row, when he was 
interrupted by M. d'Escorval, who, without pausing in his re- 

2— Vol. 2 
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newed perusal, was pulling him by the coat tails to attract 
attention. The corporal turned round at once. "What's up?" 
said he. 

"I heard a singular noise just now in the adjoining room 
where the ropes are." 

Honest Bavois muttered a terrible oath. "Do they intend 
to betray us?'' he asked. "I risked my life, and they promised 
me fair play.'' He placed his ear against a crevice in the par- 
tition, and listened for a long while. Nothing, not the slightest 
sound could be detected. "It must have been some rat that 
you heard," he said at last. "Go on with your reading." And 
he turned to his work again. 

This was the only interruption, and a little before four o'clock 
everything was ready. The bars were cut, and the ropes, 
which had been drawn through an opening in the wall, were 
coiled under the window. The decisive moment had come. 
Bavois took the counterpane from the bed, fastened it over 
the opening in the door, and filled up the keyhole. "Now," 
said he, in the same measured tone he would have used in 
instructing a recruit, "attention! sir, and obey the word of 
command." 

Then he calmly explained that the escape would consist of 
two distinct operations; first, one would have to gain the nar- 
row platform at the base of the tower; next one must descend 
to the foot of the precipitous rock. The abbe, who understood 
this, had brought Martial two ropes; the one to be used in the 
descent of the precipice being considerably longer than the 
other. "I will fasten the shortest rope under your arms," said 
Bavois to the baron, "and I will let you down to the base of 
the tower. When you have reached it I will pass you the 
longer rope and the crowbar. Don't miss them. If we find our- 
selves withput them on that narrow ledge of rock we shall 
either be compelled to deliver ourselves up, or throw ourselves 
down the precipice. I shan't be long in joining you. Are you 
ready?" 

In reply M. d'Escorval lifted his arms, the rope was fastened 
securely about him, and he crawled through the window. 

From above the height seemed immense. Below, on the bar- 
ren fields surrounding the citadel, eight persons were waiting, 
silent, anxious, breathless with suspense. They were Madame 
d'Escorval and Maurice, Marie-Anne, the Abbe Midon, and 
four retired officers. There was no moon, but the night was 
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Ytry clear, and they could see the tower plainly. Soon after 
four o'clock struck from the church steeples, they perceived 
a dark object glide slowly down the side of the tower — this was 
the baron. A short interval and then another form fcrilowed 
rapidly — ^this was Bavois. Half of the perilous journey was 
acam^lished. The watchers below could see the two figures 
moving about on the narrow platform. The corporal and the 
baron were exerting all their strength to fix the crowbar securely 
in a crevice of the rock. Suddenly one of the figures stepped 
forward and glided gently down the side of the precipice. It 
could be none other than M. d'Escorval Transported with 
happiness, his wife spr^sig forward with open arms to receive 
him. Alas I at that same moment a terrible cry rent the still 
night air. 

M. d'Escorval was falling from a height of fifty feet ; he was 
being hurled to the foot of the precipice. The rope had 
parted. Had it broken naturally? Maurice examined it; and 
then with a vow of vengeance exclaimed that they had been 
betrayed — ^that their enemy had arranged to deliver only a dead 
body into their hands — that the rope had been foully tampered 
with, intentionally oxt with a knife beforehand! 




pATHER CHUPIN, the false witness and the crafty spy, 
^ had refrained from slewing and almost from drinking ever 
since that unfortunate morning when the Due de Sairmeusc 
affixed to the walls of Montaignac the decree in which he 
promised twenty thousand francs to the person who delivered 
up Lacheneur, dead or alive. "Twenty thousand francs," mut- 
tered the old rascal gloomily; **twenty sacks with a hundred 
golden pistoles in each! Ah! if I could only discover this 
Lacheneur, even if he were dead and buried a hundred feet 
under ground, I should gain the reward." 

He cared nothing for the shame which such a feat would 
entail. His sole thought was the reward — ^the blood-money. 
Unfortunately for his greed he had nothing whatever to guide 
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him m his researches; no clue, however vague. All that was 
known in Montaignac was that Lacheneur's horse had been 
killed at the Croix d'Arcy. But no one could say whether 
Lacheneur himself had been wotuided, or whether he had es* 
caped from the fray uninjured. Had he gained the frontier? 
Or had he found an asylum in some friend's house? Chupin 
was thus hungering for the price of blood, when, on the day 
of the baron's trial, as he was returning from the citadel, after 
giving his evidence, he chanced to enter a wine-shop. He was 
indulging in a strong potation when he suddenly heard a peas- 
ant near him mention Lacheneur's name in a low voice. This 
peasant was an old man, who sat at an adjoining table, empty- 
ing a bottle of wine in a friend's company, and he was telling 
the latter that he had come to Montaignac on purpose to give 
Mademoiselle Lacheneur some news of her father. He said 
that his son-in-law had met the chief conspirator in the moun- 
tains which separate the arrondissement of Montaignac from 
Savoy, and he even mentioned the exact place of meeting, 
which was near Saint Pavin-des-Grottes, a tiny village of only 
a few houses. Certainly the worthy fellow did not think he 
was committing a dangerous indiscretion, for in his opinion 
Lacheneur had already crossed the frontier, and put himself 
out of danger. But in this surmise he was grievously mistaken. 
The frontier bordering on Savoy was guarded by soldiers, 
who had received orders to prevent any of the conspirators 
passing into Italian territory. And even if Piedmont was 
gained, it seemed likely that the Italian authorities would them- 
selves arrest the fugitive rebels, and hand them over to their 
judges. Chupin was aware of all this, and resolved to act at 
once. He threw a coin on the counter, and without waiting 
for his change, rushed back to the citadel, and asked a sergeant 
at the gate for pen and paper. Writing was for him usually 
a most laborious task, but to-day it only took him a moment 
to pen these lines : 

"I know Lacheneur's retreat, and beg monseigneur to order 
some mounted soldiers to accompany me, so that we may cap- 
ture him. Chupin." 

This letter was given to one of the guards, with a request 
to take it to the Due de Sairmeuse, who was then presiding 
over the military commission. Five minutes later the soldier 
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icttomed with the same note, on the margin of which the dtike 
llad written an order, placing a lieutenant and eight men of 
^e Montaigimc chasseurs, who could be relied upon, at Chu- 
inn's disposal. The old spy also asked the loan of a horse for 
his own use, and this was granted him; and the party then 
started off at once in the direction of St. Pavin. 

When, at the finish of the final stand made by the insur- 
gents at the Croix d'Arcy, Lacheneur's horse received a bay- 
onet wound in the chest, and reared and fell, burying its rider 
underneath, the latter lost consciousness, and it was not till 
some hours later that, restored by the fresh morning air, he 
regained his senses and was able to look about him. All he 
perceived was a couple of dead bodies l3ring some little distance 
off. ^It was a terrible moment, and in his soul he cursed the 
fate which had left him still alive. Had he been armed, he 
wonkl no doubt have put an end to the mental tortures he 
was suffering by suicide — but then he had no weapon. So he 
must resign himself to life. Perhaps, too, the voice of honor 
whispered that it was cowardice to strive to escape responsi- 
bility by self-inflicted death. At last he endeavored to draw 
himself from under his horse, which proved no easy task, as 
Us foot was still in the stirrup, and his limbs were so cramped 
that he could scarcely move them. Finally, however, he suc- 
ceeded in freeing himself, and, on examination, discovered that 
he had only one wound, inflicted by a ba3ronet thrust, in the 
left leg. It caused him considerable pain, and he was trying 
to bandage it with his hancficerchief when he heard the sound 
of approaching footsteps. He had no time for reflection; but 
^ once darted into the forest that lies to the left of the Croix 
d'Arcy. The troops were returning to Montaignac after pur- 
suing tise rebels for more than three miles. There were some 
two hundred sokliers, who were bringing back a score of peas- 
ants as prisoners. Crouching behind an oak tree scarcely fif- 
teen paces from the road, Lacheneur recognized several of the 
captives in the gray Hght of dawn. It was only by the merest 
chance that he escaped discovery; and he fully realized how 
diflkult it would be for him to gain the frontier without fall- 
ing into the hands of tiie many detachments of soldiery, who 
were doubtless scouring tfie cotaitry in every direction. 

Still he did not despair. The mountains lay only two leagues 
away ; and he firmly believed that he would be able to success- 
ioUy ehide his porsuers could he cmly gain the shelter of the 
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hills. He began his journey courageously, but soon he was 
obliged to admit that he had greatly overestimated his strength, 
which was well-nigh quite exhausted by the excessive labor and 
excitement of the past few days, coupled with the loss of blood 
occasioned by his wound. He tore up a stake in an adjacent 
vineyard, and using it as a steff, slowly dragged himself along, 
keeping in the shelter of the woods as much as possible, and 
creeping beside the hedges and in the ditches whenever he was 
obliged to cross an open space. Physical suffering and mental 
anguish were soon supplemented by the agony of hunger. He 
had eaten nothing for thirty hours, and felt terribly weak from 
lack of nourishment. Soon the craving for food became so 
intolerable that he was willing to brave anything to appease it. 
At last he perceived the thatched roofs of a little hamlet. He 
was going forward, decided to enter the first house and ask for 
food; the outskirts of the village were reached, and a cottage 
stood within a few yards, when suddenly he heard the rolling 
of a drum. Surmising that a party of troops was near at hand, 
he instinctively hid himself behind a wall. But the drum 
proved to be that of a public crier, summoning the village folk 
together; and soon he could hear a clear, penetrating voice 
reciting the following words: "This is to give notice that the 
authorities of Montaignac promise a reward of twenty thou- 
sand francs to whosoever delivers up the man known as Lache- 
neur, dead or alive. Dead or alive! Understand, that if he 
be dead, the compensation will be the same; twenty thousand 
francs! to be paid in gold. God save the king." 

Then came another roll of the drum. But with a bound, 
Lacheneur had already risen ; and though he had believed him- 
self utterly exhausted, he now found superhuman strength to 
fly. A price had been set upon his head ; and the circumstance 
awakened in his breast the frenzy that renders a hunted beast 
so dangerous. In all the villages around him he fancied he 
could hear the rolling of drums, and the voices of criers pro- 
claiming him an outlaw. Go where he would now, he was a 
tempting bait offered to treason and cupidity. Whom could he 
dare confide in? Whom could he ask for shelter? And even 
if he were dead, he would still be worth a fortune. Though 
he might die from lack of nourishment and exhaustion under 
a bush by the wayside, yet his emaciated body would still be 
worth twenty thousand francs. And the man who found his 
corpse would not give it burial. He would place it on his cart 
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and convey it to Montaignac, present it to the authorities, and 
say: "Here is Lacheneur's body — give me the reward." 

How long and by what paths he pursued his flight he could 
not tell. But several hours afterward, while he was wander- 
ing through the wooded hills of Charves, he espied two men, 
who sprang up and fled at his approach. In a terrible voice 
he called after them : "Eh ! you fellows ! do you each want to 
earn a thousand pistoles? I am Lacheneur." 

They paused when they recognized him, and Lacheneur saw 
that they were two of his former followers, both of them well- 
to-do farmers, whom it had been difiicult to induce to join in 
the revolt. They happened to have with them some bread and 
a little brandy, and they gave both to the famished man. They 
sat down beside him on the grass, and while he was eating 
they related their misfortunes. Their connection with the con- 
spiracy had been discovered, and soldiers were hunting for 
them, but they hoped to reach Italy with the help of a guide 
who was waiting for them at an appointed place. 

Lacheneur held out his hand. "Then I am saved/' said he. 
"Weak and wounded as I am, I should have perished all alone." 

But the two farmers did not take the hand he offered. "We 
ought to leave you," said the younger man gloomily, "for you 
are the cause of our misfortunes. You deceived us. Monsieur 
Lacheneur." 

The leader of the revolt dared not protest ; the reproach was 
so well deserved. However, the other farmer gave his com- 
panion a peculiar glance and suggested that they might let 
Lacheneur accompany them all the same. So they walked on 
all three together, and that same evening, after nine hours' 
journey through the mountains, they crossed the frontier. But, 
in the mean while, many and bitter had been the reproaches 
they had exchanged. On being closely questioned by his com- 
panions, Lacheneur, exhausted both in mind and body, finally 
admitted the insincerity of his promises, by means of which 
he had inflamed his followers' zeal. He acknowledged that he 
had spread the report that Marie-Louise and the young king 
of Rome were concealed in Montaignac, and that it was a gross 
falsehood. He confessed that he had given the signal for the 
revolt without any chance of success, and without any precise 
means of action, leaving everything to chance. In short, he 
confessed that nothing was real except the hatred, the bitter 
hatred he felt against the Sairmeuse family. A dozen times 
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at least during this terrible confession the peasants who accom- 
panied him were on the point of hurling himorer the preci- 
pice by the banks of which they walked. "So it was to gratify 
his own spite/' they thought, quivering with rage, "that he set 
every one fighting and killing each other — that he has ruined 
us and driven us into exile. We'll see if he is to escape 
unpunished." ' 

After crossing the frontier the fugitives repaired to the first 
hostelry they could find, a lonely inn, a league or so from the 
little village of Saint- Jean-^e-Coche, and kept by a man named 
Balstain. It was past midnight when they rapped, but, despite 
the lateness of the hour, they were admitted, and ordered sup- 
per. Lacheneur, weak from loss of blood, and exhausted by 
his long tramp, went off to bed, however, without eating. He 
threw himself on to a pallet in an adjoining room and soon fell 
asleep. For the first time since meeting him, the two farmers 
now found an opportunity to talk in private. The same idea 
had occurred to both of them. They believed that by delivering 
Lacheneur up to the authorities, they might secure pardon for 
themselves. Neither of them would have consented to receive 
a single sou of the blood-money, but they did not consider there 
would be any disgrace in exchanging their own lives and lib- 
erty for Lacheneur's, especially as he had so deceived them. 
Eventually they decided to go to Saint- Jean-de-Coche directly 
supper was over and inform the Piedmontese guards. 

But they reckoned without their host. They had spoken loud 
enough to be overheard by Balstain, the innkeeper, who dur- 
ing the day had been told of the magnificent reward promised 
for Lacheneur's capture. On learning that the exhausted man, 
now quietly sleeping under his roof, was the famous conspirator, 
he was seized with a sudden thirst for gold, and whispering a 
word to his wife he darted through the window of a back room 
to run and fetch the carabineers, as the Italian gendarmes are 
termed. He had been gone half an hour or so when the two 
peasants left the house, for they had drunk heavily with the 
view of mustering sufficient courage to carry their purpose into 
effect. They closed the door so violently on going out that 
Lacheneur woke up. He rose from his bed and came into the 
front room, where he found the innkeeper's wife alone. "Where 
are my friends?" he asked anxiously. "And where is your 
husband ?" 

Moved by sympathy, the woman tried to falter some excuse, 
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but finding none, she threw herself at his feet, exclaiming: 
"Fly, save yourself — ^you arc betrayed !" 

Lacheneur rushed back into his bedroom, trying to find a 
weapon with which to defend himself, or a mode of egress 
by which he could escape unperceived. He had thought they 
might abandon him, but betray him — ^no, never ! "Who has sold 
me?'' he asked in an agitated voice. 

"Your friends— the two men who supped at that table.** 

"That's impossible!" he retorted: for he ignored his com- 
rades' designs and hopes; and could not, would not, believe them 
capable of betraying him for lucre. 

"But," pleaded the innkeeper's wife, still on her knees before 
him, "they have just started for Saint-Jean-de-Coche, where 
they mean to denounce you. I heard them say that your life 
would purchase theirs. They certainly mean to fetch the cara- 
bineers; and, alas, must I also say that my own husband has 
gone to betray you." 

Lacheneur understood everything now! And this supreme 
misfortune, after all the misery he had endured, quite pros- 
trated him. Tears gushed from his eyes, and, sinking on to a 
chair, he murmured: "Let them come; I am ready for them. 
No, I will not stir from here ! My miserable life is not worth 
such a struggle." 

But the landlady rose, and grasping at his clothing, shook 
and dragged him to the door — she would have carried him had 
she possessed sufficient strength. "You shall not be taken here ; 
it will bring misfortune on our house !" 

Bewildered by this violent appeal, and urged on by the in- 
stinct of self-preservation, so powerful in every human heart, 
Lacheneur advanced to the threshold. The night was very dark, 
and a chilly fog intensified the gloom. 

"See, madame," said he in a gentle voice, "how can I find 
my way through these mountains, which I do not know, where 
there are no roads — ^where the footpaths are scarcely traced?" 

But Balstain's wife would not argue ; pushing him forward and 
turning him as one does a blind man to set him on the right 
track. "Walk straight before you," said she, "always against 
the wind. God will protect you. Farewell !" 

He turned to ask further directions, but she had reentered 
the house and closed the door. Upheld by a feverish excite- 
ment, he walked on during long hours. Soon he lost his way, 
and wandered among the mountains, benumbed with cold, stum- 
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bling orer tbe n>dcs, at times ialfiiif to the groond. It was a 
wonder that he was not prectpitatod orer the brwk of some 
precipice. He had lost all idea of his wfeereaboots, and the 
stm was alreauly high in the heavens when at last he met some 
one of whom he conld ssk his way. This was a little shepherd 
hoy, who was looking for some stray goats, hot the lad, fright- 
ened by the stranger's wild and haggard aspect, at €rst refused 
to approadi. At last the oifer of a piece of money induced 
him to come a little nearer. ^'Yoa are just on the frontier Kne," 
said he. "Here is France, and there is Savoy.'' 

"And which is the nearest village?" 

"On the Savoy side. Saint- Jean-de-Coche ; on the French side, 
Saint-Pavm.** 

So after all his terrible exertions, Lacheneur was not a league 
from the inn. Appalled by this (Uscovery, he remained for a 
moment tmdedded which coarse to pursue. Still, after all what 
did it matter? Was he not doomed, and would not every road 
lead him to death? However, at last be remembered the cara- 
bineers die imikeeper's wife had warned him against, and 
slowly crawled down the steep mountainside leading back into 
France- He was near Saiot-Pavin, when he espied a cottage 
standing alone, and in front of it a young peasant woman s(Hn- 
ning in the sunshine. He dragged himself toward her, and in 
a weak voice begged her hospttafity. 

The woman rose, surprised and somewhat alarmed by the 
aspect of this stranger, whose face was ghastly pate, and whose 
clothes were torn and soiled with dust and blood. She looked 
at him more closely, and then peroerved that iiis age, stature, 
and features corresponded with the descriptions of Lacheneur, 
which had been distriboted nxmd about the frontier. ^'Why, 
you are the conspirator they are hunting for, and for whom 
they promise a reward of twenty thousand francs,'' she said. 

Lacheneur trembled. "Yes," he replied after a moment's 
hesitation, "I am Lachenem'. Betray me if you will, but in 
charity's name give me a morsel of bread and allow me to rest 
a little." 

"We betray you, sir!" said she. "Ah! you don't know the 
Antoines ! Come into our house, and Ke down on the bed while 
I prepare some refreshment for you. When my husband comes 
home, we will see what can be done." 

It was nearly sunset when the master of the house, a sturdy 
mountaineer, with a frank face, entered the cottage. On per- 
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ceiving the stranger seated at his fireside he turned frightfully 
pale. "Unfortunate woman !" he murmured to his wife, "don't 
you know that any one who shelters this fugitive will be shot, 
and his house leveled to the ground?" 

Lacheneur overheard these words; he rose with a shudder. 
He knew that a price had been set upon his head, but until 
now he had not realized the danger to which his presence 
exposed these worthy people. "I will go at once," said he, 
gently. 

But the peasant laid his broad hand kindly on the outlaw's 
shoulder and forced him to resume his seat. "It was not to 
drive you away that I said that," he remarked. "You are at 
home, and you shall remain here until I can find some means 
of insuring your safety." 

The woman flung her arms round her husband's neck, and, 
in a loving voice, exclaimed: "Ah! you are a noble man, 
Antoine." 

He smiled, tenderly kissed her, then, pointing to the open 
door : "Watch !" said he, and turning to Lacheneur : "It won't 
be easy to save you, for the promise of that big reward has 
set a number of evil-minded people on the alert They know 
that you are in the neighborhood, and a rascally innkeeper has 
crossed the frontier for the express purpose of betraying your 
whereabouts to the French gendarmes." 

"Balstain?" 

"Yes, Balstain; and he is hunting for you now. But that's 
not everything; as I passed through Saint-Pavin, coming back 
a little while ago, I saw eight mounted soldiers, with a peas- 
ant guide, who was also on horseback. They declared that 
they knew you were concealed in the village, and were going 
to search each house in turn." 

These soldiers were the Montaignac chasseurs, placed at 
Chupin's disposal by the Due de Sairmeuse. The task was cer- 
tainly not at all to their taste, but they were closely watched 
by the lieutenant in command, who hoped to receive some sub- 
stantial reward if the expedition was crowned with success. 

But to return to Lacheneur. "Wounded and exhausted as 
you are," continued Antoine, "yo^ ^^*^ possibly make a long 
march for a fortnight hence, and till then you must conceal 
yourself. Fortunately, I know a safe retreat in the mountain, 
not far from here. I will take you there to-night, with provi- 
sions enough to last you for a week." 
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Just then he was interrtipted by a stifled cry from his wife: 
He turned, and saw her fail ahnost fainting against the door, 
her face white as her linen cap, her finger pointing to the 
path that led from Saint-Pavin to the cottage. "The soldiers — 
they are coming!" she gasped 

Quicker than thought, Lacheneur and the peasant sprang 
to the door to see for themselves. The young woman had 
spoken the truth; for here came the Montaignac chasseurs^ 
slowly climbing the steep footpath. Chupin walked in advattce, 
urging them on with voice, gesture, and example. An im- 
prudent word from the little shepherd boy had decided the 
fugitive's fate; for on returning to Saint-Pavin, and hearing 
that the soldiers were searching for the chief conspirator, the 
lad had chanced to say: "I met a man just now on the moun- 
tain who asked me where he was; and I saw him go down the 
footpath leading to Antoine's cottage." And in proof of his 
words, he proudly displayed the piece of silver which Lacheneur 
had given him. 

"One more bold stroke and we have our mant" exclaimed 
Chupin« "Come, comrades!" And now the party were not 
more than two hundred feet from the house in which the 
outlaw had found an asylum. 

Antoine and his wife looked at each other with anguish in 
their eyes. They saw that their visitor was lost. 

"We must save him ! we must save him !" cried the woman. 

*'Yes, we must save him!" repeated the husband gloomily. 
"They shall kill me before I betray a man in my own house." 

"If he could hide in the stable behind the bundles of straw — ** 

"Oh, they would find him! These soldiers are worse than 
tigers, and the wretch who leads them on must have a blood- 
hound's scent." He turned quickly to Lacheneur. "Come, sir," 
said he, "let us leap from the bade window and fly to the moun- 
tains. They will see us, but no matter! These horsemen are 
always clumsy runners. If you can't run, I'll carry you. They 
will probably fire at us, but miss their aim.'* 

"And your wife?" asked Lacheneur. 

The honest mountaineer shuddered; still he simply said: 
"She will join us." 

Lacheneur grasped his protector's hand. "Ah ! you are a 
noble pe<^le," he exclaimed, "and God will reward you for your 
kindness to a poor fugitive. But you have done too much 
already. I should be the basest of men if I exposed you to 
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useless danger. I can bear this life no longer; I have no wi^ 
to escape." Then drawing the sobbing woman to him and 
kissing her on the forehead, '1 have a daughter, yonng and 
beanttfnl like yourself," he added. "Poor Marie- Anne! And 
I pitilessly sacrificed her to my hatred! I mast not complain; 
come what may, I have deserved my fate.*' 

The sound of the approaching footsteps became more and 
more distinct. Lacheneur straightened himself up, and seemed 
to be gathering all his energy for the decisive moment. "Re- 
main inside," he said imperiously, to Antoine and his wife. 
"I am going out; they must not arrest me in your house.* 
And as he spoke, he crossed the threshold with a firm tread. 
The soldiers were but a few paces oflF. "Halt f" he exclaimed, 
in a loud, ringing voice. "Are you not seeking for Lacheneur? 
I am he! I surrender myself." 

His manner was so dignified, his tone so impressive, that 
the soldiers involuntarily paused. This man before them was 
doomed ; they knew the fate awaiting him, and seemed as awed 
as if they had been in the presence of death itself. One there 
was among the searching party whom Lacheneur's ringing 
words had literally terrified, and this was Chupin. Remorse 
filled his cowardly heart, and pale and trembling, he sought 
to hide himself behind the soldiers. 

But Lacheneur walked straight toward him, "So it is you 
who have sold my life, Chupin?" he said scornfully. "You 
have not forgotten, I perceive, how often my daughter filled 
your empty larder — so now you take your revenge." 

The old scoundrel seemed crushed by these words. Now that 
he had done this foul deed, he knew what betrayal really was. 
"So be it," resumed Lacheneur. "You will receive the price 
of my blood ; but it will not bring you good fortune — traitor !" 

Chupin, however, indignant widi his own weakness, was 
already making a vigorous efiPort to recover a semblance of self* 
composure. "You have conspired against die king," he stam- 
mered. "I only did my duty in denouncing you." And turning 
to the soldiers, he added: "As for yon, comrades, you may be 
sure the Due de Sairmeuse will remember your services." 

Lacheneur's hands were bound, and the party was about to 
descend the slope, when a man, roughly clad, bareheaded, 
covered with perspiration, and panting for breath, suddenly 
made his appearance. The twilight was falling, but Lacheneur 
recognized Balstain. "Ah I you have him!" exclaimed the inn- 



470 THE HONOR OF THE NAME 

keeper, pointing to the prisoner, as soon as he was within 
speaking distance. "The reward belongs to me — I denounced 
him first on the other side of the frontier, as the carabineers at 
Saint-Jean-de-Coche will testify. He would have been captured 
last tiight in my house if he hadn't managed to run away in 
my absence. I've been following the bandit for sixteen hours." 
He spoke with extraordinary vehemence, being full of fear lest 
he might lose his reward, and only reap disgrace and obloquy 
in recompense for his treason. 

"If you have any right to the money, you must prove it 
before the proper authorities," said the officer in command. 

"If I have any right!" interrupted Balstain; "who contests 
my right, then?" He looked threateningly around him, and 
casting his eyes on Chupin, "Is it you?" he asked. "Do you 
dare to assert that you discovered the brigand?" 

"Yes, it was I who discovered his hiding-place." 

"You lie, you impostor!" vociferated the innkeeper; "you 
lie I" The soldiers did not budge. This scene repaid them for 
the disgust they had experienced during the afternoon. "But," 
continued Balstain, "what else could one expect from such a 
knave as Chupin? Every one knows that he's been obliged to 
fly from France over and over again on account of his crimes. 
Where did you take refuge when you crossed the frontier, 
Chupin? In my house, in Balstain's inn. You were fed and 
protected there. How many times haven't I saved you from 
the gendarmes and the galleys? More times than I can count. 
And to reward me you steal my property; you steal this man 
who was mine — " 

"The fellow's insane I" ejeculated the terrified Chupin, "he's 
mad!" 

"At least you will be reasonable," exclaimed the innkeeper, 
suddenly changing his tactics, "Let's see, Chupin, what you'll 
do for an old friend? Divide, won't you? No, you say no? 
How much will you give me, comrade? A third? Is that too 
much? A quarter, then — " 

Chupin felt that the soldiers were enjoying his humiliation. 
They were indeed, sneering at him, and only an instant before 
they had, with instinctive loathing, avoided coming in contact 
with him. The old knave's blood was boiling, and pushing 
Balstain aside, he cried to the chasseurs: "Come — ^are we going 
to spend the night here?" 

On hearing these words, Balstain's eyes sparkled with re- 
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yengefttl furj, and suddenly drawing his knife from his pocket 
and making the sign of the cross in the air: '^Saint-Jean-de- 
Coche," he exclaimed, in a ringing voice, "and you, Holy 
Virgin, hear my vow. May my soul hum in hell if I ever use 
a knife at meals until I have plunged the one I now hold into 
the heart of the scoundrel who has defrauded me!" With 
these words he hurried away into the woods, and the soldiers 
took up their line of march. 

But Chupin was no longer the same. His impudence had 
left him and he walked along with hanging head, his mind full 
of sinister presentiments. He felt sure that such am oath as 
Balstain's, and uttered hy such a man, was equivalent to a 
death warrant, or at least to a speedy prospect of assassination. 
The thought tormented him so- much indeed, that he would 
not allow the detachment to spend the night at Saint-Pavin, as 
had been agreed upon. He was impatient to leave the neigh- 
borhood. So after supper he procured a cart; the prisoner 
was placed in it, securely bound, and the party started for 
Montaignac. The great bell was tolling two in the morning 
when Lacheneur was conducted into the citadel; and at that 
very moment M. d'Escorval and Corporal Bavois were making 
their final preparations for escape. 




ON being left alone in his cell after Marie-Anne*s departure, 
Chanlouineau gave himself up to despair. He loved Marie- 
Anne most passionately, and the idea that he would never see 
her again on earth proved heart-rending. Some little comfort 
he certainly derived from the thought that he had done his 
duty, that he had sacrificed his own life to secure her happiness, 
but then this result had only been obtained by simulating the 
most abject cowardice, which must disgrace him forever in 
the eyes of his fellow prisoners, and the guards. Had he not 
offered to sell Lachcneur's life for his own, moreover? True 
it was but a ruse, and yet those who knew nothing of his secret 
would always brand him as a traitor and a coward. To a man 
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of his true, valiant heart such a prosi^ct was particularly dis- 
tressing, and he was still brooding over the idea when the Mar- 
quis de Courtomieu entered his cell to ascertain the result of 
Marie-Anne's visit. "Well, my good fellow — " began the old 
nobleman, in his most condescending manner ; but Chanlouineau 
did not allow him time to finish. "Leave," he cried, in a fit 
of rage. "Leave or — *' 

Without waiting to hear the end of the sentence the marquis 
made his escape, greatly surprised and not a little dismayed 
by this sudden change in the prisoner's manner. "What a 
dangerous, bloodthirsty rascal !" he remarked to the guard. "It 
would, perhaps, be advisable to put him into a strait-jacket!" 

But there was no necessity for that; for scarcely had the 
marquis left, than the young farmer threw himself on to his 
pallet, oppressed with feverish anxiety. Would Marie-Anne 
know how to make the best use of the weapon he had placed 
in her hands? He hoped so, for she would have the Abbe 
Midon's assistance, and besides he considered that the pos- 
session of this letter would frighten the Marquis de Sairmeuse 
into any concessions. In this last surmise Chanlouineau was 
entirely mistaken. The fear which Martial seemingly evinced 
during the interview with Marie-Anne and his father was 
all affected. He pretended to be alarmed, in order to frighten 
the duke, for he really wished to assist the girl he so passion- 
ately loved, and besides the idea of saving an enemy's life, of 
wresting him from the executioner on the very steps of the 
scaffold, was very pleasing to his mind which at times took 
a decidedly chivalrous turn. Poor Chanlouineau, however, was 
ignorant of all this, and consequently his anxiety was perfectly 
natural. Throughout the afternoon he remained in anxious 
suspense, and when the night fell, stationed himself at the 
window of his cell gazing on to the plain below, and trusting 
that if the baron succeeded in escaping, some sign would warn 
him of the fact. Marie-Anne had visited him, she knew the 
cell he occupied and surely she would find some means of letting 
him know that his sacrifice had not been in vain. Shortly after 
two o'clock in the morning he was alarmed by a great bustle 
in the corridor outside. Doors were thrown open, and then 
slammed to; there was a loud rattle of keys; guards hurried 
to and fro, calling each other; the passage was lighted up, 
and then as Chanlouineau peered through the grating in the 
door of his cell he suddenly perceived Lacheneur as pale as a 
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ghost walk by conducted by some soldiers. The yoting fanner 
almost doubted his eyesight; for he really believed his former 
leader had escaped. Another hour, and another hour passed 
by and yet did he prolong his anxious vigil. Not a sound, save 
the tramp of the guards in the corridor, and the faint echo of 
some distant challenge as sentinels were relieved outside. At 
last, however, there abruptly came a despairing cry. What 
was it? He listened; but it was not repeated. After all, the 
occurrence was not so surprising. There were twenty men in 
that citadel under sentence of death, and the agony of that, 
their last night, might well call forth a lamentation. At length 
the gray light of dawn stole through the window bars, the 
sun rose rapidly and Chanlouineau, hopeful for some sign, till 
then murmured in despair, that the letter must have been use- 
less. Poor generous peasant! His heart would have leaped 
with joy if as he spoke those words he could only have cast 
a glance on the courtyard of the citadel. 

An hour after the reveille had sounded, two countrywomen, 
carrying butter and eggs to market, presented themselves at 
the fortress gate, and declared that while passing through the 
fields below the cliif on which the citadel was built, they had 
perceived a rope dangling from the side of the rock. A ropet 
Then one of the condemned prisoners must have escaped. 
The guards hastened from cell to cell and soon discovered 
that the Baron d'Escorval's room was empty. And not merely 
had the baron fled, but he had taken with him the man who 
had been left to guard him — Corporal Bavois, of the grenadiers. 
Every one's amazement was intense, but their fright was still 
greater. There was not a single officer who did not tremble 
on thinking of his responsibility; not one who did not see his 
hopes of advancement forever blighted. What should be said 
to the formidable Due de Sairmeuse and to the Marquis de 
Courtornieu, who in spite of his calm polished manners, was 
almost as much to be feared? It was necessary to warn them, 
however, and so a sergeant was despatdied with the news. 
Soon they made their appearance, accompanied by Martial; 
and to look at all three it would have been said that they 
were boiling over with anger and indignation. The Due de 
Sairmeuse's rage was especially conspicuous. He swore at 
everybody, accused everybody, and threatened everybody. He 
began by consigning all the keepers and guards to prison, 
and even talked of demanding the dismissal of all the officers. 
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"As for that miserable Bavois," he exclaimed-— "as for that 
cowardly deserter, he shall be shot as soon as we capture him, 
and we will capture him, you may depend upon it !'* 

The officials had hoped to appease the duke's wrath a little 
by informing him of Lacheneur's arrest; but he knew of this 
already, for Chupin had ventured to wake him up in the 
middle of the night to tell him the great news. The baron's 
escape afforded his grace an opportunity to exalt Chupin's 
merits. "The man who discovered Lacheneur will know how 
to find this traitor D'Escorval," he remarked. 

As for M. de Courtornieu, he took what he called "measures 
for restoring this great culprit to the hands of justice." That 
is to say, he despatched couriers in every direction, with 
orders to make close inquiries throughout the neighborhood. 
His commands were brief, but to the point ; they were to watch 
the frontier, to submit all travelers to a rigorous examination, 
to search the houses and sow the description of D'Escorval's 
appearance broadcast through the land. But first of all he issued 
instructions for the arrest of the Abbe Midon and Maurice 
d'Escorval. 

Among the officers present there was an old lieutenant, 
who had felt deeply wounded by some of the imputations which 
the Due de Sairmeuse had cast right and left in his affected 
wrath. This lieutenant heard the Marquis de Courtornieu 
give his orders, and then stepped forward with a gloomy air, 
remarking that these measures were doubtless all very well, 
but at the same time it was urgent that an investigation should 
take place at once, so as to learn for certain how the baron 
had escaped and who were his accomplices if he had any. At 
the mention of this word "investigation," both the Due de 
Sairmeuse and the Marquis de Courtornieu shuddered. They 
could not ignore the fact that their reputations were at stake, 
and that the merest trifle might disclose the truth. A neglected 
precaution, any insignificant detail, an imprudent word or 
gesture might ruin their ambitious hopes forever. They trem- 
bled to think that this officer might be a man of unusual 
shrewdness, who had suspected their complicity, and was im- 
patient to verify his presumptions. In point of fact, they 
were unnecessarily alarmed, for the old lieutenant had not 
the slightest suspicion of the truth. He had apoken on the 
impulse of the moment, merely to give vent to his displeasure. 
He was not even keen enough to remark a rapid glance which 
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the duke and the marquis exchanged. Martial noticed this 
look, however, and with studied politeness, remaiiced: "Yes, 
we must institute an investigation; that suggestion is as shrewd 
as it is opportune." 

The old lieutenant turned away .with a muttered oath. "That 
coxcomb is poking fun at me/' he thought; "and he and his 
father and that prig the marquis deserve a box on the ears." 

In reality, however, Martial was not poking fun at him. 
Bold as was his remark it was made advisedly. To silence all 
future suspicions it was absolutely necessary that an investi- 
gation should take place immediately. But then it would, by 
reason of their position and functions, naturally devolve on 
the duke and the marquis, who would know just how much 
to conceal, and bow much to disclose. They began their task 
immediately, with a haste which could not fail to dispel all 
doubts, if indeed any existed in the minds of their subordinates. 

Martial thought he knew the details of the escape as well as 
the fugitives themselves, for even if they had been the actors, 
he was at any rate the author of the drama played that night. 
However, he was soon obliged to admit that he was mistaken 
in his opinion ; for the investigation revealed several incompre- 
hensible particulars. It had been determined beforehand that 
the baron and the corporal would have to make. two successive 
descents. Hence the necessity of having two ropes. These 
ropes had been provided, and the prisoners must have used 
them. And yet only one rope could be found — the one which 
the peasant woman had perceived hanging from the rocky 
platform at the base of the citadel where it was made fast to 
an iron crowbar. From the window of the cell, to the platform, 
there was no rope, however. "This is most extraordinary!" 
murmured Martial, thoughtfully. 

"Very strange I" approved M. de Courtornieu. 

"How the devil could they have reached the base of the 
tower?" 

"That is what I can't understand." 

But Martial soon found other causes for surprise. On ex- 
amining the rope that remained — ^the one which had been used 
in making the descent of the cliff — ^he discovered that it was 
not of a single piece. Two pieces had been knotted together. 
The longest piece had evidently been too short How did this 
happen? Could the duke have made a mistake in the height 
of the cliff? or had the abbe measured the rope incorrectly? 
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Bnt Martial had also measured it with his eye, while it was 
wound round him, and it had then seemed to him that the 
rope was much longer, fully a third longer, than it now 
appeared. 

There must have been some accident,'' he remarked to his 
father and the marquis; '^what I can't say." 

''Well, what does it matter?" replied M. de Courtomieu, 
"you have the compromising letter, haven't you?" 

But Martial's mind was one of these that never rest until 
they have solved the problem before them. Accordingly, he 
insisted on going to inspect the rocks at the foot of the preci- 
pice. Here they discovered several stains, formed of coagu- 
lated blood. "One of the fugitives must have fallen," said 
Martial, quickly, "and been dangerously wounded!" 

"Upon my word I" exclaimed the Due de Sairmcuse, "if it 
is the Baron d'Escorval who has broken his neck, I shall be 
delighted!" 

Martial turned crimson, and looked searchingly at his father. 
"I suppose, sir, that you do not mean one word of what you 
are saying," he observed, coldly. "We pledged ourselves upon 
the honor of our name to save the* baron. If he has been 
killed it will be a great misfortune for us, a very great 
misfortune." 

When his son addressed him in this haughty, freezing tone 
of his, the duke never knew how to reply. He was indignant, 
but his son's was the stronger nature. 

"Nonsense!" exclaimed M. de Courtornieu ; "if the rascal 
had merely been wounded we should have known it." 

Such also was Chupin's opinion. He had been sent for hf 
the duke, and had just made his appearance. But the old 
scoundrel, usually so loquacious and officious, now replied in 
the briefest fashion; and, strange to say, he did not offer his 
services. His habitual assurance and impudence, and his cus- 
tomary cunning smile, had quite forsaken him; and in lieu 
thereof his brow was overcast, and his manners strangely per- 
turbed. So marked was the change that even the Due de 
Sairmeuse observed it. "What misfortune have you had, Mas- 
ter Chupin?" he asked. 

"Why, while I was coming here," replied the old knave in 
a sullen tone, "a band of ragamuffins pelted me with mvui and 
st(Hies, and ran after me, shouting: Traitor! traitor!' as loud 
as they could." He clenched his fisU as he spoke, as if he were 
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meditating vengeance; then suddenly he added: 'The people 
of Montaignac are quite pleased this morning. They know 
that the baron has escaped, and they are rejoicing/' 

Alas ! the joy which Chupin spoke of was destined to be of 
short duration, for the execution of the conspirators sentenced 
on the preceding afternoon was to take place that very day. 
At noon the gate of the citadel was closed, and the drums rolled 
loudly as a preface to the coming tragedy. Consternation spread 
through the town. Doors were carefully secured, shutters 
closed, and window-blinds pulled down. The streets became 
deserted, and a death-like silence prevailed. At last, just as 
three o'clock was striking, the gate of the fortress was reopened, 
and under the lofty archway came fourteen doomed men, each 
with a priest by his side. One-and-twenty had been condemned 
to death, but the Baron d'Escorval had eluded the executioner, 
and remorse or fear had tempered the Due de Sairmeuse's 
thirst for blood. He and M. de Courtornieu had granted re- 
prieves to six of the prisoners, and at that very moment a 
courier was starting for Paris with six petitions for pardon, 
signed by the military commission. 

Chanlouineau was not among those for whom royal clem- 
ency was solicited. When he left his cell, without knowing 
whether his plan for saving the Baron d'Escorval had proved 
of any use or not, he counted and examined his thirteen com- 
rades with keen anxiety. His eyes' betrayed such an agony of 
anguish that the priest who accompanied him asked him in a 
whisper: "Whom are you looking for, my son?" 

"For the Baron d'Escorval." 

"He escaped last night." 

"Ah ! now I shall die content !" exclaimed the heroic peasant. 
And he died as he had sworn he would — ^without even changing 
color— calm and proud, the name of Marie-Anne upon his lips. 

There was one woman, a fair young girl, who was not in the 
least degree affected by the tragic incidents attending the re- 
pression of the Montaignac revolt This was Blanche de Cour- 
tornieu, who smiled as brightly as ever, and who, although her 
father exercised almost dictatorial power in conjunction with 
the Due de Sairmeuse, did not raise as much as her little finger 
to save any one of the condemned prisoners from execution. 
These rebels had dared to stop her carriage on the public road, 
and this was an offense which she could neither forgive nor 
forget. She also knew that she had only owed her liberty to 
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Maric-Antie's intercession^ and to a woman of audi jealoiis 
|>ride this knowledge was g;alling in the extreme. Hence it was 
with bitter resentment that, on the morning following her arri- 
Tal in Montaignac, she denomiced to her father what she st^ed 
that Lacheneur girl's inconceivaUe arrogance, and the peas- 
antry's frightful brutality. And when the Marquis de Courtor- 
nieu asked her if she would consent to give evidence against 
the Baron d'Esconral, she coldly replied that she considered it 
was her duty to do so. She was fully aware that her testimony 
would send the baron to the scaffold, and yet she did not 
hesitate a moment. True, she carefully concealed her personal 
'.pite, and declared she was only influenced by the interests of 
justice. Impartiality compels us to add, moreover, that she 
really believed the Baron d'Escorval to be a leader of the 
rebels. Chanlouineau had pronounced the name in her pres- 
ence, and her error was all the more excusable as Maurice was 
usually known in the neighborhood by his Christian name. 
Had the young farmer called to ''Monsieur Maurice" for in- 
structions, Blanche would have understood the situation, but 
he had exclaimed, "M. d'Escorval," and hence her mistake. 

After she had delivered to her father her written statement 
of what occurred on the highroad on the night of the revolt, | 

the heiress assumed an attitude of seeming indifference, and j 

when any of her friends chanced to speak of the rising, she 
alluded to the plebeian conspirators in tones of proud disdain. 
In her heart, however, she blessed this timely outbreak, which 
had removed her rival from her path. "For now," thought she, 
''the marquis will return to me, and I will make him forget the 
bold creature who bewitched him !" In this she was somewhat 
mistaken. True, Martial returned and paid his court, but he 
no longer loved her. He had detected the calculating ambition 
she had sought to hide under a mask of seeming simplicity. 
He had realized how vain and selfish she was, and his former 
admiration was now well-nigh transformed into repugnance; 
for he could but contrast her character with the noble nature 
of Marie-Anne, now lost to him forever. It was mainly the 
knowledge that Lacheneur's daughter could never be hb which 
prompted him to a seeming reconciliation with Blanche. He 
said to himself that the duke, his father, and the Marquis de 
Co urt orniea had exchai^;ed a solemn pledge; that he, too, had 
given his word, and that after all Blanche was his promised 
wife. Wash worth while to break off the engagement? Would 
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he not be compelled to marry some day or another? His rank 
and name required him to do so, and such being the case what 
did it matter whom he married, since the only woman he had 
ever truly loved — ^the only woman he ever could love — ^was 
never to be his? To a man of Martial's education it was no 
very difficult task to pay proper court to the jealous Blanche, 
to surround her with every attention, and to affect a love he 
did not really feel; and, indeed, so perfectly did he play his 
part that Mademoiselle de Courtornieu might well flatter her- 
self with the thought that she reigned supreme in his affections. 

While Martial seemed wholly occupied with thoughts of his 
approaching marriage, he was really tortured with anxiety as 
to the fate which had overtaken the Baron d'Escorval and the 
other fugitives. The three members of the D'Escorval family, 
the abbe, Marie- Anne, Corporal Bavois, and four half^pay 
officers had all disappeared, leaving no trace behind them. 
This was very remarkable, as the search prescribed by MM. 
de Sairmeuse and Courtornieu had been conducted with feverish 
activity, greatly to the terror of its promoters. Still what could 
they do? They had imprudently excited the zeal of their sub- 
ordinates, and now they were unable to allay it. Fortunately, 
however, all the efforts to discover the fugitives proved unsuc- 
cessful; and the only information that could be obtained came 
from a peasant, who declared that on the morning of the escape, 
just before daybreak, he had met a party of a dozen persons, 
men and women, who seemed to be carrying a dead body. This 
circumstance, taken in connection with the broken rope and 
the stains of blood at the bottom of the cliff, made Martial 
tremble. He was also strongly impressed by another circum- 
stance, which came to light when the soldiers on guard the 
night of the escape were questioned as to what transpired. "I 
was on guard in the corridor communicating with the pris- 
oner's quarters in the tower," said one of these soldiers, "when 
at about half-past two o'clock, just after Lacheneur had been 
placed in his cell, I saw an officer approaching me. I challenged 
him ; he gave me the countersign, and, naturally, I let him pass. 
He went down the passage, and entered the empty room next 
to M. d'Escorval's. He remained there about five minutes." 

"Did you recognize this officer?" asked Martial eagerly. 

"No," answered the soldier. "He wore a large cloak, the 
collar of which was turned up so high that it hid his face to 
the very eyes." 
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''Whom could this niysterioiis officer haye been?" though 
Martial, rzdking his brains. "What was he doing in the room 
where I left the ropes?** 

The Marquis de Courtomieu, present at the examinatioiiy 
aeemed much disturbed. Turning to the witness, he a^ed him 
angrily: ''How could you be ignorant that there were so many 
sympathizers with this movement among the garrison? Yoo 
might have known that this visitor, who concealed his face so 
carefully, was an accomplice warned by Bavois, who had come 
to see if he needed a helping hand." 

This seemed a plausible explanation, but it did not satisfy 
Martial. "It is very strange," he thought, "that M. d'Escorval 
has not even deigned to let me know be is in safety. The 
service I rendered him deserves that acknowledgment, at 
least." 

Such was the young marquis's anxiety that, despite his re- 
pugnance for Chupin, the spy, he resolved to seek that arch- 
traitor's assistance, with ^e view of discovering what had 
become of the fugitives. It was no longer easy, however, to 
secure the old rascal's services, for since he had received the 
price of Lacheneur's blood — these twenty thousand francs which 
had so fascinated him — he had deserted the Due de Sair- 
meuse's house, and taken up his quarters in a small inn at the 
outskirts of the town ; where he spent .his days alone in a large 
room on the second floor. At night-time he barricaded the 
door, and drank, drank, drank; and till daybreak he might be 
heard cursing and singing, or struggling against imaginary ene- 
mies. Still he dared not disobey the summons which a soldier 
brought him to hasten to the Hotel de Sairmeuse at once. 

"I wish to discover what has become of the Baron d'Escor- 
val," said Martial when the old spy arrived. 

Chupin trembled, and a fleeting color dyed his cheeks. "The 
Montaignac police are at your disposal," he answered sulkily. 
**They, perhaps, can satisfy your curiosity. Monsieur k Mar- 
quis, but I don't belong to the police." 

Was he in earnest, or was he merely simulating a refusal 
with the view of obtaining a high price for his services ? Mar- 
tial inclined to the latter opinion. "You shall have no reason to 
complain of my generosity," said he. "I will pay you well." 

That word "pay" wouM have made Chupin's eyes gleam 
with delight a wedc before, but on hearing it now he at once 
flew into a furious passion. "So it was to tempt rae again 
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that jou summoned me here !" he exclaimed, ^ou would do 
much better to leave me quietly at my inn.'' 

"What do you mean, you fool?" 

But Chupin did not even hear the interruption. 'Teople 
told me," quoth he, with increasing fury, "that, by betraying 
Lacbeneur, I should be doing my duty and serving the king. 
I betrayed him, and now I am treated as if I had committed 
the worst of crimes. Formerly, when I lived by stealing and 
poaching, folks despised me, perhaps ; but they didn't shun me 
as they do the pestilence. They called me rascal, robber, and 
the Hke; but they would drink with me all the same. To-day 
I've twenty thousand francs in my pocket, and yet I'm treated 
as if I were a venomous beast. If I approach any one he draws 
back, and if I enter a room, those who are there hasten out of 
it." At the recollection of the insults heaped upon him since 
Lacheneur's capture, the okl rascal's rage reached a climax. 
"Was what I did so abominable ?" he pursued. "Then why did 
your father propose it? The shame should fall on him. He 
shouldn't have tempted a poor man with wealth like that. If, 
on the contrary, I did my duty, let them make laws to pro- 
tect me." 

Martial perceived the necessity of reassuring this troubled 
mind. "Chupin, my boy," said he, "I don't ask you to discover 
M. d'Escorval in order to denounce him; far from it — ^I only 
want you to ascertain if any one at Saint-Pavin, or at Saint- 
Jean-de-Coche, knows of his having crossed the frontier." 

The mention of Saint-Jean-de-Coche made Chupin shudder, 
"Do you want me to be murdered ?" he exclaimed, remembering 
Balstain's vow. "I must let you know that I value my life now 
that I'm rich." And seized with a sort of panic he fled 
precipitately. 

Martial was stupefied with astonishment. "One might really 
suppose that the rascal was sorry for what he had done," 
thought he. 

If that were really the case, Chupin was not the only person 
afflicted with qualms of conscience, for both M. de Courtomieu 
and the Due de Sairmeuse were secretly blaming themselves 
for the exaggeration of their first reports, and the manner in 
which they had magnified the proportions of the rebellion. 
They accused each other of undue haste, of neglecting the 
proper forms of process, and had to admit in their hearts that 
the sentences were most unjust. They each tried to make the 

3— Vol. 2 
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other responsible for the blood which had been spilled; and 
were certainly doing ail that they could to obtain a pardon for 
the six prisoners who had been reprieved. But their efforts 
did not succeed; fbr one night a courier arrived at Montaignac, 
bearing the following laconic despatch: "The twenty-one con- 
victed prisoners must all be executed." That is to say, the Due 
de Richelieu and M. Decazes, with their colleagues of the 
council of ministers, had decided that the petitions for clemency 
must be refused. 

This despatch was a terrible blow for the Due de Sairmeuse 
and M. de Courtornieu. They knew, better than any one else, 
how little these poor fellows were deserving of death. They 
knew it would soon be publicly proved that two of these six 
men had taken no part whatever in the conspiracy. What was 
to be done? Martial wished his father to resign his authority; 
but the duke had not the strength of mind to do so. Besides, 
M. de Courtornieu encouraged him to retain his functions, re- 
marking that no doubt all this was very unfortunate, but, since 
the wine was drawn, it was necessary to drink it; indeed, his 
grace could not now draw back without causing a terrible 
scandal. 

Accordingly, the next day a dismal roll of drums was heard 
again, and the six doomed men, two of whom were known to be 
innocent, were led outside the walls of the citadel and shot, 
on the same spot where, only a week before, fourteen of their 
comrades had fallen. 

The prime mover in the conspiracy had not, however, yet 
been tried. He had fallen into a state of gloomy despondency, 
which lasted during his whole term of imprisonment. He 
was terribly broken, both in body and mind. Once only did 
the blood mount to his pallid cheeks, and that was on the 
morning when the Due de Sairmeuse entered the cell to ex- 
amine him. "It was you who drove me to do what I did," 
exclaimed Lacheneur. "God sees us and judges us both!" 

Unhappy man! his faults had been great: his chastisement 
was terrible. He had sacrificed his children on the altar of his 
wounded pride ; and did not even have the consolation of press- 
ing them to his heart and of asking their forgiveness before he 
died. Alone in his cell, he could not turn his mind from his son 
and daughter; but such was the terrible situation in which he 
had placed himself that he dared not ask what had become of 
them. Through a compassionate keeper, however, he learned 
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that nothing had been heard of Jean, and that it was supposed 
Marie-Anne had escaped to some foreign country with the 
D'Escorval family. When summoned before the court for trial, 
Lacheneur was calm and dignified in manner. He made no at- 
tempt at defense, but answered every question with perfect 
frankness. He took all the blame upon himself, and would not 
give the name of any one accomplice. Condemned to be be- 
headed, he was executed on the following day, walking to the 
scaffold and mounting to the platform with a firm step. A few 
seconds later the blade of the guillotine fell with a loud whir, 
and the rebellion of the fourth of March counted its twenty- 
first victim. 

That same evening the townsfolk of Montaignac were busy 
talking of the magnificent rewards which were to be bestowed 
on the Due de Sairmeuse and the Marquis de Courtomieu for 
their services to the royal cause, and a report was flying abroad 
to the effect that Martial and Mademoiselle Blanche were now 
to be married with great pomp, and with as little delay as 
possible. 




A FTER Lacheneur had been executed, the codictators, re- 
^ gretting, as we have already said, the precipitation with 
which they had ^ sentenced many of the minor partizans of the 
revolt, sought to propitiate public opinion by treating the re- 
maining prisoners with unexpected clemency. Out of a hun- 
dred peasants still confined in the citadel, only eighteen or 
twenty were tried, and the sentences pronounced upon them 
were light in the extreme ; all the others were released. Major 
Carini, the leader of the military conspirators in Montaignac, 
had expected to lose his head, but to his own astonishment he 
was only sentenced to two years' imprisonment. This tardy 
indulgence did not, however, efface popular recollections of 
previous severity, and the townsfolk of Montaignac openly de- 
clared that if MM. de Sairmeuse and De Courtornieu were 
clement, it was only because they were afraid of the conse- 
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quences that might await continued tyranny. So thus it came 
to pass that people execrated them for their past cruelty, and 
despised them for their subsequent cowardice. However, both 
the duke and the marquis were ignorant of the true current 
of public opinion, and hurried on with their preparations for 
their children's wedding. It was arranged that the ceremony 
should take place on the 17th of April, at the village church of 
Sairmeuse, and that a grand entertainment should be given to 
the guests in the duke's chateau, which was indeed transformed 
into a fairy palace for the occasion. 

A new priest, who had taken the Abbe Midon's place, cele- 
brated the nuptial mass, and then addressed the newly-wedded 
pair in congratulatory terms. "You will be, you must be 
happy!*' he exclaimed in conclusion, fully believing for the 
moment that he spoke the words of prophecy. And who would 
not have believed as he did? Where could two young people 
be found more richly dowered with all the attributes of worldly 
happiness? — ^youth, health, opulence, and rank. And yet, al- 
though the new marquise's eyes sparkled joyfully, the bride- 
groom seemed strangely preoccupied. Blanche was before him 
radiant with beauty, proud with success; but his mind, despite 
all efforts, wandered back to Marie-Anne — ^to the Marie-Anne 
he had lost, who had disappeared, whom he might never behold 
again. "Ah ! if she had but loved him," thought Martial, "what 
happiness would have been his. But now he was bound for life 
to a woman whom he did not love." 

At dinner, however, he succeeded in shaking off his sadness, 
thanks, perhaps, to the exhilarating influence of several glasses 
of champagne, and when the guests rose from table he had 
almost forgotten his forebodings. He was rising in his turn, 
when a servant approached him and whispered: "There is a 
young peasant in the hall who wishes to speak with Monsieur 
le Marquis. He would not give me his name." 

"Wouldn't give his name?" ejaculated Martial. "Ah, well, 
on one's wedding-day one must grant an audience to every- 
body." And with a smile he descended the staircase. Beside 
the fragrant flowering plants with which the vestibule was 
lined he found a young man with a pale face, whose eyes glit- 
tered with feverish brilliancy. On > recognizing him Martial 
could not restrain an exclamation of surprise. "Jean Lache- 
neur !" he exclaimed ; "you imprudent fellow !" 

Young Lacheneur stepped forward. "You thought you were 



THE HONOR OF THE NAME 486 

rid of me/' he said, bitterly. ''But yoti see you were mistaken. 
However, yon can order your people to arrest me if you 
choose." 

Martial's brow lowered on hearing these insulting words. 
"What do you want?" he asked coklly. 

"I am to give you this on behalf of Maurice d'Escorval,** 
replied Jean, drawing a letter from his pocket. 

With an eager hand, Martial brcrfce the seal ; but scarcely had 
he glanced at the contents than he turned as pale as death and 
staggered back, exclaiming: "Infamous I" 

"What am I to say to Maurice?" insisted Jean. **What do 
you intend to do?" 

"Come— you shiall see," replied the young marquis, seizing 
Jean by the arm and dragging him up the staircase. The ex- 
pression of Martial's features had so changed during his brief 
absence that the wedding guests looked at him with astonish- 
ment when he reentered the grand saloon holding an open 
letter in one hand, and leading with the other a young peasant 
whom no one recognized. "Where is my father?" he a^ed, in 
a husky voice; "where is the Marquis de Courtomieu?" 

The duke and the marquis were with Blanche in a little 
drawing-room leading out of the main hall. Martial hastened 
there, followed by a crowd of wondering guests, who, foresee- 
ing a stormy scene, were determined to witness it. He walked 
straight toward M. de Courtomieu, who was standing by the 
fireplace, and handing him the letter: "Read!" said he, in a 
threatening nroice. 

M. de Courtomieu mechanically obeyed the injunction; but 
suddenly he turned livid; the paper trembled in his hands: he 
averted his glance, and was obliged to lean against the mantel- 
piece for support. "I don't understand," he stammered: "no, 
I don't understand." 

The duke and Blanche had both spmng forward. "What is 
the matter?" they both asked in one breath; "what has hap- 
pened?" 

Martial's reply was to tear the letter from the Marquis de 
Courtomieu's hands, and to turn to his father with these words : 
"Listen to this note I have just received." 

Three hundred people were assembled in the room, or cltjs- 
tering round the doorway, but the silence was so perfect that 
Martial's voice reached the farthest extremity of the grand hall 
as he read: 
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''Monsieur le Marquis — Upon the honor of your name, 
and in exchange for a dozen lines that threatened you with 
ruin, you promised us the Baron d'Escorval's life. You did, 
indeed, bring the ropes by which he was to make his escape, 
but they had been previously cut, and my father was pre- 
cipitated on to the rocks below. You have forfeited your 
honor, sir. You have soiled your name with opprobrium, and 
while a drop of blood remains in my veins, I will leave no 
means untried to punish you for your cowardice and treason. 
By killing me you would, it is true, escape the chastisement I 
am reserving for you. I challenge you to fight with me. Shall 
I wait for you to-morrow on La Reche ? At what hour ? With 
what weapons? If you are the vilest of men, you can appoint 
a meeting, and then send your gendarmes to arrest me. That 
would be an act worthy of you. Maurice d'Escorval." 

On hearing these words the Due de Sairmeuse was seized 
with despair. He saw the secret of the baron's flight made 
public, and his own political prospects ruined. "Hushl" he 
hurriedly exclaimed in a low voice; "hush, wretched fellow, 
you will ruin us !" 

But Martial did not even seem to hear him. He finished his 
perusal, and then looking the Marquis de Courtornieu full in the 
face : "Now, what do you think ?'* he asked. 

"I am still unable to comprehend," replied the old nobleman, 
coldly. 

Martial raised his hand ; and every one present believed that 
he was about to strike his father-in-law. "You don't compre- 
hend," he exclaimed sarcastically. "Ah, well, if you don't, / 
do. I know who that officer was who entered the room where 
I deposited the ropes — and I know what took him there." He 
paused, crumpled the letter between his hands, and threw it 
in M. de Courtornieu's face, with these last words : "Here, take 
your reward, you cowardly traitor 1" 

Overwhelmed by this denouement the marquis sank back 
into an armchair, and Martial, still holding Jean Lacheneur by 
the arm, was on the point of leaving the room, when his young 
wife, wild with despair, tried to detain him. "You shall not 
go!" she exclaimed, "you can not! Where are you going? 
That young fellow with you is Jean Lacheneur. I recognize 
him. You want to join his sister — ^your mistress !" 

Martial indignantly pushed his wife aside. "How dare you 
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insult the noblest and purest of women/' he exclaimed. ''Ah, 
well — ^yes — ^I am going to find Marie-Anne, Farewell!" And 
with these words he left the chateau. 




THE ledge of rock on which the Baron d'Escorval and Cor- 
poral Bavois rested on descending from the tower was not 
more than a yard and a half across its widest part. It sloped 
down toward the edge of the precipice, and its surface was so 
rugged and uneven that it was considered very imprudent to 
stand there, even in the daytime. Thus it will be understood 
that the task of lowering a man from this ledge, at dead of 
night, was perilous in the extreme. Before allowing the baron 
to descend, Bavois took every possible precaution to save him- 
self from being dragged over the verge of the precipice by his 
companion's weight. He fixed his crowbar firmly in a crevice 
of the rock, seated himself, braced his feet against the bar, 
threw his shoulders well back, and then, feeling that his posi- 
tion was secure, he bid the baron let himself down. The sud- 
den parting of the rope hurled the corporal against the tower 
wall, and then he rebounded forward on his knees. For an 
instant he hung suspended over the abyss, his hands clutching 
at the empty air. A hasty movement, and he would have fallen. 
But he possessed a marvelous power of will, and had faced 
danger so often in his life that he was able to restrain himself. 
Prudently, but with determined energy, he screwed his feet and 
knees into the crevices of the rock, feeling with his hands for 
some point of support; then gradually sinking on to one side, 
he at last succeeded in dragging himself from the verge of the 
precipice. 

The effort had been a terrible one, his limbs were quite 
cramped, and he was obliged to sit down and rest himself. 
He fully believed that the baron had been killed by his fall, 
but this catastrophe did not produce much effect upon the old 
soldier, who had seen so many comrades fall by his side on 
fields of battle. What did amaze him, however, was the break- 
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ng of the rope — z rope so thidc diat one woidd bare stipposcd it 
capable oi sisstainiag the weight of ten men Iflce the baronr. 
It was too dark to examine the fragment renainbtg m his po»- 
session, but on feeling it at the lower end with his finger, the 
corporal was surprised to find it quite smooth and even, not 
rough and ragged as is usual after a break. ^It must have been 
cut — ^yes, cut nearly through," exclaimed Bavois with an oath. 
And at the same time a previous incident recurred to his mind. 
"This," thought he, ''explains the noise which the poor baron 
heard in the next room! And I said to him: 'Nonsense! it 
is a rat!'" 

With the view of verifying his conjectures, Ba^vofs passed 
the cord round about the crowbar and pulled at it with all his 
strength. It parted in diree places. The discovery appalled 
hira. A part of liie rope had fallen with the baron, and it was 
evident that the remaining fragments, even if tied together, 
would not be long enough to reach the base of the rock. What 
was to be done? How could he escape? If he could not de^ 
scend the ]^ecipice he must remain on tbe ledge from which 
there was no odier mode of escape. "If s aU up, corporal," he 
mnrosured to himsell "At daybreak they will find the baron's 
cell empty. They will poke their heads out of the window, and 
see you here perched like a stone saint on his pedestal Of 
course you'll be captured, tried, and condemned, and have t» 
take your turn in the ditches. Ready! Aim! Fire! That'll 
be the end of your story." 

He stopped short, for a vague idea had just entered his 
mind, which he felt might lead to salvation. It had come to 
him in touching the rope which he and the baron had used in 
their descent from the latter's cell to the rocky ledge, and which, 
firmly attached to the bars above, hung down the side of the 
tower. "If you had that rope which hangs there, corporal," 
said he, you could tie it to these bits, and then the cord would 
be long enough to take you down the precipice. But how can 
one obtain it? If one goes back after it, one can't bring it 
down and come down again one's self at the same time. He 
pondered for a moment and then began talking to himself again. 
"Attention, corporal," said he. "You are going to knot the 
five pieces of rope youVe got here together, and^ you're going 
to fasten them to your waist; next you're going to climb up 
to that window, hand over hand. Not an easy matter! A 
stakcase would be preferable. But no matter, you musta't be 
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finical, corporal. So you will climb up and find yourself in the 
cell again. What are you going to do there? A mere nothing. 
You will unfasten the cord secured to the window bars, you 
will tie it to this one and that will give you eighty feet of good 
strong rope. Then you will pass the rope about one of the 
bars that remain intact, you will tie the two ends together, and 
then the rope will be doubled. Next you must let yourself down 
here again, and when you are here, you will only have to untie 
one of the knots, and the rope will be at your service. Do you 
understand, corporal ?" 

The corporal did understand so well that in less than twenty 
minutes he was back again upon the narrow shelf of rock, hav- 
ing successfully accomplished the dangerous feat which he had 
planned. Not without a terrible effort, however, not without 
torn and bleeding hands and knees. Still he had succeeded in 
obtaining the rope, and now he was certain that he could make 
his escape from his dangerous position. He was chuckling 
gleefully at the prospect when suddenly he bethought himself 
of M. d'Escorval, whom he had forgotten first in his anxiety, 
and then in his joy. **Poor baron," murmured the corporal 
remorsefully. "I shall succeed in saving my miserable life, for 
which no one cares, but I was unable to save his. No doubt 
by this time his friends have carried him away." 

As he uttered these words he leaned forward, and to his in- 
tense amazement perceived a faint light moving here and there 
in the depths below. What could have happened? Something 
extraordinary, that was evident; or else intelligent men like 
the baron's friends would never have displayed this light, which, 
if noticed from the citadel, would betray their presence and 
ruin them. However, the corporal's time was too precious to 
be wasted in idle conjectures. "Better go down on the double- 
quick," he said aloud, as if to spur on his courage. "Come, 
my friend, spit on your hands and be off!" 

As he spoke the old soldier threw himself flat on his belly 
and crawled slowly backward to the verge of the precipice. 
The spirit was strong, but the flesh shuddered. To march 
upon a battery had been a mere pastime for him in days of 
imperial glory, but to face an unknown peril, to suspend one's 
life upon a cord, was a very different matter. Great drops of 
perspiration, caused by the horror of his situation, stood out 
upon his brow when he felt that half his body had passed over 
the edge of the precipice, and that the slightest movement 
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would now launch him into space. Still he did not hesitate, 
but allowed himself to glide on, munnuring, 'If there is a 
God who watches over honest people, let Him open His eyes 
this instant r 

Providence was watching; and Bavots arrived at the end of 
his dangerous journey alive and safe. He fell like a mass of 
rock; and groaned aloud when at last, after a swift fli^it 
through space, he sank heavily on to the rugged soD below. 
For a minute he lay stunned and dizzy on the ground. He 
was rising when he felt himself seized by eitiier arm. ''No 
foolishness," he cried quickly. "It is I, Bavoi&" 

But his captors did not kwsen their hold. ''How does it 
happen," asked one of them in a threatening tone, "that the 
Baron d'Escorval is precipitated half-way down the cliff and 
that you alight in safety a few moments liter?** 

The old solder was too shrewd not to understand the import 
of this insinuation; and the indignation he felt gave him suffi- 
cient strength to free himself with a violent jerk from his 
captor's hand. "A thousand thunderclaps T he cried; "so I 
pass for a traitor, do I? No, it is impossible; well, just Hsten 
to me." Then rapidly, hut with great clearness, he recounted 
all the phases of his escape, his despair, his perilous situation, 
and the almost insnnnountable obs^les which he had over- 
come. His tone was so sincere, the details he gave so cir- 
cumstantial, that his questioners — two of the retired officers 
who had been waiting for the baron — at once hdd out their 
hands, sorry that they had wounded the feelings of a man so 
worthy of their respect and gratitude. "Forgive us, corporal,* 
said one of them sadly. "Misery makes men suspicions and 
unjust, and we are very unhappy." 

*No offense," he growled. "If I had trusted poor M. tfEs- 
corval, he would be alive now." 

"The baron still breathes," observed one of the officers. 

This was such astounding news that for a moment Bavois 
was utterly confounded. "Ah! I will give my right hand, if 
necessary, to save him !" he exclaimed at last. 

"If it is possible to save him, he will be saved, my friend. 
That worthy priest whom you see there is an excellent ph3rsi- 
cian. He is examimng M. d'Escorvafs wounds at this moment 
It was by his order that we procured and lighted that candle 
which may bring our enemies upon us at any m o m en t ; but this 
is not a time for hesitatfen." 
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Bavois looked with all his eyes, but from where he was 
standing he could only distinguish a confused group of mov- 
ing figures. On stepping forward, however, he perceived that 
Marie-Anne was holding a candle over the baron, who lay 
stretched upon the ground, his head reclining on his wife's 
knees. His face was not disfigured; but he was extremely 
pale, and his eyes were closed at intervals. He shuddered, 
and then the blood would trickle from his mouth. His cloth- 
ing was hacked — literally hacked to pieces ; and it was easy to 
see that he had been frightfully mauled and wounded. Kneel- 
ing beside the unconscious man, the Abbe Midon was dexter- 
ously stanching the blood and applying bandages, torn from 
the linen of those present. Maurice and one of the officers 
were assisting him. "Ah ! if I had my hands on the scoundrel 
who cut the rope," cried the corporal with passionate indigna- 
tion; "but patience. I shall have him yet*' 

"Do you know who it was?" 

"Only too well!" He said no more. The abbe had done 
all it was possible to do, and was now lifting the wounded 
man a little higher on Madame d'Escorval's knees. This change 
of position elicited a moan which betrayed the baron's intense 
sufferings. He opened his eyes and faltered a few words — ^the 
first he had uttered. "Firmin !" he murmured, "Firmin !" This 
was the name of his former secretary, a devoted helpmate who 
had been dead for several years. It was evident that the baron's 
mind was wandering. Still he had some vague idea of his 
terrible situation, for in a stifled, almost inaudible, voice, he 
added: "Oh! how I suffer! Firmin, I will not fall into the 
hands of the Marquis de Courtomieu alive. I would rather 
kill myself." 

This was all; his eyes closed again, and his head fell back 
a dead weight. The officers clustering round believed that he 
had expired, and it was with poignant anxiety that they drew 
the abbe aside. "Is it all over?" they asked. "Is there any 
hope?" 

The priest shook his head sadly, and pointing to heaven : "My 
hope is in God !" he said reverently. 

The hour, the place, the catastrophe, the present danger, the 
threatening future, all combined to impart solemnity to the 
priest's few words; and so profound was the impression that 
for a moment these men, familiar with death and peril, stood 
in awed silence. Maurice, who approached, followed by Cor- 
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poral Bavois, brought them back to the exigencies of the situa- 
tion. "Ought we not to make haste and carry my father away?" 
he asked. "Mustn't we be in Piedmont before evening?" 

"Yes!" exclaimed one of the officers; "let us start at once." 

But the priest did not move, and it was in a despondent voice 
that he remarked: "Any attempt to carry M. d'Escorval across 
the frontier in his present condition wonkl cost him his life." 

This seemed so inevitably a death-warrant for them all that 
they shuddered. "My God! what shall we do?" faltered Mao- 
rice. "What course shall we adopt?" 

No one replied. It was dear that they hoped for salvation 
through the priest alone. He was lost in thought, and it was 
some time before he spoke. "About an hour's walk from here,*' 
he said at last, "beyond the Croix d'Arcy, lives a peasant on 
whom I can rely. His name is Poignot, and he was formeiiy 
in M. Lacheneur's employ. With the assistance of Iris three 
sons, he now tills quite a large farm. We must procure a 
litter and carry M. d'Escorval to this honest peasant's house." 

"What?" interrupted one of the officers, "you- want us to pro- 
cure a litter at this hour of the night, and in this neighborhood ?" 

"It must be done." 

"But won't it awake suspicion?" 

"Most assuredly." 

"The Montaignac police will follow us." 

"I am certain of it" 

"The baron will be recaptured?" 

"No." The abbe spoke in the tone of a man who, having 
assumed all the responsibility, feels that he has a right to be 
obeyed. "When the baron has been conveyed* to Poignot's 
house," he continued, "one of you gentlemen will take the 
wounded man's place on the litter; tiie otiiers will carry him, 
and the party will remain together until you have reached Pied- 
montese territory. Then you must separate and pretend to 
conceal yourselves, but do it in such a way that you are seen 
everywhere." 

The priest's simple plan was readily understood. The royal- 
ist emissaries must be thrown off the track; and at the very 
moment when it seemed to them that the baron was in the 
mountains, he would be safe in Poignot's house. 

"One word more," added the cure. "The party which will 
accompany the pretended baroo must look as ma^ like the 
people one would expect to find with him as possible. So 
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Mademoiselle Lacheneur will go with you, and Maurice alsa 
Again, people know that I would not leave the baron; and as 
my priestly robe would attract attention, one of you must 
assume it. God will forgive the deception on account of its 
worthy motive.'* 

It was now necessary to procure the litter; 2£nd the officers 
were trying to decide where they should go to obtain it when 
Corporal Bavois interrupted them. ''Give yourselves no un- 
easiness,'^ he remarked; "I know an inn not far from here 
where I can procure one.** 

He started of! on the run, and a few minutes later returned 
with a small litter, a thin mattress, and a coverlid. He had 
thought of everything. The baron was lifted carefully from 
the ground and placed on the mattress — a long and difficult 
operation, which, in spite of extreme caution, provoked many 
terrible groans from the wotmded man. When everything was 
ready, each officer took an end of the litter, and the little pro- 
cession, headed by the abbe, started on its way. They were 
obliged to proceed slowly, as the least jolting increased the 
baron*s sufferings. Still they made some progress, and by 
daybreak they were about half-way to Poignot*s house. They 
then chanced to meet some peasants going to their daily toil. 
The latter paused to look at them, and when the group had 
passed by stood gazing curiously after these strange folks who 
were apparently carrying a dead body. However, these meet- 
ings did not at all seem to worry the Abbe Midon. At all 
events he made no attempt to avoid them. At last they came 
in sight of Poignot's cottage. There was a little grove not 
far from the house, and here the party halted, the priest bidding 
his companions conceal themselves while he went forward to 
reconnoitre and confer with the man upon whose decision the 
safety of the whole party depended. 

As the priest approached the hotise, a short, sKm peasant 
with gray hair and a sunburnt face emerged from the staMe. 
This was Father Poignot himself. "Whatf is this you, Mon- 
sieur le Cure!" he exclaimed delightedly. **HeavensF how 
pleased my wife will be. We have a great favor to ask of 
you — ** And then, without giving the abbe an opportunity to 
open his lips, the farmer began to relate his perplexities. The 
night of the revolt he ha<l given shelter to a poor fellow who 
had received an ugly swordthrust. Neither his wife nor him- 
self knew how to dress the wound, and he did not dare to send 
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for a doctor. "And this wounded man/' he added, "is Jean 
Lacheneur, my old employer's son." 

This recital made the priest feel very anxious. This peasant 
had already given an asylum to one wounded conspirator, but 
would he consent to receive another? He could not say, but 
his voice trembled as he presented his petition. The farmer 
turned very pale and shook his head gravely more than once, 
while the priest was speaking. When the abbe had finished, 
he coldly asked: "Do you know, sir, that I incur a great risk 
by converting my house into a hospital for these rebels ?" The 
abbe dared not answer. "They told me," continued Father 
Poignot, "that I was a coward because I would not join in the 
revolt. Such was not my opinion. Now, however, I choose to 
shelter these wounded men. In my opinion, it requires quite 
as much courage to do that as to go and fight." 

"Ah ! you are a brave fellow !" cried the abbe. 

"Never mind about that, but bring M. d'Escorval here. 
There is no one but my wife and boys, and they won't 
betray him!" 

The offer was at once accepted, and half an hour later the 
baron was lying in a small loft, where Jean Lacheneur was 
already installed. From the window the Abbe Midon and 
Madame d'Escorval watched the little party, organized for the 
purpose of deceiving the Due de Sairmeuse's spies, as it moved 
rapidly away. Corporal Bavois, with his head bound up with 
blood-stained linen, had taken the baron's place on the litter 
carried by the retired officers. These latter only knew the 
baron by name and reputation. But then he was the friend 
of their former ruler — the friend of that great captain whom 
they had made their idol, and they rejoiced with all their hearts . 
when they saw him reposing under Father Poignot's roof in 
comparative security. After this there was the task of mislead- 
ing the government emissaries, and they took various skilful 
precautions, not knowing that they were quite unnecessary. 
Public sentiment had declared itself in an unmistakable man- 
ner, and the police did not ascertain a single detail of the 
escape. They did not even hear of the little party that trav- 
eled nearly three leagues in the full light of day, bearing a 
wounded man upon a litter. Among the two thousand peas- 
ants who believed that this wounded man was the Baron 
d'Escorval, there was not one who turned informer or made 
an indiscreet remark. 
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The fugitives were ignorant of this willing connivance, and 
on approaching the frontier, which they heard was. strictly 
guarded, they became extremely cautious. They waited until 
nightfall before presenting themselves at a lonely inn, where 
they hoped to procure a guide to lead them through the moun- 
tain passes. Sad news awaited them there, for the innkeeper 
informed them of the executions that had taken place that day 
at Montaignac, giving the particulars as he had heard them 
from an eye-witness. Fortunately, or unfortunately, he knew 
nothing of M. d'Escorval's flight or of M. Lacheneur's arrest. 
But he was well acquainted with Chanlouineau, and was quite 
inconsolable concerning the death of that "handsome young 
fellow, the best farmer in the country.'* 

Finding this man's views so favorable, the officers, who had 
left the litter a short distance from the inn, decided to confide 
in him, at least in some degree. "We are carrying one of our 
wounded comrades/' they said. "Can you guide us across the 
frontier to-night?" 

The innkeeper replied that he would do so willingly, that he 
could promise to take them safely past the military posts; but 
that he could not think of starting before the moon rose. At 
midnight the fugitives were on their way, and at daybreak they 
set foot on the territory of Piedmont. They had dismissed their 
guide some time before. They now proceeded to break the 
litter to pieces; and handful by handful cast the wool of the 
mattress to the wind. 

"Our task is accomplished," said one of the officers to Mau- 
rice. "We will now return to France. May God protect you! 
Farewell r 

It was with tears in his eyes that Maurice parted from these 
brave fellows who had proved so instrumental in saving his 
father's life. Now he was the sole protector of Marie-Anne, 
who, pale and overcome with fatigue and emotion, trembled 
on his arm. But no — for Corporal Bavois still lingered by his 
side. "And you, my friend," he asked sadly, "what are 3rou 
going to do?" 

Tollow you," replied the old soldier. "I have a right to a 
home with you; that was agreed between your father and my- 
self ! so don't hurry, for the young lady does not seem well, and 
I can see a village only a short distance o£F." 
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p^SSENTIALLY a woman in grace and beauty, as well as 
*^ in devotion and tenderness, Marie- Anne, as we have shown, 
was moreover capable of truly virile bravery. Her energy and 
coolness during those trying days had been the admiration and 
astonishment of all around her. But human endurance has its 
limits, and after excessive efforts there invariably comes a mo- 
ment when the shrinking flesh fails the firmest will. Thus, when 
Marie-Anne tried to resume her journey she found that her 
strength was exhausted; her swollen feet and limbs scarcely 
supported her, her head whirled, and she shivered feverishly. 
Maurice and the old soldier were both obliged to support her, 
almost to carry her; but fortunately they were not far from a 
village, as was evident from an old church tower just discern- 
ible through the morning mist. 

Soon, however, they distinguished several cottages, and with 
the prospect of speedy rest before them they were hastening 
forward, when suddenly Bavois stopped short. "A thousand 
thunderclaps !" he exclaimed ; "why, I'm in uniform ! It would 
excite suspicion at once if I went into the village dressed 
like this; before we had a chance to sit down, the Pied- 
montese gendarmes would arrest us." He reflected for a 
moment, twirling his mustache furiously; then, in a tone 
that would have made a passer-by tremble, he remarked: 
"All things are fair in love and war. The next person who 
passes — " 

"But I have money with me," interrupted Maurice, unbuck- 
ling a belt filled with gold, which he had put on under his cloth- 
ing on the night of the revolt. 

"Eh ! then we are fortunate !" cried Bavois. "Give me some, 
and I will soon find a shop where I can purchase a change of 
clothing." 

He started; and it was not long before he reappeared clad 
in peasant's garb, his thin, weazened countenance well-nigh 
hidden by a large, broad-brimmed slouch-hat. "Now, steady, 
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fefrward, inarch!" he said to Maurice and Marie-Anne, who 
scarcely recogpnized him in this disguise. 

What they had taken to be a mere village proved to be almost 
a small town, called Saliente, as they almost immediately after- 
ward ascertained from a sign-post. The fourth house they met 
with was a hostelry, the Traveler's Rest. They went in, and 
at once asked the hostess to take the young lady to a room, 
and to assist her in undressing. While these instructions were 
being complied with, Maurice and the corporal proceeded to 
the dining-room and ordered something to eat. Refreshments 
were served at once, but the glances cast upon the new arrivals 
were by no means friendly. They were evidently regarded 
with suspicion. A tall man, who was apparently the landlord, 
hovered round them, and at last embraced a favorable <^por- 
tunity to ask their names. "My name is Dubois," replied Mau- 
rice without the slightest hesitation. "I am traveling on busi- 
ness, and this man with me is a farmer of mine." 

The landlord seemed somewhat reassured by this reply. "And 
what is your business?" he inquired. 

"I have come into this land of inquisitive people to btiy 
mules," laughed Maurice, striking his belt of money. 

On hearing the jingle of the coin the landlord deferentially 
raised his cap. Breeding mules was the chief industry of the 
district. . This would-be purchaser was very young, but he had 
a well-filled purse, and that was enough. "You will excuse 
me," resumed the landlord in quite a different tone. '*Yott see, 
wc are obliged to be very careful. There has been some trouble 
at Montaignac." 

The -imminence of the peril and the responsibility devolving 
upon him gave Maurice unusual assurance; and it was in the 
most careless, offhand manner possible that he concocted quite 
a plausible story to explain his early arrival on foot with his 
wife, who had been taken poorly on tfie way. He congratulated 
himself upon his address, but the old corporal was far from sat- 
isfied. "We are too near the frontier to bivouac here," he 
grumbled. "As soon as the young lady is on her feet again 
wc must hurry on." 

He believed, and Maurice hoped, that twenty-four hours' rest 
would set Marie-Anne right again. But they were both mis- 
taken. She could not move, but remained in a state of torpor 
from which it was impossible to rouse her. When she was 
spdcen to she made no reply, and it seemed very doubtful 
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whether she could even hear and understand. Fortunately the 
landlord's mother proved to be a good, kind-hearted old woman, 
who would not leave the so-called Madame Dubois's bedside, 
but nursed her with the greatest care during three long days, 
while Marie-Anne remained in this strange and alarming con- 
dition. When at last she spoke, Maurice could at first scarcely 
understand the import of her words. "Poor girl !" she sighed ; 
"poor, wretched girl!" In point of fact she was alluding to 
herself. By a phenomenon which often manifests itself after a 
crisis in which reason has been temporarily imperiled, it seemed 
to her that it was some one else who had been the victim of 
all these misfortunes, the recollection of which gradually re- 
turned to her like the memory of a painful dream. What 
strange and terrible events had taken place since that August 
Sunday when, on leaving church with her father, she first heard 
of the Due de Sairmeuse's return to France. And that was 
only nine months ago. What a difference between the past — 
when she lived happy and envied in that beautiful Chateau 
de Sairmeuse, of which she believed herself the mistress — and 
the present, when she found herself lying in the comfortless 
room of a miserable country inn, attended by an old woman 
whom she did not know, and with no other protectors than 
her proscribed lover and an old soldier — a deserter whose life 
was in constant peril. Hope, fortune, and future happiness had 
all been wrecked, and she had not even saved her honor. But 
was she alone responsible? Who was it that had forced her 
to play that odious part with Maurice, Martial, and Chan- 
louineau? As this last name darted through her mind, she 
recalled with startling clearness all the incidents of her last 
meeting with the young farmer. She saw him at her feet in 
that dingy cell of the citadel at Montaignac; she felt his first 
and only kiss upon her cheek, and remembered that he had 
given her a second letter, saying as he did so: "You vnW read 
this when I am dead.'* 

She might read it now, for he had already cruelly expiated 
his share in her father's enterprise. But then what had be- 
come of it? She had not given it a thought till now; but at 
present, raising herself up in bed, she exclaimed in an eager, 
imperious voice : "My dress, give me my dress." 

The old nurse obeyed her, and Marie- Anne could not restrain 
an exclamation of delight when, on examining the pocket, she 
found the letter there. She opened it and read it slowly, then, 
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sinking back on her pillows, she burst into tears. Maurice 
hastily approached her. "What is the matter?" he inquired 
anxiously. Her only reply was to hand him the missive. 

Chanlouineau, it should be remembered, was only a poor 
peasant, scarcely possessing the rudiments of education, as 
his letter (written on common paper and closed with a huge 
wafer, especially purchased from a grocer in Sairmeuse) evinced 
plainly enough. The heavy, labored, distorted characters had 
evidently been traced by a man who was more at home when 
guiding a plow than a pen. There was but one straight line, 
and every third word, at least, was misspelt. And yet the 
thoughts expressed were noble and generous, well worthy of 
the true heart that had beat in the young farmer's breast. 

"Marie-Anne"— so the letter began. "The outbreak is at hand, 
and whether it succeeds or fails, at all events, I shall die. I 
decided that on the day when I learned that you could marry 
no other man than Maurice d'Escorval. The conspiracy can not 
succeed; and I understand your father well enough to know 
that he will not survive defeat. And if Maurice and your 
brother should both be killed, what would become of you? Oh, 
my God, would you not be reduced to beggary? The thought 
has haunted me continually. I have reflected, and this is my 
last will: I give and bequeath to you all my property, every- 
thing that I possess: My house, the Borderie, with its gardens 
and vineyards, the woodland and pastures of Berarde, and five 
lots of lands at Valrollier. An inventory of this property and 
of the other possessions I leave to you is deposited with the 
notary at Sairmeuse. You can accept this bequest without fear, 
for I have no relatives, and am at liberty to dispose of my 
belongings as I please. If you do not wish to remain in France, 
the property can be sold for at least forty thousand francs,. 
But it would, it seems to me, be better for you to remain in 
your own province. The house on the Borderie is comfortable 
and convenient, for I have had it thoroughly repaired. Up- 
stairs you will find a room that has been fitted up by the best 
upholsterer in Montaignac. I intended it for you. Under the 
hearthstone* in this same room I have deposited a box contain- 
ing three hundred and twenty-seven louis d'or and one hundred 
and forty-six livres. If you refuse this gift, it will be because 
you scorn me even after I am dead. Accept it, if not for your 
own sake, for the sake of— I dare not finish, but you will un- 
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derstand my meaaing only too well. If Maurice is not killed, 
and I shall try my best to stand between him and danger, he 
will marry yon. Then, perhaps, you will be obliged to ask his 
consent in order to accept my gift. I hope that he will not 
refuse his permission. C)ne is not jealous of the dead! Be- 
sides, he knows well enough that you scarcely ever vouchsafed 
a glance to the poor peasant wlio loved you so much. Do not 
be offended at anything I haTC said, I am in sudi agony that 
I can not weigh my words. Farewell, Marie-Anne. FareweB 
forever. Chanlouineatj." 

Maurice read this letter carefully, at tnnes pausing with sup- 
pressed emottcm. After finishing its perusal he remained silent 
for a moment, and then in a husky voice exclaimed: "You can 
not refuse; it would be wrong." Then, fearing lest he might 
betray his feelings, he hastily left the room. Chan1ouineau*s 
words had evidently made a deep impression on his mind. This 
aoble peasant had saved their lives at the Croix d'Arcy, he had 
wrested the Baron d'Escorval from the hands of the execu- 
tioner, and he had never allowed either a complaint or a re- 
proach to escape his lips. His abnegation had been sublime; 
and yet, as if what he had done in life were not sufficient, he 
sought to protect the woman he loved even after he was dead. 
When Maurice recalled all that he and Marie- Anne owed to 
Chanlouineau, he could not help reproaching himself with in- 
feriority and unwOTtlnness. But, good heavens! what if this 
same comparison ^ould arise in Marie- Anne's mind as well? 
How could he compete with the memory of such nobility of 
soul aaxi such self-sacrifice? Ay, Chanlouineau was mistaken; 
one may, periiaps, be jealous of the deadi However Maurice 
took good care to conceal his anxiety, and when he returned to 
Marie-Anne's room his face was calm and even cheerful. 

Although, as we have seen, Marie-Anne had recovered the 
full possession of her mental faculties, her strength had not 
yet returned. She was almost unable to sit up; and Maurice 
had to relinquish all thought of leaving Saliente for the pres- 
ent The so-called Madame Dubois's persistent weakness began 
to astonish the old nurse, and her faith in herhs, gathered 
by moonlight, was considerably shaken. Fortunately, however, 
Bavois had succeeded in finding a medical man in the neigh- 
borhood — a physician of great ability, who, after being at one 
time attached to Prmce Eugene Beauhamais's vicere^ court 
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at Milan, had, for political reasons, been forced to take refuge 
in this secluded spot. The corporal's discovery was a happy 
one, for in these days the smaller towns and villages of Italy 
rarely possessed any other doctors than some ignorant barber, 
who invariably treated all complaints with a lancet and a stock 
of leeches. Bavois's physician was at once summoned, and he 
promptly made his appearance. He was a man of uncertain 
age, with a furrowed brow and a keen and piercing glance. 
After visiting the sick-room, he drew Maurice aside. "Is this 
young lady really your wife, Monsieur — ^Dubois?" he asked, 
hesitating so strangely over his name, Dubois, that Maurice's 
face crimsoned to the roots of his hair. 

"I do not understand your question," he retorted angrily. 

"I beg your pardon, of course, but you seem very young for 
a married man, and your hands are too soft for a farmer's. 
And when I spoke to this young lady about her husband, she 
turned scarlet. The man who accompanies you, moreover, has 
terrible mustaches for a farmer, and besides you must re- 
member that there have been troubles across the frontier at 
Montaignac." 

From crimson Maurice had turned white. He felt that he 
was discovered — ^that he was in this man's power. What should 
he do ? What was the use of denial ? At times it is only pru- 
dent to confess, and extreme confidence often meets with s)rm- 
pathy and protection. He weighed these considerations in his 
mind, and then in an anxious voice replied: "You are not mis- 
taken, monsieur. My friend and myself are both fugitives, un- 
doubtedly condemned to death in France by this time." And 
then, without giving the doctor an opportunity to respond, he 
briefly narrated the terrible events that had recently happened 
at Sairmeuse. He neither concealed his own name nor Marie- 
Anne's and when his recital was completed, the physician, whom 
his confidence had plainly touched, warmly shook his hand. 

"It is just as I supposed," said the medical man. "Believe 
me, Monsieur Dubois, you must not tarry here. What I have 
discovered others will discover as well. And, above everything, 
don't warn the hotel-keeper of your departure. He has not 
been deceived by your explanation. Self-interest alone has kept 
his mouth shut. He has seen your money, and so long as you 
spend it at his house he will hold his tongue ; but if he discovers 
that you are going away, he will probably betray you." 

"Ah! sir, but how is it possible for us to leave this place?" 
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"Iq two days tbe young lady will be on her feet agais," in- 
terrupted the physician. ''And talce my advice. At the next 
village, stop and give your name to Mademoiselie Lacheneur." 

''Ah! sir/' exclaimed Maurice, "have you considered the 
advice you offer me? How can I, a proscribed man— ^a man 
condemned to death perhaps — ^how can I obtain, how can I dis- 
play the proofs of identity necessary for marriage?" 

"Excuse me," observed the physician, shaking his head, "but 
you are no longer in France, Monsieur d'Escorval; you are in 
Piedmont" 

"Another difficulty J" 

"No, because in this country people marry, or at least they 
can marry, without all the formaHties that cause you so much 
anxiety." 

"Is it possible?" exclaimed Maurice. 

"Yes, if you can find a consenting priest, when he has in- 
scribed your name on his parish register and given 3rott a cer- 
tificate, you will be so undoubtedly married. Mademoiselle Lache- 
neur and yourself, that the court of Rome woukl never grant 
you a divorce." 

"That may be," said Maurice hesitatingly, "but how could 
I find a priest — " 

The physician was silent, and it might have been supposed 
he was blaming himself for meddling with matters that did 
not concern him. Suddenly, however, he abruptly said: "Utiben 
to me attentively, Monsieur d'EscorvaL I am about to take 
my leave, but before I go I shaU find occasion to recommend 
your wife to take as much exercise as possible — I will do this 
in the landlord's presence. Consequently, on the day after to- 
morrow, Wednesday, you must hire moles, and you. Mademoi- 
selle Lacheneur, and your old friend, the soldier, must start 
from the hotel as if you were going on a pleasure excursion. 
You will push on to Vigano, three leagues from here, where 
I live. Then I will take you to a priest, one of my friends; 
and upon my recommendation he will perform the marriage 
ceremony. Now, reflect, shall I expect you <mi Wednesday?" 

"Oh, yes, yes. How can I ever thank you sufficiently?" 

"By not thanking me at all. See, here is the innkeeper; you 
are M. Dubois again." 

Maurice was intoxicated with joy. He understood the ir- 
regularity of such a marriage, but he knew it wouki reassure 
Marie-Anne's troubled coiascience. Poor girll she was suffer- 
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ing an agony of remorse. It was that which was killing her. 
However, he did not speak to her on the matter, fearing lest 
something might occur to interfere with the project. But the 
old physician had not spoken lightly, and everything took place 
as he had promised. The priest at Vigano blessed the mar- 
riage of Maurice d'Escorval and Marie-Anne Lacheneur, and, 
after inscribing their names upon the church register, he gave 
them a certificate, which the physician and Corporal Bavois 
signed as witnesses. That same evening the mules were sent 
back to Saliente, and the fugitives resumed their journey. The 
Abbe Midon had advised them to reach Turin as quickly as 
possible. "It is a large city," he had said when bidding them 
good-by near Father Poignot's house; "you will be lost in the 
crowd. I have several friends there, whose names and addresses 
are on this paper. Go to them, for through them I will try to 
send you news of M. d'Escorval." 

So it was toward Turin that Maurice, Marie-Anne, and Cor- 
poral Bavois directed their steps. Their progress was slow, 
however, for they were obliged to avoid the more frequented 
roads and renounce all ordinary modes of transport. Still the 
fatigue of travel, instead of exhausting Marie-Anne, seemed 
to revive her, and when five or six days had elapsed the color 
came back to her cheeks, and her strength had fully returned. 
"Fate seems to have abandoned the pursuit," said Maurice one 
day. "Who knows but what the future may have many com- 
pensations in store for us !" 

But he was mistaken. Fate far from forgetting them had 
merely granted them a short respite. One April morning the 
fugitives stopped to breakfast at an inn in the outskirts of a 
large town. Maurice had finished eating, and was just leaving 
the table to settle with the landlady, when Marie-Anne uttered 
a loud shriek and fell back on her chair. She held in her hand 
a French newspaper about a fortnight old, which she had found 
lying on the sideboard where some traveler had probably left 
it. Maurice seized the print rapidly, and read as follows: 
"Lacheneur, the leader of the revolt in Montaignac, was 
executed yesterday. The miserable mischief-maker exhib- 
ited on the scaffold the audacity for which he had always been 
famous." 

"My father has been put to death !" cried Marie- Anne, "and 
I — ^his daughter — was not there to receive his last farewell!" 
She rose, and in an imperious voice: "I will go no farther," 



501 



THE HONOR OF THE NAME 



she said; "we must turn back now without losing an instant 
I wish to return to France." 

To return to France was to expose themselves to frightfoi 
peril. What good would it do? Was not the misfortune irrep- 
arable ? So Corporal Bavois suggested, very tmidily it is tnie, 
for the old soldier trembled at the thought that they might 
suspect him of being afraid. But Maurice would not listen. 
He shuddered. He did not know what had transpired since 
their flight, but it seemed to him that the Baron d'Escorval 
must have been discovered and rearrested at the same time that 
Lacheneur was captured. Accordingly they at once procured a 
vehicle to convey Uiem to the frontier. One important question, 
however, remained to be decided. Should Maurice and Marie- 
Anne make their marriage public? She wished to do so, but 
Maurice with tears in his eyes entreated her to conceal it. ^Onr 
marriage certificate will not silence those who are disposed 
against us/' said he. ''Let us keep our secret for the present. 
No doubt we shall only remain in France for a few days.'' 
Unfortunately, Marie-Anne yielded. "Since you wish it," said 
she, "I will obey you. No one shall know of it" 

It was the evening of the 17th of April, the same day that 
Martial was married to Blanche, when the fugitives at last 
reached Father Poignot's bouse. Maurice and Corporal Bavois 
were disguised as peasants, and the old soldier had made a 
sacrifice that drew tears from his eyes; he had shaved off his 
mustaches. 




XX/'HEN the Abbe Midon and Martial de Sairmeuse held 
their conference, to decide upon the arrangements for the 
Baron d'Escorval's escape, a difficulty presented itself which 
threatened to break off the negotiations. "Return my letter," 
said Martial, "and I will save the baron." 

"Save the baron," replied the abbe, "and your letter shall 
be returned." 

The idea that any one should suppose him to be influenced 
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h^ danger when in reality he was only yielding to Marie- 
Anne's tesura, angered Martiai beyond exidarance. ''These are 
my last words, sir," he retorted, emphatically. ''Give me the 
letter now, and I swear to you,, by the honor of my name, that 
I will do ever3rthing that is possible for any human being to do 
to save the baron. If you distrust my word, good evening.** 

The situation was desperate, the danger imminent, the time 
limited, and Martial's tone betrayed an inflexible determina- 
tion. The abbe could not hesitate. He drew the letter from his 
pocket and handing it to Martial: "Here it is, sir," he said, 
solemnly, "remember that you have pledged the honor of yo«r 
xiAine." 

"I will remember it, Monsieur le Cure. Go and obtain the 
ropes." 

Thus the abbe's sorrow and afluucement were intense, wben^ 
after the baron's tenriUe faU, Maurice declared that the cord 
had been cut beforehand. And yet the priest could not make 
up his mind thajt Martial was guilty of soch execrable duplicity, 
which is rarely found in men under twenty-five years of age. 
However, no one suspected the abbe's secret thoughts. It was 
with perfect composure that he dressed the baron's wounds and 
Blade arrai^;ements for the flight, though i^ot until he saw M. 
dfEscorval installed in Poignot's house did he breathe freely. 
The fact that the baron had been able to endure the journey 
proved that he retained a power of vitality for which tl^ priest 
had scarcely dared to hope. Some way must now be discov- 
ered to procore the surgical instruments and pharmaceutical 
remedks whidi the wotmded man's condition would necessitate. 
But where and how could they be procured? The poHce kept 
a close watch over all the medical men and diuggi&ls in Mon- 
tattgnasc,, hi hopes of disc o v e ring the wounded conspirators 
through one or the other medium. However, the cure had 
jeor ten years acted as physician and surgeon for the poor of 
his parish,, and he possessed an ahnost complete set of stirgical 
instmnients, and a well-filled medicine chest. Accordingly at 
nigiitfali he pot on a long blue blouse, concealed his features 
under a large slouch-hat, and wended his way toward Sair-> 
meuse. There was not a single light in the parsonage; Bibiane, 
the old housekeeper, having gone out to gossip with some of 
the neighbors. The priest effected an entrance into the house 
by forciiig the lock of the garden door; he speedily found the 
thnigs he wanted and was abfe to retire witiiovt having been 
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perceived. That night the abbe hazarded a cruel but indispen- 
sable operation. His heart trembled, but although he had 
never before attempted so difficult a task, the hand that held 
the knife was firm. "It is not upon my weak powers that I 
rely," he murmured, "I have placed my trust in One who is on 
High." 

His faith was rewarded. Three days later the wounded man, 
after a comfortable night, seemed to regain consciousness. His 
first glance was for his devoted wife, who was sitting by 
the bedside; his first word was for his son. "Maurice?" he 
asked. 

"Is in safety," replied the abbe. "He must be on the road 
to Turin." 

M. d'Escorval's lips moved as if he were murmuring a 
prayer; then, in a feeble voice: "We owe you a debt of grati- 
tude which we can never pay," he murmured, "for I think I 
shall pull through." 

He did "pull through," but not without terrible suffering, 
and not without severe lapses that made those around him 
tremble with anxiety. Jean Lacheneur was more fortunate, 
for he was on his legs by the end of the week. 

On the evening of the seventeenth of April the abbe was 
seated in the loft reading a newspaper to the baron when sud- 
denly the door was quietly opened, and one of the Poignot boys 
looked into the room. He did not speak, however, but merely 
gave the cure a glance, and then quickly withdrew. 

The priest finished the paragraph he was perusing, laid down 
the paper, and went out on to the landing. "What's the mat- 
ter?" he inquired. 

"Ah!" answered the young fellow, "M. Maurice, Mademoi- 
selle Lacheneur, and the old corporal have just arrived; they 
want to come upstairs." 

Three bounds and the abbe reached the ground floor. "You 
imprudent children!" he exclaimed, addressing the three trav- 
elers, "what has induced you to return here?" Then turning 
to Maurice: "Isn't it enough that your father has nearly died 
for you and through you? Are you so anxious for his recap- 
ture that you return here to set our enemies on his track ? Be 
off at once !" 

Utterly abashed, it was as much as Maurice could do to 
falter his excuses; uncertainty, he said, had seemed worse to 
him than death; he had heard of M. Lacheneur's execution; 
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he had started off at once withotit reflection and only asked 
to see his father and embrace his mother before leaving again. 

The priest was inflexible. 'The slightest emotion might kill 
your father/' he declared; ''and I should cause your mother 
tiie greatest anxiety if I told her of your return, and the 
dangers to which you have foolishly exposed 3rourself. Come, 
go at once, and cross the frontier again this very night" 

The scene had been witnessed by Jean Lacheneur, who now 
approached. ''The time has come for me to take my leave," 
said he, "I shall go with Maurice. But I scarcely think that 
the highway's the right place for my sister. You would cap 
all your kindness, Monsieur le Cure, if you would only per- 
suade Father Poignot to let her remain here, and if you would 
watch over her yourself." 

The abbe delU»erated for a moment, and then hurriedly re- 
plied: "So be it; but go at once; your name is not on the 
fM'oscribed list. You will not be pursued." 

Suddenly separated from his wife in this fashion, Maurice 
wished to confer with her, to give her some parting advice; 
but the abbe did not allow him an opportunity to do so. ''Go» 
go at once," he insisted. "Farewell !" 

The priest's intentions were excellent, no doubt, but in point 
of fact he was too hasty. At the very moment when Maurice 
stood sorely in need of wise and temperate counsel he was 
handed over to Jean Lachenetur's pernicious influence. Scarcely 
were they outside the house tham the latter remarked: "We 
have to thank the Sairmeuses and the Marquis de Courtormeti 
for all this. I don't even know where they have thrown my 
father's corpse. I, his son, was even debarred from emtMracing 
him before he was traitorous^ murdered." He spoke in a 
harsh, bitter voice, laughing the while in a strange discordant 
fashion. "And yet," he continued, "if we climbed that hill we 
should be able to see the Chateau de Sairmeuse brightly illumi- 
nated. They are celebrating the marriage of Martial de Sair- 
meuse and Blanche de Courtornieu. We are friendless outcasts, 
soccorless and shelteriess, but they are feasting and making 
merry." 

Less than this woidd have sufficed to rekindle Maurice^s 
wrath. Yes, these Sairmeuses and these Courtomieus had killed 
the elder Lacheneur, and they had betrayed the Baron d'Escor- 
val, and delivered him up — ^a mangled corpse — to his sufferii^r 
relatives. "It would be a rightful vengeance to disturb thcif 
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merrymaking now, and in the midst of hundreds of assembled 
guests denounce their cruelty and perfidy." "I will start at 
once/' exclaimed Maurice, "I will challenge Martial in the 
presence of the revelers." 

But Jean interrupted him. "No, don't do that ! The cowards 
would arrest you. Write to the young marquis, and I will take 
your letter." 

Corporal Bavois, who heard the conversation, did not make 
the slightest attempt to oppose this foolish enterprise. Indeed, 
he thought the undertaking quite natural, under the circum- 
stances, and esteemed his young friends all the more for their 
rashness. They all three entered the first wine-shop they came 
across, and Maurice wrote the challenge which was confided to 
Jean Lacheneur. 

The only object which Jean had in view was to disturb the 
bridal ball at the Chateau de Sairmeuse. He merely hoped to 
provoke a scandal which would disgrace Martial and his rela- 
tives in the eyes of all their friends; for he did not for one 
moment imagine that the young marquis would accept Mau- 
rice's challenge. While waiting for Martial in the hall of the 
chateau, he sought to compose a fitting attitude, striving to 
steel himself against the sneering scorn with which he expected 
the young nobleman would receive him. Martial's kindly greet- 
ing was so unlooked for that Jean was at first quite discon- 
certed, and he did not recover his assurance until he perceived 
how cruelly Maurice's insulting letter made the marquis suffer. 
When the latter seized him by the arm and led him upstairs, 
he offered no resistance ; and as they crossed the brightly-lighted 
drawing-rooms and passed through the throng of astonished 
guests, his surprise was so intense that he forgot both his 
heavy shoes and peasant's blouse. Breathless with anxiety, he 
wondered what was coming. Then standing on the threshold 
of the little saloon leading out of the grand hall he heard Mar- 
tial read Maurice d'Escorval's letter aloud, and finally saw him, 
frantic with passion, throw the missive in his father-in-law's 
face. It might have been supposed that these Incidents did not 
in the least affect Jean Lachenaur, who stood by cold and un- 
moved, with compressed lips and downcast eyes. However, 
appearances were deceitful, for in reality his heart throbbed 
with exultation; and if he lowered his eyes, it was only to 
conceal the joy that sparkled in them. He had not hoped for 
so prompt and so terrible a revenge. 
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Nor was this alL Alter brutally pushing Blaiiche, his newly* 
wedded wife, aside when she attempfted to detain him, Martial 
ai^ain seised Jean Lacfaeneur's arm. "Now," said he, "follow 
mer 

Jean still obeyed him without uttering a word. They again 
crossed the grand hall, and on passing out into an anteroom. 
Martial took a candle burning on a side table, and opened a 
little door leading to a private staircase. "Where are you 
taking me?" inquired Jean. 

Martial, in his baste, was already a third of the way t^ the 
flight. "Are ytm afraid?" he adced, turning round. 

The other shrugged his shoulders. "If you put it in tha* 
way, let us go on," he coldly replied. 

They entered the room which Martial had occupied since 
taking possession of the chateau. It was the same room that 
had once belonged to Jean Lacheneur; and nothing in it had 
been changed. The whilom steward's son recognized the 
brightly-flowered curtains, the figures pn the carpet, and even 
an old armchair ensconced wherein he had read many a novel 
in secret. Martial hastened to a small writing-desk, and drew 
therefrom a folded paper which he slipped into his pocket. 
"Now," said he, "let us be off. We must avoid another scene. 
My father and my wife will be looking for me. I will explain 
everything when we are outside." 

They hastily descended the staircase, passed through the 

gardens, and soon reached the long aventie. Then Jean Lache- 

jieur suddenly paused. "After all," said he, "it was scarcely 

necessary for me to wait so long for a simple yes or no. Have 

you decided? What answer am I to give Maurice d'Escorral?^ 

"None at all. You will take me to him. I must see him 
and speak with him in order to justify myself. Let ua 
proceed !" 

But Jean did not move. "What you ask is impossible!" he 
replied. 

"Why so?" 

"Because Maurice is pursued. If he is captured, he will be 
tried and undoubtedly condemned to death. He is now in a 
safe retreat, and I have no right to disclose it." In point of 
fact, Maurice's safe retreat, for the time being, was only a 
neighboring wood, where, in the corporal's company, he was 
waiting for Jean's return. But the latter could not resist the 
temptation to make this insinuating remark, which, by reason 
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of its covert character, was far more insulting than if he had 
simply said: "We fear informers!" 

Strange as it may appear, and proud and violent as was 
Martial's nature, he did not resent the insult. "So you distrust 
me!" he merely said. Jean Lacheneur was silent — another in- 
sult. "And yet," insisted Martial, "after what you've just seen 
and heard you can't possibly suspect me of having cut the ropes 
I carried to the baron." 

"No ! I'm convinced that you didn't do it." 

"You saw how I punished the man who had dared to com- 
promise my honor. And this man is the father of the girl I 
married to-day." 

"Oh, I saw and heard everything, but as for taking you to 
Maurice, I must still reply : 'Impossible !' " 

No doubt the younger Lacheneur's severity was unjust ; how- 
ever. Martial did not rebel against it. He merely drew from 
his pocket the paper which he had taken from his. desk a few 
minutes previously, and handed it to Jean. "You doubt my 
word," he said grimly. "I shall not forget to punish those 
whose fault it is. However, here is a proof of my sincerity 
which I expect you to give to Maurice, and which must convince 
even you." 

"What proof is it?" 

"Why, the very letter in exchange for which we facilitated 
the baron's escape. A presentiment I can't explain prevented 
me from burning it, and now I'm very glad I didn't. Take it, 
and do what you choose with it." 

Any one but Jean Lacheneur would have appreciated the 
young marquis's candor, and have been touched by the con- 
fidence he displayed. But Jean's hatred was implacable, and 
the more humble his enemy showed himself, the more deter- 
mined he was to carry out the project 'of vengeance maturing 
in his brain. His only reply to Martial's last remark was a 
promise to give the letter to Maurice. 

"It should be a bond of alliance, it seems to me," said Mar- 
tial, gently. 

"A bond of alliance!" rejoined Jean with a threatening 
gesture. "You are too fast, Monsieur le Marquis ! Have you 
forgotten all the blood that flows between us? You didn't cut 
the topes; but who condemned the Baron d'Escorval to death? 
Wasn't it your father, the Due de Sairmeuse? An alliance! 
why, you must have forgotten that you and yours sent my 
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father to the scaffold ! How have you rewarded the man whose 
honesty gave you back a fortune? By murdering him and 
ruining his daughter's reputation." 
"I offered my name and fortune to your sister." 
^I would have killed her with my own hand had she accepted 
your offer. Take that as a proof that I don't forget; and if 
any great disgrace ever tarnishes the proud name of Sairmeuse, 
think of Jean Lacheneur. My hand will be in it." He was 
so frantic with passion that he forgot his usual caution. How- 
ever, after a great effort he recovered his self-possession, and 
added in calmer tones: "If you are so desirous of seeing Mau- 
rice, be at La Reche to-morrow at noon. He will be there." 
With these words he turned abruptly aside, sprang over the 
fence skirting the avenue, and vanished into the darkness. 

''Jean," cried Martial, in almost supplicating tones; "J^^^* 
come back — listen to me!" There was no reply. The young 
marquis stood bewildered in the middle of the road; and little 
sh6rt of a miracle prevented his being run over by a horseman 
galloping in the direction of Montaignac. The latter's shouts 
to get out of the way awakened him from his dream, and as 
the cold night breeze fanned his forehead he was able to collect 
his thoughts and judge his conduct. Ah, there was no denying 
it. He, the professed skeptic, a man who, despite his youth, 
boasted of his indifference and insensibility, had forgotten all 
self-control. He had acted generously, no doubt, but after all 
he had created a terrible scandal, all to no purpose. When 
Blanche, his wife, had accused Marie-Anne of being the cause 
of his frenzy, she had not been entirely wrong. For though 
Martial might regard all other opinions with disdain, the thought 
that Marie-Anne despised him, and considered him a traitor 
and a coward, had, in truth, made him perfectly frantic. It 
was for her sake that on the impulse of the moment he had 
resorted to such a startling justification. And if he had begged 
Jean to lead him to Maurice d'Escorval, it was because he 
hoped to find Marie- Anne not far off, and to say to her: "Ap- 
pearances were against me, but I am innocent; and have proved 
it by unmasking the real culprit." It was to Marie-Anne that 
he wished Chanlouineau's circular to be given, thinking that 
she, at least, would be surprised at his generosity. And yet 
all his expectations had been disappointed. "It will be the 
devil to arrange!" he thought; ''but nonsense! it will be for- 
gotten in a month. The best way is. to face those gossips at 
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onoe: I will return immediately." He said: "I will TetOTn,"*' 
in the most deliberate manner; but his courage grew weaker 
at each successive step he took in the direction of the chateau. 
The guests must have already left, and Martial concluded that 
lie wonld probably find himself alone with his young wife, his 
father, and the Marquis de Courtornieu, whose reproaches, 
tears, and threats he would be obliged to encounter. "No," 
muttered he. "After all, let them have a night to cahn them^ 
selves. I will not appear until to-morrow." 

But where should he sleep? He was in evening dress and 
bareheaded, and the night was chilly. On reflection he recol- 
lected his father's house at Montaignac. "I shall "find a bed 
there," he thought, ^servants, a fire, and a cliange of clothing 
— and to-morrow, a horse to come hack again." The walk was 
a long one, no douht; however, in his present mood, this cir- 
cumstance did not displease him. The servant who came to 
open the door when he knocked was at first speechless wilfh 
astonidmient. ""You, Monsieur le Marquis!" he exclaimed at 
last. 

"Yes, if s I. Light a good fire in the drawing-room, and 
bring me a change of clothes." The valet obeyed, and soon 
Martial fotmd himself alone, stretched cmi a sofa in front oiE 
the blazing logs. "It would be a good thing to sleep and forget 
my troubles," he though i and aocordingly Tie tried to do so, 
but it was almost dawn wftien at last he fell into a leverish 
slumber. 

He woke up again at nine o'clock, gave the necessary instmo- 
tions for breakfast, and was eating with a good appetite, when 
suddenly he Temembered his rendezvous with Maurice. He 
•ordered .a iiorse and set out at once, reaching La Reche at hall- 
past dcven o'clock. The others ibad not yet arrived ; so lie 
fastened his horse hy the bridle to a tree near by, and leisure^ 
climbed to the summit of the hill, dt was here that Lacheneur's 
cottage had fermerly stood, and the four walls still remained 
standing, blackened by fire. Martial was gazing at the ruins, 
not wirfiout a ieeHng of emotion, when he heard the branches 
crackle in the adjacent cover. He turned, and -perceived that 
Maurice, Jean, and Corporal Bavois were approaching. The 
old soldier carried nnder his arm, in a piece of gi»een serge, a 
couple of swords which Jean Lacheneur had borrowed from m 
retired ofiBcer at Montaignac during the night. **We are sorry 
tfi lufwe kept yao waiting," began Maurice, **but you wiM 
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observe that it is not yet noon. Since we scarcely expected to 
see you — " 

''I was too anxious to justify myself not to be here early/' 
interrupted Martial. 

Maurice shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. "This is not 
a question of self -justification, but one of fighting," he abruptly 
replied. 

Insulting as were the words and the gesture that accom- 
panied them, Martial never so much as winced. '"Grief has 
made you unjust," said he, gently, "or M. Lacheneur has not 
told you everything." 

"Yes, Jean has told me everything." 

"Well, then?" 

Martial's coolness drove Maurice frantic. "Well," he re- 
plied, with extreme violence, "my hatred is unabated even if 
my scorn is diminished. I have waited for this occasion ever 
since the day we met on the square at Sairmeuse in Mademoi- 
selle Lacheneur's presence. You said to me then: 'We shall 
meet again.' And now here we stand face to face. What 
insults must I heap upon you to decide you to fight ?" 

With a threatening gesture Martial seized one of the swords 
which Bavois offered him, and assumed an attitude of defense. 
"You will have it so," said he in a husky voice. "The thought 
of Marie-Anne can no longer save you." 

But the blades had scarcely crossed before a cry from Jean 
arrested the combat. "The soldiers!" he exclaimed; "we are 
betrayed." A dozen gendarmes were indeed approaching at full 
speed. 

"Ah ! I spoke the truth !" exclaimed Maurice. "The coward 
came, but the guards accompanied him." He bounded back, 
and breaking his sword over his knee, hurled the fragments in 
Martial's face. "Here, miserable wretch !" he cried. 

"Wretch!" repeated Jean and Corporal Bavois, "traitor! 
coward!" And then they fled, leaving Martial literally thun- 
derstruck. 

He struggled hard to regain his composure. The soldiers 
were swiftly approaching; he ran to meet them, and addressing 
the officer in command, imperiously inquired: "Do you know 
who I am?" 

"Yes," replied the brigadier, respectfully, "you are the Due 
de Sairmeuse's son." 

"Very well ! I forbid you to follow those men." 
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The brigadier hesitated at first; then in a decided tone he 
replied : "I can't obey you, sir. I have my orders." And turn- 
ing to his men, he added, "Forward 1" 

He was about to set the example, when Martial seized him 
by the arm: ''At least you will not refuse to tell me who sent 
you here ?" 

"Who sent us ? The colonel, of course, in obedience to orders 
from the grand provost, M. d'Courtomieu. He sent the order 
last night. We have been hidden near here ever since daybreak 
But thunder ! let go your hold, I must be off." 

He galloped away, and Martial, staggering like a drunken 
man, descended the slope, and remounted his horse. But in- 
stead of repairing to the Chateau of Sairmeuse, he returned 
to Montaignac, and passed the remainder of the afternoon in 
the solitude of his own room. That evening he sent two letters 
to Sairmeuse — one to his father, and the other to his wife. 




MARTIAL certainly imagined that he had created a terrible 
scandal on the evening of his marriage; but he had no 
conception of the reality. Had a thunderbolt burst in these 
gilded halls, the guests at Sairmeuse could not have been more 
amazed and horrified than they were by the scene presented 
to their view. The whole assembly shuddered when Martial, 
in his wrath, flung the crumpled letter full in the Marquis de 
Courtornieu's face. And when the latter sank back into an 
armchair, several young ladies of extreme sensibility actually 
fainted away. The young marquis had departed, t^dcing Jean 
Lacheneur with him, and yet the guests stood as motionless as 
statues, pale, mute, and stupefied. It was Blanche who broke 
the spell. While the Marquis de Courtornieu was panting for 
breath — while the Due de Sairmeuse stood trembling and speech- 
less with suppressed anger — the young marquise made an 
heroic attempt to save the situation. With her hand still aching 
from Martial's brutal clasp, her heart swelling with rage and 
hatred, and her face whiter than her bridal veil, she yet had 
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sufficient strength to restrain her tears and force her lips to 
smile. "Really this is placing too much importance on a trifling 
misunderstanding which will be explained to-morrow,'* she 
said, almost gaily, to those nearest her. And stepping into the 
middle of the hall she made a sign to the musicians to play a 
country dance. 

But scarcely had the first note sounded, than, as if by unani- 
mous consent, the whole company hastened toward the door. 
It might have been supposed that the chateau was on fire, for 
the guests did not withdraw, they actually fled. An hour 
previously, the Marquis de Courtornieu and the Due de Sair- 
meuse had been overwhelmed with the most obsequious homage 
and adiilation. But now there was not one in all the assembly 
daring enough to take them openly by the hand. Just when they 
both believed themselves all-powerful they were rudely pre- 
cipitated from their lordly eminence. Indeed disgrace, and per- 
haps punishment, were to be their portion. Heroic to the last, 
however, the abandoned bride endeavored to stay the tide of 
retreating guests. Standing near the door, and with her most 
bewitching smile upon her lips, Blanche spared neither flattering 
words nor entreaties in her efforts to retain the deserters. 
The attempt was vain; and, in point of fact, many were not 
sorry of this opportunity to repay the young Marquise de 
Sairmeuse for all her past disdain and criticism. Soon, of 
all the guests, there only remained one old gentleman who, on 
account of his gout, had deemed it prudent not to mingle with 
the crowd. He bowed as he passed before Blanche, and could 
not even restrain a blush, for he rightly considered that 
this swift flight was a cruel insult for the abandoned bride. 
Still, what could he do alone? Under the circumstances, his 
presence would prove irksome, and so he departed like the 
others. 

Blanche was now alone, and there was no longer any necessity 
for constraint. There were no more curious .witnesses to enjoy 
her sufferings and comment upon them. With a furious gesture 
she tore her bridal veil and wreath of orange flowers from her 
head, and trampled them under foot. "Extinguish the lights 
everywhere !" she cried to a servant passing by, stamping her 
foot angrily, and speaking as imperiously as if she had been in 
her father's house and not at Sairmeuse. The lackey obeyed 
her, and then, with flashing eyes and disheveled hair, she 
hastened to the' little drawing-room at the end of the hall. 
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Several servants stood round the marquis, who was lying back 
in his chair with a swollen, purple face, as if he had been 
stricken with apoplexy. 

''All the blood in his body has flown to his head/' remarked 
the duke, with a shrug of his shoulders. His grace was furious. 
He scarcely knew whom he was most angry with — ^with Martial 
or the Marquis de Courtomieu. The former, by his public 
confession, had certainly imperiled, if not mined, their political 
future. But, oa the other hand, the Marquis de Courtomieu 
had cast on the Sairmeuses the odium of an act of treason 
revolting to any honorable heart The duke was watching the 
clustering servants with a contracted brow when his daughter- 
in-law entered the room. She paused before him, and angrily 
exclaimed: ''Why did you remain here while I was left alone 
to endure such humiliation. Ah! if I had been a man! All 
our guests have fled, monsieur — all of them !'' 

M. de Sairmeuse sprang up. "Ah, well ! what if they have. 
Let them go to the devil!" Among all the invited ones who 
had just left his house, there was not one whom his grace 
really regretted — ^not one whom he regarded as an equaL In 
giving a marriage feast for his son, he had invited all the 
petty nobility and gentry of the neighborhood. They had come — 
very well! They had fled — bon voyage! If the duke cared at 
all for their desertion, it was only because it presaged widi 
terrible eloquence the disgrace that was to come. Still he tried 
to deceive himself. "They will come back again, madame," 
said he; "you will see them return, humble and repentant! 
But where can Martial be ?" 

Blanche's eyes flashed but she made no reply. 

"Did he go away with the son of that rascal, Lacheneur?*' 

"I believe so." 

"It won't be long before he returns — " 

"Who can say?" 

M. de Sairmeuse struck the mantelpiece with his clenched 
fist "My God!" he exclaimed, "this is an overwhelming mis- 
fortune." The young wife believed that he was anxious and 
angry on her accotmt. But she was mistaken; for his grace 
was only thinking of his disappointed ambition. Whatever 
he might pretend, the duke secretly admitted his scm's intel- 
lectual superiority and genius for intrigue, and he was nowV 
extremely anxious to consult him. "He has wrought this evil," 
he murmured: "it is for him to repair it! And he is capable 
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of domg 80 if he chooses/' Then, aloud, he restaned: ''Martial 
nwst be found— 4ie must be found — " 

With an angry gesture Blandie interrupted him. **Yott 
must look for Marie- Anne Lacheneur if you wish to find my 
husband," said she. 

The duke was of Ihe same opinion, but he dared not admit 
it. "Anger leads you astray, marquise," said he. 

"I know what I say," was the curt response. 
. "No, believe me, Martial will soon make his appearance. 
If he went away, he will soon return. The servants shall go 
for him at once, or I will go for him myself — '* 

The duke left the room with a muttered oath, and BlandM 
approached her father, who still seemed to be unconsdoos. She 
seized his arm and shook it roughly, peremptorily exclaiming, 
"Father, father!" This voice, which had so often made the 
Marquis de Courtornieu tremble, proved more efficacious than 
eau de Cologne. "I wish to speak with you," added Blanche: 
"do you hear me?" 

The marquis dared not disobey; he slowly opened his eyes 
and raised himself from his recumbent position. "Ah! how 
I suffer !" he groaned, "how I su£Eer !" 

His daughter glanced at him scornfully, and then in a tone ol 
bitter irony remarked: "Do you think tiiat I'm in paradise?" 

"Speak," sighed the marquis. "What do you wish to say?" 

The bride turned haughtily to the servants and imperiously 
ordered them to leave the room. When they had done so and 
she had locked the door: "Let us speak of Martial," she began. 

At iht sound of his son-in-law's name die marquis bounded 
from his chair with clenched fists. "Ah, the wretch!" he 
exclaimed. 

"Martial is my husband, father." 

"And you! after what he has done — you dare to defend 
him?" 

"I don't defend him; but I don't wish him to be murdered.'' 
At that moment the news of Martial's death would have given 
the Marquis de Courtornieu infinite satisfaction. "You heard, 
father," continued Blanche, "that young D'Escoval appointed 
a meeting for to-morrow, at midday, at La Reche. I know 
Martial; he has been insulted, and will go there. Will he en- 
cotmter a loyal adversary ? No. He will find a band of assas- 
sins. You alone can prevent him from being murdered." 

"I-and how?" 
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"By sending some soldiers to La Reche, with orders to con- 
ceal themselves in the grove — with orders to arrest these mur- ! 
derers at the proper moment." 

The marquis gravely shook his head. "If I do that/' said 
he, "Martial is quite capable — " I 

"Of anything! — ^yes, I know it. But what does it matter to ' 

you, since I am willing to assume the responsibility?" 

M. de Courtomieu looked at his daughter inquisitively, and ! 

if she had been less excited as she insisted on the necessity of I 

sending instructions of Montaignac at once, she would have { 

discerned a gleam of malice in his eye. The marquis was 
thinking that this would afford him an ample revenge, since | 

he could easily bring dishonor on Martial, who had shown so ) 

little regard for the honor of others. "Very well, then; since I 

you will have it so, it shall be done," he said, with feigned i 

reluctance. 

His daughter hastily procured ink and pens, and then with 
trembling hands he prepared a series of minute instructions for 
the commander at Montaignac. Blanche herself gave the 
letter to a servant, with directions to start at once; and it 
was not until she had seen him set off at a gallop that she went 
to her own apartment, that luxurious bridal chamber which 
Martial had so sumptuously adorned. But now its splendor 
only aggravated the misery of the deserted wife, for that 
she was deserted she did not for a moment doubt. She felt 
sure that her husband would not return, and had no faith 
whatever in the promises of the Due de Sairmeuse, who at 
that moment was searching through the neighborhood with a 
party of servants. Where could the truant be? With Marie- 
Anne most assuredly — ^and at the thought a wild desire to 
wreak vengeance on her rival took possession of Blanche's 
heart. She did not sleep that night, she did ndt even undress, 
but when morning came she exchanged her snowy bridal robe 
for a black dress, and wandered through the grounds like a 
restless spirit. Most of the day, however, she spent shut up 
in her room, refusing to allow either the duke or her father 
to enter. 

At about eight o'clock in the evening tidings came from 
Martial. A servant brought two letters ; one sent by the young 
marquis to his father, and the other to his wife. For a moment 
Blanche hesitated to open the one addressed to her. It would 
determine her destiny, and she felt afraid. At last, however, 
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she broke the seal and read: "Madame — Between you and me 
all is ended; reconciliatioo is impossible. From this moment 
you are free. I esteem yoo enoogh to hope that jott wiH respect 
the name of Sainneuse, from which I can tnyt relieve you. You 
witl agree with me, I am sure, in thinkings a quiet separation 
preferable to the scandal of l^^l proceedings. My law3rer wiB 
pay you an allowance befittnig the wife of a man whose income 
amounts to five hundred thousand francs. — Martial de Sair- 

Blanche staggered beneath the terrible blow. She was indeed 
deserted — and deserted, as she supposed, for another. •'Ahf 
she exclaimed, "that creature! that creature 1 I will kill her!** 

WhUe Blandie was measuring the extent of her misfortune 
his grace the Due de Sarrmeuse raved and swore. After a 
fruitless search for his son he returned to the ch a te a u, and 
began a continuous tramp to and fro in the great haH. Oto the 
morrow he scarcely ate, and was well-nigh sinking from weari- 
ness when his son's letter was handed him. It was very brief. 
Martial did not vouchsafe any explanation; he did not even 
mention the conjugal separation he had determined on, but 
merely wrote: "I can not return to Sairmeuse, and 3rct it n 
of the utmost importance that I should see you. You will, I 
trust, approve the resohrtion I have taken when I explain the 
reasons that have guided me in adopting it. Come to Montai- 
gnac, then, the sooner the better. I am waiting for you." 

Had he listened to the pro m pti ng of his own impatience, his 
grace would have started at once. But he could not abandon 
the Marquis de Courtornieu and his son's wife in tfiis abrupt 
fashion. He must at least see them, speak to them, and warn 
them of his intended departure. He attempted to do this in 
vain. Blanche had shut herself up in her own apartments, 
and remained deaf to all entreaties for admittance. Her father 
had been put to bed, and the physician who had been summoned 
to attend him, declared that the marquis was well-nigh at 
death's door. The duke was therefore obliged to resign himself 
to the prospect of another night of suspense, which was almost 
intolerable to such a nature as his. "^However," thought he, 
"to-morrow, after breakfast, I will find some pretext to escape^ 
without telling them I am going to see Martial." 

He was spared this trouble, for on the following morning at 
about nine o'clock, while he was dressing, a servant came to 
inform him that M. de Courtornieu and his daughter were wart- 
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ing to speak with him in the drawing-room. Much surprised, 
he hastened downstairs. As he entered the room, the marquis, 
who was seated in an armchair, rose to his feet, leaning for 
support on Aunt Medea's shoulder ; while Blanche, who was as 
pale as if every drop of blood had been drawn from her veins, 
stepped forward: "We are going, Monsieur le Due," she said 
coldly, "and we wish to bid you farewell." 

"What! you are going? Will you not — " 

The young bride interrupted him with a mournful gesture, 
and drew Martial's letter from her bosom. "Will you do me 
the favor to peruse this?" she said, handing the missive to 
his grace. 

The duke glanced over the short epistle, and his astonish- 
ment was so intense that he could not even find an oath. "In- 
comprehensible !" he faltered; "incomprehensible!" 

"Incomprehensible, indeed," repeated the young wife sadly, 
but without bitterness. "I was married yesterday ; to-day I am 
deserted. It would have been more generous to have reflected 
the evening before and not the next day. Tell Martial, how- 
ever, that I forgive him for having destroyed my life, for hav- 
ing made me the most unhappy of women. I also forgive him 
for the supreme insult of speaking to me of his fortune. I 
trust he may be happy. Farewell, Monsieur le Due, we shall 
never meet again. Farewell !" 

With these words she took her father's arm, and they were 
about to retire when M. de Sairmeuse hastily threw himself 
between them and the door. "You shall not go away like this!" 
he exclaimed. "I will not suffer it. Wait at least until I have 
seen Martial. Perhaps he is not so guilty as you suppose — " 

"Enough!" interrupted the marquis; "enough! This is one 
of those outrages which can never be repaired. May your con- 
science forgive you, as I myself forgive you. Farewell !" 

This was said with such a conventional air of benevolence, 
and with such entire harmony of intonation and gesture, that 
M. de Sairmeuse was perfectly bewildered. With a dazed air 
he watched the marquis and his daughter depart, and they had 
been gone some moments before he recovered himself suffi- 
ciently to exclaim: "The old hypocrite! does he believe me to 
be his dupe?" His dupe! M. de Sairmeuse was so far from 
being his dupe that his next thought was: "What's going to 
follow this farce? If he says he forgives us, that means that 
he has some crushing blow in store for us." This idea soon 
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ripening into conviction made his grace ieel apprehen^ve, for 
he (fid not -qtrite see how Tie' -would cope snccessMly wilfh the 
peffidions marquis. **Btrt Martial is a -match for liiml*' lie at 
hist exclaimed. 'TTes, I mti«t see Martial at once." 

So ,great was liis anxicfty fhat "he lent a helping hand in har- 
nessing "fhe horses he had ordered, and when fhe vehicle was 
ready he arnionnced his determination to drive himself. As he 
urged the horses furiously onward, he tried to reflect, hut the 
most contradictory ideas were seeffliing in his brain, and he 
lost aTl power of lodging lat the situation calaity. He burst into 
Martial's room like a bombshell. "I certainly think you must 
have gone mad, marquis," he excteimed. "That is the only 
valid excuse you can offer." 

But Martial, who had been expecting the visit, had fully pre- 
pared himself for some such remark. "Never, on the contrary^ 
have I felt more calm and composed in mind," he replied, "than 
I am now. Allow me to a^ you one question. Was it you 
who sent the gendarmes to the meeting which Maurice d'Es- 
corval appointed?" 

"Marquis !" 

"Very well ! Then it was another act of infamy to be scored 
against the Marquis de Courtomieu." 

The duke made no reply. In spite xrf all his faults and vioe^ 
this hai^ghty nobleman retained ^ose characteristics of the old 
French aristocracy— fidelity to his -word and undoubted vak)r. 
He thought it perfectly natural, even necessary, ^at Martial 
should fight -with Maurice; and he oonsidered it a contemptfhfle 
proceeding to send armed soldiers to *sei:ee an honest and con- 
fiding opponent. 

"This is the second lame;" resumed Martial, "that this scotm- 
drel has tried to dishonor our name; and if I am to convince 
peqple of the truth of this -assertion, I must break off all con- 
nection with him and his daughter. I liave done €0, and I 
don't regret it, for I only -married her out of deference to your 
wishes, and because it seemed necessary for me to marry, and 
because all women, excepting one, who can never be mine, are 
alike to me." 

Such utterances were scarcely calculated to reassure the 
dtflce. "This sentiment is very noble, no doubt," said he ; "but 
it has none the less ruined the political prospects of our house." 

An almost imperceptible smile curved Martial's lips. "I 
believe, on the contrary, I have saved them," replied he. "It 
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is useless for us to attempt to deceive ourselves; this affair of 
the insurrection has heen abominable, and you ought to bless 
the opportunity this quarrel gives you to free yourself from 
all responsibility in it. You must go to Paris at once, and see 
the Due de Richelieu — nay, the king himself, and with a little 
address, you can throw all the odium on the Marquis de Cour- 
tornieu, and retain for yourself only the prestige of the valuable 
services you have rendered." 

The duke's face brightened. "Zounds, marquis I" he ex- 
claimed ; "that is a good idea ! In the future I shall be infinitely 
less afraid of Courtornieu." 

Martial remained thoughtful. "It is not the Marquis de 
Courtornieu that I fear," he murmured, "but his daughter — ^my 
wife." 




f N the country, news flies from mouth to mouth with incon- 
^ ceivable rapidity, and, strange as it may seem, the scene 
at the Chateau de Sairmeuse was known of at Father Poignot's 
farmhouse that same night. After Maurice, Jean Lacheneur, 
and Bavois left the farm, promising to recross the frontier as 
quickly as possible, the Abbe Midon decided not to acquaint 
M. d'Escorval either with his son's return, or Marie-Anne's 
presence in, the house. The baron's condition was so critical 
that the merest trifle might turn the scale. At about ten o'clock 
he fell asleep, and the abbe and Madame d'Escorval then went 
downstairs to talk with Marie-Anne. They were sitting together 
when Poignot's eldest son came home in a state of great ex- 
citement. He had gone out after supper with some of his 
acquaintances to admire the splendors of the Sairmeuse fete, 
and he now came rushing back to relate the strange events of 
the evening to his father's guests. "It is inconceivable !" mur- 
mured the abbe when the lad had finished his narrative. The 
worthy ecclesiastic fully understood that these strange events 
would probably render their situation more perilous than ever, 
"I can not understand," added he, "how Maurice could commit 
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such an act of folly after what I had just said to him. The 
baron has no worse enemy than his own son/' 

In the course of the following day the inmates of the farmhouse 
heard of the meeting at La Reche ; a peasant who had witnessed 
the preliminaries of the duel from a distance being able to give 
them the fullest details. He had seen the two adversaries take 
their places, and had then perceived the soldiers hasten to the 
spot. After a brief parley with the young Marquis de Sair- 
meuse, they had started off in pursuit of Maurice, Jean, and 
Bavois, fortunately, however, without overtaking them ; for this 
peasant had met the same troopers again five hours later, when 
they were harassed and furious; the officer in command declar- 
ing that their failure was due to Martial, who had detained them. 
That same day, moreover. Father Poignot informed the abbe 
that the Due de Sairmeuse and the Marquis de Courtomieu 
were at variance. Their quarrel was the talk of the district. 
The marquis had returned home with his daughter, and the 
duke had gone to Montaignac. The abbe's anxiety on receiv- 
ing this intelligence was so intense that, strive as he might, he 
could not conceal it from the Baron d'Escorval. "You have 
heard some bad news, my friend," said the latter. 

"Nothing, absolutely nothing." 

"Some new danger threatens us." 

"None, none at all." 

But the priest's protestations did not convince the wounded 
man. "Oh, don't deny it!" he exclaimed. "On the night be- 
fore last, when you came into my room after I woke up, you 
were paler than death, and my wife had certainly been crying. 
What does all this mean?" As a rule, when the cure did not 
wish to reply to his patient's questions, it sufficed to tell him 
that conversation and excitement would retard his recovery; 
but this time the baron was not so docile. "It will be very 
easy for you to restore my peace of mind," he continued. "Con- 
fess now, you are afraid they may discover my retreat. This fear 
is torturing me also. Very well, swear to me that you will not 
let them take me alive, and then my mind will be at rest." 

"I can't take such an oath as that," said the cure, turning pale. 

"And why not?" insisted M. d'Escorval. "If I am recap- 
tured, what will happen? They will nurse me, and then, as 
soon as I can stand on my feet, they will shoot me down again. 
Would it be a crime to save me from such suffering? You are 
my best friend ; swear you will render me this supreme service. 
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Wotdd you have mc curse you for saving my life?** The abbe 
offered no verbal reply; Iwit bis eye, voluntarily or invohm- 
tarily, turned with a peculiar expression to the medicine chest 
standing upon the table near by. 

Did he wish to be understood as 8a3ring: ^I will do nothing 
nayself, but you will find a poison there?* 

At an events M. d'Escorval understood him so; and it was 
in a tone of gratitude that he murmured: "Thanks!" He 
breathed more freely now that he ieh be was master of his 
life, and from that hour his condition, so long desperate, began 
steadily to improve. 

Day after day passed by, and yet the abbe's gloomy appre- 
hensions were not realized. Instead of fomentii^ reprisals^ 
the scandal at the Chateau de Sairmetise, and the inqmident 
temerity of which Maurice and Jean Lacheneur had beea guilty, 
seemed actually to have frightened the authorities into in- 
creased indulgence; and it might have been reasooabty si^ 
posed that they quite had forgotten, and wished every one else 
to forget, all about Lacheneur's conspiracy, and the slaughter 
which had followed it. The inmates of the farmhouse soon learned 
that Maurice and his friend the corporal had succeeded in 
reaching Piedmont ; though nothing was heard of Jean Lache- 
neur, who had probably remained in France. However, his 
safety was scarcely to be feared for, as he was not upon the 
proscribed Hst. Later on it was rumored that the Marquis de 
Courtornieu was ill, and that Blanche, his daughter, did not 
leave his bedside; and then just afterward Father Poignot, re- 
ttn-ning from an excursion to Montaignac^ reportaed that the 
Due de Sairmeuse had lately passed a week in Paris, and that 
he was now on his way home with one more decoration — a 
convincing proof that he was still in the enjoyment of royal 
favor. What was of more importance was, that his grace stic- 
ceeded in obtaining an order for the release of all the conspira- 
tors still detained in prison. It was xmposstUe to doubt this 
news which the Montaignac papers formally chronicled on the 
following day. The abbe attributed this sudden and happy 
change of protects to the quarrel between the duke and the 
Marquis de Courtornieu, and such indeed was the uiuversal 
opinion in the neighborhood. Even the retired offkers re- 
marked: "The duke is deckiedly better than he was stq>posed 
to be ; if he was so severe, it is only because he was influenced 
by hfs colleague, the odious firovost niaraliaL" 
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Marie-Anne alone suspected the truth. A secret presenti- 
ment told her that it was Martial de Sairmeuse who was woiic- 
ing all these changes, by utilizing his ascendency over his 
father's mind. ''And it is for your sake/' whispered an inward 
voice, "that Martial is working in this fashion. He cares noth- 
ing for the obscure peasant prisoners, whose names he does 
not even know! If he protects them, it is only that he may 
have a right to protect you, and those whom you love !" With 
these thoughts in her mind she could but feel her aversion for 
Martial diminish. Was not his conduct truly noble? She had 
to confess it was, and yet the thought of this ardent passion 
which she had inspired never once quickened the throbbing 
of Marie- Anne's heart. Alas! it seemed as if nothing were 
capable of touching her heart now. She was but the ghost of 
her former self. She would sit for whole days motionless in 
her chair, her eyes fixed upon vacancy, her lips contracted as 
if by a spasm, while great tears rolled silently down her cheeks. 
The Abbe Midon, who was very anxious on her account, often 
tried to question her. "You are suffering, my child," he said 
kindly one afternoon. "What is the matter?" 

''Nothing, Monsieur le Cure. I am not ill." 

"Won't you confide in me? Am I not your friend? What 
do you fear?" 

She shook her head sadly and replied: "I have nothing to 
confide." She said this, and yet she was d3ring of sorrow and 
anguish. Faithful to the promise she had made to Maurice, 
she had never spoken of her condition, or of the marriage sol- 
emnized in the little church at Vigano. And she saw with in- 
expressible terror the moment when she could no longer keep 
her secret slowly approaching. Her agony was frightful, but 
what could she do? Fly I but where could she go? And by 
going, would she not lose all chance of hearing from Maurice, 
which was the only hope that sustained her in this trying hour ? 
Still she had almost determined on flight when circumstances 
— ^providentially, it seemed to her— came to her aid. 

Money was needed at the farm. The fugitives were unable 
to obtain any without betraying their whereabouts, and Father 
Poignot's little store was almost exhausted. The Abbe Midon 
was wondering what they could do, when Marie-Anne told him 
of the will which Chanlouineau had made in her favor, and of the 
money concealed under the hearthstone in the room on the first 
floor, "I might go to the Borderie one night," she suggested. 
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''enter the bouse, which is unoccupied, obtain the money and 
hmg it here. I have a right to do so, haren't I?'' 

"You might be seen," replied the priest, "and — ^who knows ? — 
perhaps arrested If you were questioned, what plausible ex- 
[Sanation could you give?" 

"What shall I do, then?" 

"Act openly; you yourself are not compromised. You must 
appear at Sairmeuse to-morrow as if you had just returned 
from Piedmont; go at once to the notary, take possession of 
your property, and instal yourself at the Borderie." 

Marie-Anne ^raddered. '^hat, live in Chankmineau's 
house?" she faltered. **Live there alone?" 

"Heaven will protect you, my dear chiH. I can only sec an 
advantage in your living at the Borderie. It will be easy to 
communicate with you; and with ordinary precautions there 
can be no danger. Before you start we will decide on a meet- 
ing i^ce, and two or three times a week you can join Father 
Poignot there. And in the course of two or three months 3rott 
can be still more useful to us. When people have grown accus- 
tomed to your living at the Borderie, we will take the baron 
there. Such an arrangement would hasten his convalescence; 
for in the narrow loft, where we are obliged to conceal him 
now, he is really suffering for want of light and air." 

Accordingly it was decided that Father Poignot should ac- 
ciuapany Marie- Anne to the frontier that very night; and that 
she should take the diligence running between Piedmont and 
Montaignac, via Sairmeuse. Before she started, die Abbe Midon 
gave her minute instructions as to the story she should tell of 
her sojourn in foreign lands. The peasantry, possibly even the 
authorities, would question her, and all her answers must tend 
to prove that the Baron d'Escorval was concealed near Turin. 

The plan was carried out as projected; and at eight o'clock 
on the following morning, the people of Sairmeuse were greatly 
astonished to see Marie-Anne alight from the passing diligence. 
"M. LacheneuPs daughter has come back again!" they ex- 
claimed. The words flew from lip to lip with marvelous rapid- 
ity, and soon all the villagers stood at their doors and wixidows 
watching the poor girl as she paid the driver, and entered the 
local hostelry, followed by a lad carrying a small trunk. Urban 
cariosity has some sense of shame, and seeks to hide itself 
when prying into other people's affairs, but country folks are 
openly and outrageously inquisitive. Thus when Marie-Anne 
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emerged from the inn, she found quite a crowd of sightseers 
awaiting her with gaping mouths and staring eyes. And fully 
a score of chattering gossips thought fit to escort her *to the 
notary's door. This notary was a man of importance, and he 
welcomed Marie- Anne with all the deference due to the heiress 
of a house and farm worth from forty to fifty thousand francs. 
However, being jealous of his renown for perspicuity, he gave 
her clearly to understand that, as a man of experience, he fully 
divined that love alone had influenced Chanlouineau in drawing 
up thi^ last will and testament. He was no doubt anxious to 
obtain some information concerning the young farmer's pas- 
sion, and Marie-Anne's composure and reticence disappointed 
him immensely. 

"You forget what brings me here," she said; "you don't tell 
me what I have to do!" 

The notary, thus interrupted, made no further attempts at 
divination. "Plague on it!" he thought, "she is in a hurry to 
get possession of her property — ^the avaricious creature !" Then 
he added aloud: "The business can be finished at once, for the 
magistrate is at liberty to-day, and can go with us to break 
the seals this afternoon." 

So, before evening, all the legal requirements were complied 
with, and Marie- Anne was formally installed at the Borderie. She 
was alone in Gianlouineau's house, and as the darkness gath- 
ered round her, a great terror seized hold of her heart. She 
fancied that the doors were about to open, that this man who 
had loved her so much would suddenly appear before her, and 
that she should hear his voice again as she heard it for the 
last time in his grim prison cell. She struggled hard against 
these foolish fears, and at last, lighting a lamp, she ventured 
to wander through his house — ^now hers — ^but wherein every- 
thing spoke so forcibly of its former owner. She slowly ex- 
amined the different rooms on the ground floor, noting the re- 
cent repairs and improvements, and at last climbed the stairs 
to the room above which Chanlouineau h^d designed to be the 
altar of his love. Strange as it may seem, it was really lux- 
uriously upholstered — far more so than Chanlouineau's letter 
had led her to suppose. The young farmer, who for years had 
breakfasted off a crust and an onion, had lavished a small 
fortune on this apartment, which he meant to be his idol's 
sanctuary. 

"How he loved me I" murmured Marie-Anne, moved by that 
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emotion^ the bare thought of which had awakened Maurice's 
jealousy. But she had neither the time nor the right to yield 
to her feelings. At that very moment Father Poignot was no 
doubt waiting for her at the appointed meeting-place. Accord- 
ingly, she swiftly raised the hearthstone, and found the money 
which Chanlottineau had mentioned. She handed the larger 
part of it to Poignot, who in his turn gare it to the abbe on 
reaching home. 

The days that followed were peaceful ones for Marie-Anne, 
and this tranquillity, after so many trials, seemed to her almost 
happiness. Faithful to the priest's instructions, she lived alone; 
but, by frequent vbits to Sairmeuse, she accustomed people to 
her presence. Yes, she would have been almost happy if she 
could only have had some news of Maurice. What had become 
of him? Why did he give no sign of life? She would have 
-given an3rthing in exchange for one word of love and counsel 
from him. Soon the time approached when she would require 
a confidant; and yet there was no one in whom she <kired 
confide. In her dire need she at last remembered the old physi- 
cian at Vigano, who had been one of the witnesses at her mar- 
riage. She had no time to reflect whether he would be willing 
or not; but wrote to him immediately, entrusting her letter to 
a youth in the neighborhood. "The 2:cntleman sajrs you may 
rely upon him," said the lad on his return. And that very 
evening Marie-Anne was roused by a rap at her door. It was 
the kind-hearted old man, who had hastened to her relief. He 
remained at the Borderie nearly a fortnight, and when he left 
one morning before daybreak, he took away with him under his 
cloak an infant — a little boy — whom he had sworn to cheridi 
as his own child. 




TT had cost Blanche an almost superhuman effort to leave 
* Sairmeuse without treating the duke to a display of violence, 
such as would have fairly astonished even that irascible noble- 
man. She was tortured with inward rage at the v«ry moioenty 
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ivhen, witl! an asstrmpftion of mehcnclioly dignity, slie nrarnmred 
Hie vfo94s of forgiveness we fiare previoasly recorded. But 
Tanitj, after all, ivnas fnore powerfal than resentment She 
thought of the gladiators i?ho f afl m fte arena with a smile on 
their lips, and resolved that no one shoidd see her weep, that 
no one should hear her threaten or compfain. Indeed, on her 
return to the Chateau de Couitomieu her hehsvior was truly 
worthy of a stoic philosopher. Her face was pale, hut not a 
tnuscle of her features moved as <he servants glanced at her 
inqutsitively. ''l am to he cafled mademoiselle as formerly,'* 
she said imp er k w Ml y. ''Any «f you fo rgetting this order wfll 
be at once diiminNd." 

One maid did forget the injwiction tliat very day, address- 
ing her young rnktreas as ^madame," and the poor girl was 
instantly disarisaod, in spile of her tears and pia te slall on s . All 
the servants were indignaBt. ^Does she hope to malee tB for- 
get that she's warried, and that her horfmnd has deserted her?^ 
"^Ky queried. 

Ah 1 fliat was what she wished to fotiget herself. ShewiaAwd 
to amihtbte all recallectien of the day tiiat had seen her sots 
cessively maiden, wife, «id widow, ^ar was she not reaHy m 
widow? A widow, xiot by her htxshand's death, It is true; hvit, 
tfianks to the madHnations of an odious rival, an infamous, 
perfidious creature, test to all sense of sfaame. And yei, thon^ 
ahe had been disdained, ahaadoned, «nd Tepnised, ^e was no 
longer free. She belonged to this man whose name she bore 
like a badge of servitude--^ this man who hated her, who 
had fed fnam hen She was not yet twenty; still her youth, 
her hopes, her dreams were ended. Society conde m ned her to 
seclusion, while Martial wots free to rove wheresoever he listed. 
It was now that she realized the disadvantages of isolation. 
She had not been without friends in her schoolgiri days; beft 
nfter leaving the oonvent she had estranged them by her haugh- 
tiness, on finding them not as high in ranic or as wealthy as 
herself. So she was now rednoed to the crrHsrting consolations 
of Aunt Medea, n very worthy person, no doubt, but whose 
tears flowed as freely for the loss of a cat as for the death 
of a relative. However, Blanche firmly persefered in her de- 
termination to conceal her grief and despair in the deepest 
recesses of her heart. She drove about the country, wore her 
pnettkat dresses, and forced herself to assume a gay and in- 
different air. But on going to church at Sairmeuse on the 

5— Vol. 2 
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following Sunday she realized the futility of her efforts. Her 
fellow worshipers did not look at her haughtily, or even inquisi- 
tively, but they turned aside to smile, and she overheard re- 
marks concerning "the maiden widow" which pierced her very 
soul. So she was an object of mockery and ridicule. "Oh! 
I will have my revenge !" she muttered to herself. 

She had indeed already thought of vengeance; and had found 
her father quite willing to assist her. For the first time the 
father and the daughter shared the same views. "The Due de 
Sairmeuse shall learn what it costs to favor a prisoner's escape 
and to insult a man like me," said the Marquis bkterly. "For- 
tune, favor, position — he shall lose ever3rthing, and I will not 
rest content till I see him ruined and dishonored at my feet. 
And, mind me^ that day shall surely come!" 

Unfortunately, however, for M. dc Courtomieu's project, he 
was extremely ill for three days after the scene at Sairmeuse; 
and then he wasted three days more in composing a report, 
which was intended to crush his former ally. This delay ruined 
him, for it gave Martial time to perfect his plans, and to des- 
patch the Due de Sairmeuse to Paris with full instructions. 
And what did the duke say to the king, who gave him such 
a gracious reception? He undoubtedly pronounced the first 
reports to be false, reduced the rising at Montaignac to its 
proper proportions, represented Lacheneur as a fool, and his 
followers as inoffensive idiots. It was said, moreover, that he 
led his majesty to suppose that the Marquis de Courtomieu 
might have provoked the outbreak by undue severity. He had 
served under Napoleon, and had possibly thought it necessary 
to make a display of his zeal, so that his past apostasy might 
be forgotten. As far as the duke himself was concerned, he 
deeply deplored the mistakes into which he had been led by 
his ambitious colleague, on whom he cast most of the respon- 
sibility of so much bloodshed. To be brief, the result of the 
duke's journey was, that when the Marquis de Courtornieu's 
report reached Paris, it was answered by a decree depriving 
him of his office as provost-marshal of the province. 

This unexpected blow quite crushed the old intriguer. What ! 
he had been duped in this fashion, he so shrewd, so adroit, so 
subtle-minded and quick-witted; he who had successfully bat- 
tled with so many storms ; who, unlike most of his fellow patri- 
cians, had been enriched, not impoverished, by the Revolution, 
and who had served with the same obsequious countenance each 
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master who was wilting to accept his services. 'It nrast be 
that old imhecile, the Ehtc de Sairmeuse, who has manetnrred 
so stcilfuUf/' be groaned. '^Bnt who adyised him? I can^ 
imagine who it could have been.*^ 

Who it was Blanche knew only too well. Like Marie- Anne^ 
she recognized Martiafs hand in all this business. ''Ah f I was 
not deceived in him,** she ^lought; 'lie is the great diplomatist 
I believed him to be. To thhik that at his age he has out- 
witted my father, an old poKtician of such experience and ac- 
knowledged skill! And he does all this to please Marie-Anne,'' 
she continued, frantic with rage, ^t is the first step toward 
obtaining pardon for that vile creature^s friends. She has un- 
bounded influence over him, and so long as she lives tiiere is 
no hope for me. But patience, my time will come.^ 

^e had not yet decided what form the revenge she con- 
templated shotdd take; but she already had her eye on a mas 
who she believed would be willing to do anything for money. 
And, strange as it may seem, this man was none other than 
our old acquaintance. Father Chupin. Btn'dened with remorse^ 
despised and jeered at, stoned whenever he ve ntur ed in the 
streets, and horror-stricken whenever he thought of Balstain's 
vow. Chimin had left Montaignac and sought an asylum at the 
Chateau de Sairmeuse. In his ignorance he fancied that the 
great nobleman who had incited him to discover Lacheneur 
owed him, over and above the promised reward, all needful 
aid and protection. But the duke's servants shunned the so- 
called traitor. He was not even allowed a seat at the kitchen 
table, nor a straw pallet in the stables. The cook threw him 
a bone, as he would have thrown it to a dog; and he slept just 
where he could. However, he bore all these hardships uncom- 
plainingly, deeming himself fortunate in being able to purchase 
comparative safety even at such a price. But when the duke 
returned from Paris with a poficy of forgetfulness and con- 
cfKatiOin in his pocket, his grace could no longer tolerate in 
his establishment the presence of a man who was the object of 
universal execration. He accordingly gave mstructions for 
Chupin to be dismissed. The latter resisted, however, swear- 
ing that he would not leave Sairmeuse unless he were forcibly 
expelled or unless he received the order from the Hps of the 
duke himself. This obstinate resistance was reported to the* 
dtdce, and made him hesitate; but a word from Martial con- 
cerning the necessities of the situation eventually decided him. 
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He sent for Chupin and told him that he must not visit Sair- 
meuse again under any pretext whatever, softening the harsh- 
ness of expulsion, however, by the offer of a small sum of 
money. But Chupin, sullenly refusing the proffered coins, gath- 
ered his belongings together and departed, shaking his clenched 
fist at the chateau, and vowing vengeance on the Sairmeuse 
family. He then went to his old home, where his wife and his 
two boys still lived He seldom left this filthy den, and then 
only to satisfy his poaching proclivities. On these occasions, 
instead of stealthily firing at a squirrel or a partridge from, 
some safe post of concealment, as he had done in former times, 
he walked boldly into the Sairmeuse or the Courtornieu forests, 
shot his game, and brought it home openly, displaying it in an 
almost defiant manner. He spent the rest of his time in a state 
of semi-intoxication, for he drank constantly, and more and 
more immoderately. When he had taken more than usual, his 
wife and his sons usually attempted to obtain money from him, 
and if persuasion failed they often resorted to blows. For he 
had never so much as shown them the blood-money paid to 
him for betraying Lacheneur; and though he had squandered 
a small sum at Montaignac, no one knew what he had done 
with the great bulk of the twenty thousand francs in gold paid 
to him by the Due de Sairmeuse. His sons believed he had 
buried it somewhere; but they tried in vain to wrest his secret 
from him. All the people in the neighborhood were aware of 
this state of affairs, and one day when the head gardener at 
Courtornieu was telling the story to two of his assistants, 
Blanche, seated on a bench near by, chanced to overhear 
him. 

"Ah, he's an old scoundrel!" said the gardener indignantly. 
"And he ought to be at the galleys, instead of at large among 
respectable people." 

At the same moment the voice of hatred was whispering to 
Blanche: "That's the man to serve your purpose." But how 
an opportunity was to be found to confer with him? she won- 
dered, being too prudent to think of hazarding a visit to his 
house. However, she remembered that he occasionally went 
shooting in the Courtornieu woods, and that it might be pos- 
sible for her to meet him there. "It will only require," thought 
she, "a little perseverance and a few long walks." But, in 
point of fact, it cost poor Aunt Medea, the inevitable chaperon, 
two long weeks of almost constant perambulation. "Another 
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freak!" groaned the impoverished relative, overcome with fa- 
tigue ; ^*my niece is certaii*f craTyT 

However, at last, one loveify afternoon in May, Blanche came 
across tlie ol>ject -of Tier quest. Sfce dianced to be stan*ng in 
a sequestered no<4c Tiigfi fhe mere, ^sittia^d in die -depths of the 
forest of Courtomieu, when she perceired Chtrpin, trancing 
fi«tlex^ along iv9th liis gun in fais fiaand and gfoncing stispi- 
dously ^n eilfeer side. Net that lie feared eMier ganndkeeper 
or judicial proceedings, bat go whcrrrer he wotdd, itiH and 
ever he fancied he covdd see Baltftatn, the Piedmontese nm* 
keeper, walking in hns i^iadow and iMrandiiSiittg Itie terrible 
kcofe Whidh, by Saint- Jean-de-Coche, lie had consecrated to his 
Tengeance. Seeing Blanrfie in turn, tiie old rascal wonid have 
fled nto the cover, but before he cotdd -do 90 'she bad called to 
him: ''Eh, FatTier CtmpmV* 

He hesitifted for a moment, then passed, dropped his gnn, 
and waited. 

Aunt liedea was pale with fright "Blessed JesnsT she 
murmured, pressing her niece's arm; "wfiat -are you calfing that 
terrible nan lor?** 

*1 w«Bt to speak to fiim." 

"What, Blanche, do you dare — " 

^1 nmstr 

"No, I can't allow it. I must not— ^' 

"There, that's enough I" said Blancbe wMi -one of t!iose im- 
perious glances that deprive a •dependent of all strength and 
cotvage; ""qcute eiwugh." Then, in gentler tones: 1 mnst talc 
with this maoi,'* she added. ""And ytm. Aunt Medea, must re- 
main some little distance off. Keep a close watch on every 
side, and if yon see any one approaching, call me at once." 

Aunt Medea, submissive as was her wont, immediately 
oi>eyed'; and Blanche walked straight toward fhe oH poacher. 
**Well, my good Fa*her Chifpin, md w^at sort of sport have 
ymi bad to-day?** she began >directly sfce was a few steps from 
nmi, 

"Wiat do yon want wMi me?** growled Orapin; "^for you 
do want something, or you -wotfldn't trouble yoursdf about a 
man like me." 

The old ruffian's manner was so surly and aggressive that 
Blanche needed all her strength of mind to carry out her prur- 
pose. "Yes, it is true that I have a favor to ask you,* she 
replied in a resolute tone. 
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''Ah, ha f I supposed so." 

"A mere trifle, which will cost you no trouble, and for which 
you shall be well paid." She said this so carelessly that an 
ordinary person would have supposed she was really asking for 
some unimportant service; but cleverly as she played her part, 
Chupin was not deceived. 

"No one asks trifling services of a man like me," he said 
coarsely. "Since I served the good cause, at the peril of my 
life, people seem to suppose they've a right to come to me with 
money in their hands whenever they want any dirty work done. 
It's true that I was well paid for that other job; but I would 
like to melt all the gold and pour it down the throats of those 
who gave it to me. Ah! I know now what it costs the poor 
to listen to the words of the great ! Go your way, and if you 
have any wickedness in your head, do it yourself !" 

He shouldered his gun and was moving off when Blanche 
coldly observed: "It was because I knew of your wrongs that 
I stopped you ; I thought you would be glad to serve me, because 
I hate the Sairmeuses as you do." 

These words excited the old poacher's interest, and he paused. 
"I know very well that you hate the Sairmeuses now— but — " 

"But what?" 

"Why, in less than a month you will be reconciled. And 
then that old wretch, Chupin—" 

"We shall never be reconciled." 

"Hum !" growled the wily rascal after deliberating a while. 
"And if I do assist you, what compensation will you give me?" 

"I will give you whatever you wish for— money, land, a 
house — " 

"Many thanks. I want something quite different." 

"What do you want then? Tell me." 

Chupin reflected for a moment, and then replied: "This is 
what I want. I have a good many enemies, and I don't even 
feel safe in my own house. My sons abuse me when I've been 
drinking, and my wife is quite capable of poisoning my wine. 
I tremble for my life and for my money. I can't endure such 
an existence much longer. Promise me an asylum at the Cha- 
teau de Courtomieu and I'm yours. I shall be safe in your 
house. But let it be understood I won't be ill-treated by the 
servants as I was at Sairmeuse." 

"Oh, I can promise you all that." 

"Swear it then by your hope of heaven." 
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"I swear it." 

There was such evident sincerity in her accent that Chupin 
felt reassured. He leaned toward her, and in a low voice re- 
marked: "Now tell me your business." His small gray eyes 
glittered in a threatening fashion; his thin lips were drawn 
tightly over his sharp teeth ; he evidently expected some propo- 
sition of murder, and was ready to accomplish it. 

His attitude evinced his feelings so plainly that Blanche 
shuddered. ''Really, what I want of you is almost nothing/' 
she replied. "I only want you to watch the Marquis de Sair- 
meuse." 

"Your husband." 

"Yes; my husband. I want to know what he does, where 
he goes, and what persons he sees; I want to know how he 
spends all his time." 

"What! now is that really all you want me to do?" asked 
Chupin eagerly. 

"For the presei^t, yes. My plans are not yet decided ; but cir- 
cumstances will guide me." 

"You can rely upon me," replied Chupin at once; **but I 
must have a little time." 

"Yes, I understand that. To-day is Saturday; can you give 
me a first report on Thursday?" 

"In five days ? Yes, probably." 

"In that case, meet me here on Thursday, at the same hour." 

The conversation might have continued a few moments 
longer, but at this very moment Aunt Medea was heard ex- 
claiming: "Some one is coming!" 

"Quick ! we must not be seen together. Conceal yourself," 
ejaculated Blanche, and while the old poacher disappeared with 
one bound into the forest, she hastily rejoined her chaperone. 
A few paces off she could perceive one of her father's servants 
approaching. 

"Ah! mademoiselle," exclaimed the lackey, "we have been 
looking for you everywhere during the last three hours. Your 
father, M. le Marquis — ^good heavens ! what a misfortune ! A 
physician has been sent for." 

"Whatever has happened? Is my father dead?" 

"No, mademoiselle, no; but — ^how can I tell you? When the 
marquis went out this morning his actions were very strange, 
and— and— when he returned—" As he spoke, the servant 
tapped his forehead with his forefinger. "You understand mc. 
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mademoiselle — ^when he came home his reason seemed to — ^to 
kave left Urn !" 

WiduMit waiting {or the serraiit to finisli, or for her terrified 
Mint lo follow her, Blandie dsited off m Hie direction of the 
chateau. "How is die marquis?" she io^foh-ed of the first ser- 
vant she met 

"He is in bed, and is quieter than he was,** answered the 



But Blanche had ah-eady reached her father's room. He 
was sittii^ up in bed, mxler the miperyision of his valet and . 
a footman. His face was livid, and a white foam had gathered 
on his lips. Still, he recognized his daughter. **Hcrc you are," 
aaid he. "I was waiting ior you.*' 

She paused on the threshold, and though she was nekher 
tender-hearted nor impressionable, the sight seemed to appal 
her: "My father !" she faltered. ^*Good heavens 1 what has 
happened?" 

^'Ah, ha!" exclaimed the marquis, with a discordant laugh. 
"I met him ! what, you doubt me ? I tell yon that I saw the 
wretch. I know htm well ; haven't I seen his cursed face ^bef ore 
my eyes for more than a month? — for it nev«r leaves me. I 
saw him. It was in tlie forest near 4ihe Sanguille rocks. You 
know the place; it is always daik there, on account of the 
trees. I was slowly walking home thinking of Mm, when sud- 
denly lie sfM-ang tip beloire me, heading out his urms as if to 
bar my passage. 'Come,' said he, *you iBust join me.^ He was 
armed with a gun; he fired — ** 

The marquis paused, and Blanche summoned up snlBcient 
courage to approach him. For more than a mnute she looked 
at him attentively, with a cold, magnetic glance, «uch as often 
exercises great influence over those who have lost their reason, 
then siiakii^ him roughly by the arm, she exdained : "^Contrdl 
yourself, father. You are the victim of an hallucinttlion. It is 
impossible that you can have seen tlie man yon spee^ of." 

Blanche knew only too well who was the man that M. de 
Courtomieu alluded to ; but she dared not, oould not, utter his 
name. 

However, the marquis had resumed his scarcely coherent nar- 
rative. ""Was I dreaming?" he continued. ^T>?o, it was Lache- 
Lacheneur and none other who stood in front of me. I 
svre of it, and the proof is that he reminded me of a cir- 
isiBUDe -which occurred in aiy youth, and "^ich was known 



THE HONOR OF THE NAME 587 

only to him and me. It happened during the Reign of Terron 
He was all-powerful in Montaignac ; and I was accused of heing 
in correspondence with the emigres. My property had been 
confiscated; and I was every moment expecting to feel the exe- 
cutioner's hand on my shoulder, when Lacheneur took me to his 
house. He concealed me; furnished me with a passport; saved 
my money, and saved my life as well; and yet — and yet I sen- 
tenced him to death. Thaf s the reason why I've seen him 
again. I must join him; he told me so— I'm a dying manl^ 
With these words the marquis fell bade on his pillows, pulled 
the bedclothes over his face, and lay there so rigid and mo- 
tionless that one might readily have supposed the counterpane 
covered some inanimate corpse. 

Mute with horror, the servants exchanged frightened glances. 
Such baseness and ingratitude amazed them. They could not 
understand why, under such circumstances, the marquis had not 
pardoned Lacheneur. Blanche alone retained her presence of 
mind. Turning to her father's valet, she said: "Hasn't some 
one tried to injure my father?" 

'1 beg your pardon, mademoiselle, some one most certainly 
has: a litde more and Monsieur le Marquis would have been 
killed." 

"How do you know that?" 

"In undressing the marquis I noticed that he had received 
a wound in the head. I also examined his hat, and I found 
three holes in it, which could only have been made by bullets." 

"Then some one must have tried to murder my father," mur- 
mured Blanche, "and this attack of delirium has been brought 
on by fright. How can we find out who the would-be mur- 
derer was?" 

The valet shook his head. "I suspect that old poacher, who 
is always prowling about here, a man named — Chupin." 

"No, it couldn't have been he." 

"Ah! I am almost sure of it. There's no one else in the 
neighborhood capable of such an evil deed." 

Blanche could not give her reasons for declaring Chupin in- 
nocent. Nothing in the world would have induced her to 
admit that she had met him, talked with him for more than half 
an hour, and only just parted from him. So she remained 
silent. 

Soon afterward the medical man arrived. He removed the 
coverlet from M. de Courtomieu's face, being almost com- 
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pelled to UM lorce in dom^ so— examined die pstient wilii ert- 
dent anziety, and then ordered araatard plasters, appfications 
of ice to the bead, leeches, and a potion, for wlndi a aervant 
was to gallop to Monta^faac at once. Innnedialiely afifcerwaid 
all was hustle and confusion in the house. When the physician 
left the sick-room, Blandie JoUowed hun. ^^dl, doctor r she 
said, with a questioning look. 

The physician hesiuted, but at last he replied: People some- 
times recover from such atftacfca.^' 

It really mattered little lx> Blanche whether her father recov- 
ered or died, hut she felt dut an opportunity to recover her lost 
influence was now afforded her. If she was lio fight snccessftdly 
against Martial's desertion, she nmat improfise a very diflFer- 
ent reputation to that whidi she at present enjoyed. Now, if 
she could only appear to the world in the character of a patient 
victim, and devoted dangiiter, pdiUc opinioo, which, as she had 
recently discovered, was after all worth having, might yet turn 
in her favor. Such an occasion offerhig itself must not he 
neglected. Accordingly, she lavished the most touching and 
delicate attentions on her suffeiing fsther. It was impossible 
to induce her to leave his hedside for a moment, and it was 
only with great difficulty that she would be persuaded to sleep 
for a couple of hours in an armchair in the sick-room. But 
while she was playing this aeif-impoeed role of sister of charity 
with a talent worthy of a lieaithier mind, her chief thoughts 
were for Chopin. What was he doing at Montaignac? Was 
he watching Martial as he had p r omi se d ? How slowly the 
time passed! Would dmt Thursday winch had been appointed 
for their meeting never come? 

It came at last, and momentarily entrusting her father to. 
Aunt Medea's care, Blanche made her escape. The old poacher 
was ¥^iting for her at the appointed place near the lake. ^^eB, 
what have you got to tell me?" asbsd Blanche. 
"Next to nodiing, I'm sorry to say." 
''What ! haven't you been watching the marqnisf^ 
''Your husband? Excuse me, I have followed him lice his 
own shadow. But I'm afraid the news I hare of him won^ 
interest you very much. Since the dake left for Paris, your 
husband has charge of everything. Ah! you wouldn't recog- 
nize him I He's always busy now. He's up at cock-crow; and 
goes to bed with the chicketts. He writes letters ail the morn- 
ing. In the afternoon he reoeiv«s every one who calls upon 
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him. The retired officers are hand and glove with him. He 
has reinstated five or six of them, and has granted pensions to 
two others. He seldom goes out, and never in the evening.'' 

He paused, and for a moment Blanche remained silent. A 
question rose to her lips, and yet she scarcely dared to pro- 
pound it. She blushed with shame, and it was only after a 
supreme effort she managed to articulate: "But he must surely 
have a mistress?" 

Chupin burst into a noisy laugh. ''Well, we have come to 
it at last," he said, with an air of audacious familiarity that 
made Blanche positively shudder. "You mean that scoundrel 
Lacheneur's daughter, don't you? that stuck-up minx Marie- 
Anne?" 

Blanche felt that denial was useless. "Yes," she answered; 
"I do mean Marie-Anne." 

"Ah, well ! she's neither been seen nor heard of. She must 
have fled with her other lover, Maurice d'Escorval." 
. "You are mistaken." 

. "Oh, not at all! Of all the Lacheneurs, the only one re- 
maining about here is Jean, the son, who leads a vagabond life, 
poaching much as I do. He's always in the woods, day and 
night, with his gun slung over his shoulder. I caught sight 
of him once. He's quite frightful to look at, a perfect skeleton, 
with eyes that glitter like live coals. If he ever meets me and 
sees me, my accotmt will be settled then and there." 
. Blanche turned pale. Plainly enough it was Jean Lacheneur 
who had fired at her father. However, concealing her agita- 
tion, she replied : "I myself feel sure that Marie- Anne is in the 
neighborhood, concealed at Montaignac, probably. I must 
know. Try and find out where she is by Monday, when I will 
meet you here again." 

"All right, I'll try," answered Chupin, and he did indeed 
try; exerting all his energy and cunning, but in vain. He was 
fettered by the precautions which he took to shield himself 
against Balstain and Jean Lacheneur ; while, on the other hand, 
he had to prosecute his search personally, as no one in the 
neighborhood would have consented to give him the least infor- 
mation. "Still no news!" he said to Blanche at each succeed- 
ing interview. But she would not admit the possibility of 
Marie-Anne having fled with Maurice. Jealousy will not yield 
even to evidence. She had declared that Marie- Anne had 
taken her husband from her, that Martial and Marie-Anne 
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loved eadi otker, and it must be so, alt proofs to the contrary 
notwithstanding. At last, one momingf, sbt found her spy 
jiiMant 'Xjood newsf he cried, as soon as he percemd her; 
'Ve hare cangfat the minx at last." 




THIS was three days after Marie-Anne's arrival at the Bor- 
derie, which event was the general topic of conversation 
throughout the neighborhood, Chanlouineau's wffl especially 
fonning the subject of countless comments. The old folks 
looked grave, and repeated to one another: ''Ah, well, here^ 
M. Lacheneur's daughter with an income of more than two 
thousand francs, without counting the house.'^ While the un- 
attractive maidens who had not been fortunate enongh to se- 
cure husbands muttered in their turn: ''An honest gid would 
haTe had no such luck as thatf* 

When Chiq>in brought this great news to Blanche she trem- 
bled wUh anger, and clenched her soft white hands, excfetiming: 
"What audacity! What impudence f 

The old poadier seemed to be of the same opmien. "If each 
of her lovers gives her as much she will be richer than a queen,"* 
quothed he maliciously. "She will be able to buy up Sairmeuse, 
and Courtomieu as well if sheJ chooses." 

"And this is the woman who has estranged Martial from 
me!" ejaculated Blanche. "He abandons me for a filthy dralb 
like that!*' She was so incensed that she entirely forgot Chu- 
pin's presence, making no attempt to restrain herself, or to hide 
the secret of her sufferings. '*Are you sure that what you teM 
me is true?" she asked. 

'*As sure as you stand there.** 

'^ho told you all this?" 

"No one — ^I have eyes. That is, I overheard two villagers 
talking about Mademoiselle Lacheneur's return ; so then I went 
to the Borderie to sec for myself, and I found aM the shuttert 
open. Marie-Anne was leaning out of a window. She doesn't 
even wear mourning, the heartless hussy T Chupin sp<rfce the 
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tnsth, b«4 then the qbIj dreas the poor girl possesaed wu the 
one that Madame d'Esootval had lent her on the night of the 
inamrection, when it became necessary for her to doff her 
masculine attire. 

The old poadier was about to increase Blanche's irritation 
by some f urtlier malicious remarks, when she checked him with 
the inquiry: ''Whereabouts is the Borderie?*' 

''Oh, about a league and a half from here, opposite tiie water 
mills on the Giselle, and not far from the rirer baidc." 

"Ah, yes I I remember now. Were yon ever in the house?" 

^Oh, scores and scores of times while Chanlouinean was 
living." 

"Then you can describe it to me?" 

"I should think I could. It stands in an open space a little 
distance from the road. There's a small garden in front and an 
orchard behind. They are both hedged in. In the rear of the 
orchard, on the right, are the vineyards; while on the left 
there's a small grove planted round about a spring." Chupin 
paused suddenly in his description, and, with a knowing wink, 
iniuired: ''But what use do you mean to make of all this 
information ?" 

"Thaf s no matter of yours. But tcU me, what is the house 
like inside?" 

"Tliere are three large square rooms on the ground floor, 
besides the kitchen and pantry. I can't say what there is iq»- 
stairs, as I've never been there." 

"And what are the rooms you've seen furnished like?" 

''Why, Hke those in any peasant's house, to be sure." Chu- 
pin, it should be observed, knew nothing of the luxurious 
apartment which Chanlouineau had intended for Marie*Anne. 
Indeed, the only stranger who viras aware of its existence was 
the leading upholsterer of Montadgnac, for the young farmer, 
had never confided his secret to any one in the neighboiiiood, 
and the furniture had been brought to the Borderie one nig^t 
in the stealthiest fashion. 

"How many doors are there to the house ?" inquired Blandie. 

"Three: one opening into the garden, one into the orchard, 
and another communicating wi^ the stables. The staircase is 
in the middle roosn.'^ 

"And is Marie-Anne quite alone at the Borderie?" 

"Quite sdone at present; but I expect her brigand ol a 
brother will jxnn her before long." 
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After thk reply, Blanche fell into so deep and prolonged a 
reverie that Chupin at last became impatient. He ventured to 
touch her on the arm, and, in a wily voice, inquired: "Well, 
what shall we decide?" 

Blanche drew back shuddering. **My mind is not yet made 
up/' she stammered. "I must reflect — ^I will see." And then 
noting the old poacher's discontented face, she added: ''I will 
do nothing lightly. Don't lose sight of the marquis. If he 
goes to the Borderie, and he will go there, I must be informed 
of it. If he writes, and he will write, try to procure one of 
his letters. I must see you ev^ry other day. Don't rest ! Try 
to deserve the good place I am reserving for you at Courtor- 
nieu. Now go !" 

The old rascal trudged off without attempting a rejoinder, 
but his manner plainly showed that he was intensely disap- 
pointed. "It serves me deucedly well right," he growled. "I 
oughtn't to have listened to such a silly, affected woman. She 
fills the air with her ravings, wants to kill everybody, bum and 
destroy everything. She only asks for an opportunity. Well, 
the occasion presents itself, and then of course her heart fails 
her. She draws back, and gets afraid!" 

In these remarks Chupin did Blanche great injustice. If, as 
he had noted, she had shrunk back shuddering when he urged 
her to decide, it was not because her will wavered, but rather 
because her flesh instinctively revolted against the deed she 
had in her mind. The old spy's unwelcome touch, his per- 
fidious voice and threatening glance, may also in a minor de- 
gree have prompted this movement of repulsion. At all events, 
Blanche's reflections were by no means calculated to appease 
her rancor. Whatever Chupin and the Sairmeuse villagers 
might say to the contrary, she regarded the story which Marie- 
Anne, in obedience to the Abbe Midon's instructions, had told 
of her travels in Piedmont as a ridiculous fable, and nothing 
more. In her opinion, Marie-Anne had simply emerged from 
some retreat where Martial had previously deemed it prudent 
to conceal her. But why this sudden reappearance? Vindic- 
tive Blanche was ready to swear that it was out of mere bravado, 
and intended only as an insult to herself. "Ah, I will have my 
revenge," she thought. "I would tear my heart out if it were 
capable of cowardly weakness under such provocation!" 

The voice of conscience was unheard, unheeded, in this 
tumult of passion. Her sufferings, and Jean Lacheneur's at- 
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tempt upon her father's life, 49ee«ed to jtntify t!ie most terrible 
reprisals. She had plenty of time now to brood oyer her 
wrongs, aed to coococt schemes of vengeance; for her father 
BO longer required her care. He had passed from the frenzied 
raymgs of delirium to 43ie stupor of idiocy. And yet the physi- 
cian had confidently declared his patient to be cm^. Ctiral! 
The body was cured, perhaps, but reason had utterly fled. All 
traces of intelligence had left the marquis's once mobik face, 
so ready in former times to assume the precise expression 
which his hypocrisy and duplicity required. His eyes, which 
had gleamed with cunning, wore a dt^, vacant stare, and his 
under Hp hung low, as is customary with idiots. Worst of all, 
no hope of any improve m en t was to be entertained. A single 
passion — ^indul^pence at table — had taken the place of all those 
which in former times had swayed the life of this ambitious 
man. The marquis, in previous years most temperate in his 
habits, now ate and drank with disgusting voracity, and was 
rapidly becoming extremely corpulent. Between his mesis he 
would wander about the chateau and its surroundings in a 
listless fashion, scarcely knowing what he did. His memory 
had gone, and he had lost all sense of tfignity, all knowledge 
of good and evil. Even the instinct of self-preservation, the 
last which dies within us, had departed, and he had to be 
watched Hke a child. Often, as he roamed about the grounds, 
his daughter would gaze ^ him from her window with a 
strange terror in her heart. But after aU, this warning of 
providence only increased her tjesire for revenge. "•'Who would 
not prefer death to such a misfortune?" she murmured. "Ah! 
Jean Lacheneur's revenge is far more t^riUe than if his bullet 
had pierced my father's heart. It is a similar revenge that I 
must have, and I will have it !" 

She saw Chupin every two or three days; sometimes going 
alone to the meeting-place, and at others in Aunt Medea's com- 
pany. The old poacher came punctually enough, although he 
was beginning to tire of his task. '^I am risking a great deal," 
he growled. "I fancied that Jean Lacheneur would go and live 
aft the Borderie with his sisten Then I should have been safe. 
But no; Uie brigand continues to prowl about -with his gun- 
under his arm : and sleeps in the woods at night-time. What 
game is he after? Why, Father Chuptn, of course. On the 
otiier hand, I know that my nocaUy innkeeper over tliere has 
afaoBteied his inn and disaippeared. Where is he? Hidden 
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behind one of these trees, perhaps, in settling what part of my 
body he shall plunge his knife into/' What irritated the old 
poacher most of all was, that after two months' watching he 
had come to the conclusion that whatever might have been 
Martial's connection with Marie-Anne in former times, every- 
thing was now all over between them. 

But Blanche would not admit this. ^Own that they are more 
cunning than you are, Father Chupin, but don't tell me they 
don't see each other," she observed one day. 

''Cunning — ^and how?" was the retort. "Since I have been 
watching die marquis, he hasn't once passed outside the for- 
tifications of Montaignac, while, on the other hand, the post- 
man at Sairmeuse, whom my wife cleverly questioned, declares 
that he hasn't taken a single letter to the Borderie." 

After this, if it had not been for the hope of a safe and pleas- 
ant retreat at Courtomieu, Chupin would have abandoned his 
task altogether; as it was, he relaxed his surveillance consid- 
erably; coming to the rendezvous with Blanche, chiefly because 
he had fallen into the habit of claiming some money for his 
expenses, on each occasion. And when Blanche asked him for 
an account of everything that Martial had done since their 
previous meeting, he generally told her anything that came 
into his head. However, one day, early in September, she in- 
terrupted him as he began the same old story, and, looking 
him steadfastly in the eyes, exclaimed: "Either you are betray- 
ing me, Father Chupin, or else you are a fool. Yesterday Mar- 
tial and Marie-Anne spent a quarter of an hour together at the 
Croix d'Arcy." 




AFTER the old physician of Vigano had left the Borderie 
with his precious burden, Marie-Anne fell into a state of 
bitter despondency. Many in her situation would perhaps have 
experienced a feeling of relief, for had she not succeeded in 
concealing the outcome of her frailty, which none, save perhaps 
the Abbe Midon, so much as suspected? Hence, her despond- 
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^aicy may at £rst m^ seem to have been ttncalled for. But 
tiien 4et it be icmcmbencd that the stMrme instinct of maternity 
had been awakened in bcr breast; and ivfien she saw the plqr* 
sician leave her, carrying away her <hi1d, she felt as if her 
fioul and body were heiag rent asunder. When might she hope 
to set her eyes again on this poor bslhe, who was doubly dear 
to h^ 1^ reason of the very sorrow and anguish he had cost 
her? Ah, il It had not been for her promise to Maurice, she 
would have braved public opinion and kept her infant son at 
the Borderie. Had she not hraveii cahmmy ^fready ? She had 
been accused xd having thive lovers, Chaniotmieau, Martial, 
aad Maurice. The conmeBts of the viHagers had not affected 
her; but ^e had been tortsred, and was still tortured by the 
thought that these people didn't know the truth. Maurice was. 
her husband, and ^ she dxn tiot proclaim the fact; she ¥ias 
^'MadeoiQisdle Ladxeneor'' to all annmd— a maiden— a livix^ 
lie. Surely «ttdi a situation accounted only too completely for 
her despondency and distress. And When *e thooght of her 
brother she positively shuddered with dismal apprehensions. 

Having learned that Jean was Tovtng siboat the country, she 
sent -for him; hot it was not wi^out txmsiderahle persuasion 
that he canseaxted to come «iid see her at the Borderie. A 
£^ce at his appeasanoe sofficed to explain all Chupin*s terror. 
The young fellow's clothes were in tatters, and the expression 
'Oi his weadier-stained, tttiBlwven, luikempt face was ferocious 
in the extreme. When he entered Die cottage, Marie-Anne 
recoiled with fear. She <lid not recognize him tmtil he spoke. 
'*lx is I, sister/' be said ghsomiiy. 

■"What, >i»— my poor Joan! you!* 

He starveyed h^nsdf from head to iocft, and wMi a sneering 
laugh retorted: "Weli, really, I shotddnH I%e to meet myself 
at dusk 'm the ionsL" 

Mark-Anne fandod she vould ^leteet a threat behind this 
ironical remark, and her apprehensions were pamful in the 
extreme. "What a life you must be. leading, my poor brother 1" 
she said after a brief pause. "Why didn't you come here 
sooner? Now I have you here, I sfcall tiot let you go. You 
will not desert nae. I need protection add love so much. You 
will remain with me?" 

"That's impossibte, Marie-Anne." 

"Aad why?" 

Jean averted ks l^fice; his face colored, and it was .with 



546 THE HONOR OF THE NAME 

evident hesitation that he replied: "Because I've a right to dis- 
pose of my own life, hut not of yours. We can't be anything 
to each other any longer. I deny you to-day, so that you may 
be able to deny me to-morrow. Yes, although you are now the 
only person on earth I love. I must and do renounce you. 
Your worst enemies haven't slandered you more foully than I 
have done, for before numerous witnesses I have openly de- 
clared that I would never set my foot inside a house given you 
by Chanlouineau." 

"What, you said that— you, Jean— you, my brother?" 

"Yes, I said it, and with a purpose; for it must be supposed 
that there is a deadly feud between us, so that neither you nor 
Maurice d'Escorval may be accused of complicity in any deed 
of mine." 

Marie- Anne gazed at her brother wonderingly. "He is mad !" 
she murmured, and then with a burst of energy she added: 
"What do you mean to do? Tell me; I must know." 

"Nothing ! leave me to myself." 

"Jean!" 

"Leave me to myself," he repeated roughly. 

Marie-Anne felt that her apprehensions were correct. "Take 
care, take care," she said entreatingly. "Do not tamper with 
such matters. God's justice will punish those who have 
wronged us." 

But nothing could move Jean Lacheneur, or divert him from 
his purpose. With a hoarse, discordant laugh, he clapped his 
hand on his gun and retorted: "That's my justice!" 

Marie-Anne almost tottered as she heard these words. She 
discerned in her brother's mind the same fixed, fatal idea which 
had lured her father on to destruction — the idea for which he 
had sacrificed everything— family, friends, fortune, and even 
his daughter's honor, the idea which had caused so much blood- 
shed, which had cost the lives of so many innocent men, and had 
finally led him to the scaffold himself. "Jean," she murmured, 
"remember our father." 

The young fellow's face turned livid, and instinctively he 
clenched his fists. But the words he uttered were the more 
impressive, as his voice was calm and low. "It is just because 
I do remember my father that I am determined justice shall 
be done. Ah! these wretched nobles wouldn't display such 
audacity if all sons had my will and determination. A scoun- 
drel like the Due de Sairmeuse would hesitate before he at- 
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tacked an honest man if he were only obliged to say to himself : 
'If I wrong this man, and even should I kill him, I can not escape 
retributive justice, for his children will surely call me to ac- 
count. Their vengeance will fall on me and mine; they will 
pursue us by day and night, at all hours and in all seasons. 
We must ever fear their hatred, for they will be implacable 
and merciless. I shall never leave my house without fear of 
a bullet; never lift food to my lips without dread of poison. 
And until I and mine have succumbed, these avengers will prowl 
round about our home, threatening us at every moment with 
death, dishonor, ruin, infamy, and misery!'" The young fel- 
low paused, laughed nervously, and then, in a still slower voice, 
he added : "That is what the Sairmeuses and the. Courtomieus 
have to expect from me." It was impossible to mistake the 
import of these words. Jean Lacheneur's threats were not the 
wild ravings of anger. His was a cold, deep-set, premeditated 
desire for vengeance, which would last as long as he lived — 
and he took good care that his sister should understand him, 
for between his teeth he added: ''Undoubtedly these people are 
very high, and I am very low, but when a tiny insect pierces 
the root of a giant oak, that tree is doomed." 

Marie-Anne realized that all her entreaties would fail to turn 
her brother from his purpose, and yet she could not allow him 
to leave without making one more effort. It was with clasped 
hands and in a supplicating voice that she begged him to re- 
nounce his projects, but he still remained obdurate, and when 
changing her tactics she asked him to remain with her at least 
that evening and share her frugal supper, adding in trembling 
tones that it might be the last time they would see each other for 
long years, he again repeated : "You ask me an impossibility I" 
And yet he was visibly moved, and if his voice was stern, a 
tear trembled in his eye. She was clinging to him implor- 
ingly, when, yielding for one moment to the impulse of nature, 
he took her in his arms and pressed her to his heart. "Poor 
sister — ^poor Marie-Anne," he said, "you will never know what 
it costs me to refuse your supplications. But I can not yield 

I to them. I have been most imprudent in coming here at all. 

I You don't realize the danger to which you may be exposed if 

folks suspect that there is any connection between us. I trust 
that you and Maurice may lead a calm and happy life. It 
would be a crime for me to mix you up with my wild schemes. 
Think of me sometimes, but don't try to see me, or even to 
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find <mt what kas become of me. A man like me struggles, 
tnimphB, or perisfies alone.'' He Idssed Marie- Anne passion- 
atdy , and freed himsdf from her 4etaimng hands. ''Farewell V 
he cried; "wlKa yem see me agam, om- father wfO he arengedl* 

Tbeo ¥fith <one honnd he reached "die door. She sprang ont 
after him, meaning to call hkn hade, hot he liad already (fis- 
appeared. ^It is M lyver/' umimme d the wretched giri; ''my 
tmther it lost. K ciCh i ng win restrain hhn now.^' And a yagne, 
ineicphcahte dvead invaded her heart. She feft as if she were 
being slowfy but "sardy drawn into a whrirlpooH of passion, 
rancof y vengeance, and crime, and a Toice whispered that she 
would be ci'Ubhed. 

Some days had ■dapscd after tins incident, when one cren* 
ing, ^i4iile ihe wits preparing her supper, she heard a rostfing 
siwnd oi^side. Sie tamed and looKed; ^ome one had slipped 
a letter vnder Ihe Trent door. ^^iAout a moment's hesttatiott 
she raised the latch and covregeonsly sprang ont on to Ihe 
threshold. No one could he seen, llie gloom was weR^igh 
impenetrable, and when ^he listened not tt soimd hrohe the still- 
ness. With a trembling hand she pidknd up the letter, walked 
toward the lamp burning on her sapper table, and looked at 
the address. "Trom the Marqnis de Sairmenser she exclaimed 
in amazement as she recogmaed Mardal's handwriting. So he 
had written to herl He had dared to write to herl Her first 
impulse was to hum -ftie fetter; and she was ah-eady holding 
it over the stove when she suddenly fhonijht of her friends con- 
cealed at Father Poignof s farm. Tor flidr sdce," she dioaght, 
'1 must read it, and see if 'fliey are threatened with danger." 

Then hasfsly opening the missire, she found tiiat it was as 
follows: 

"My dear Marie-Akke — Perhaps you hare suspected who it 
is that has given an entirely new and ceit^unly surprising tarn 
to events. Perhaps you have also understood the motives that 
gsided him. In that case I am amply repaid for my efforts, 
for you can no longer refuse me your esteem. But my work 
of reparation is not yet perfect. I have prepared everything 
for a fevision of Hie judgment that condemned the Baron d'Es- 
corval to deafli, or for having him pardoned. You must know 
where the baron is concealed. Acquaint him with my plans and 
ascertain whether he prefers a revision of judgment or a sim- 
ple pardon. If he wishes for a new trial, I will give him a 
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letter of license from the king. I await your reply before 
acting. Martial de Sairmeuse." 

Marie-Anne's head whirled. This was the second time that 
Martial had astonished her by the chivalrous spirit of his love. 
How noble the two men who had loved her and whom she had 
rejected had proved themselves to be. One of them, Chan- 
louineau, after d3ring for her sake, had sought to protect her 
from beyond the grave. The other. Martial de Sairmeuse, had 
sacrificed the connections and prejudices of his caste, and haz- 
arded with noble recklessness the political fortunes of his 
house, so as to insure as far as possible her own happiness and 
that of those she loved. And yet the man whom she had 
chosen, the father of her child, Maurce d'Escorval, had not 
g^ven as much as a sign of life since he left her five months 
before. But suddenly and without reason Marie-Anne passed 
from profound admiration to deep distrust. ''What if Martial's 
offer were only a trap?'' This was the suspicion that darted 
through her mind. "Ah!" she thought, "the Marquis de Sair- 
meuse would be a hero if he were sincere!'' And she did not 
wish him to be a hero. 

The result of her suspicions was that she hesitated five days 
before repairing to the meeting-place where Father Poignot 
usually awaited her. When she did go, in lieu of the worthy 
farmer she found the Abbe Midon, who had been greatly 
alarmed by her prolonged absence. It was night-time, but 
Marie-Anne, fortunately, knew Martial's letter by heart. The 
abbe made her repeat it twice, the second time very slowly, 
and when she had concluded he remarked: "This young man 
no doubt has the prejudices of his rank and his education; 
but his heart is noble and generous." And when Marie-Anne 
disclosed her suspicions: "You are wrong, my child," he added; 
*'the marquis is certainly sincere, and it would be unwise not 
to take advantage of his generosity. Such, at least, is my opin- 
ion. Entrust this letter to me. I will consult the baron, and 
to-morrow you shall know our decision." 

Four and twenty hours later the abbe and Marie-Anne met 
again at the same spot. "M. d'Escorval," said the priest, "agrees 
with me that we must trust ourselves to the Marquis de Sair- 
meuse. Only the baron, being innocent, can not, will not, accept 
a pardon. He demands a revision of the iniquitous judgment 
which condemned him — in one word, a new trial." 
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Marie-Anne had foreseen this determination, and yet she 
could not help exclaiming: ''What! M. d'Escorval means to 
give himself up to his enemies! To risk his life on the chance 
of acquittal ?*' The priest nodded assent, and then knowing 
that it was quite useless to attempt arguing the point, Marie- 
Anne' suhmissively remarked: Tn this case, I must ask you for 
a rough draft of the letter I ought to write to the marquis/* 

For a moment the priest did not reply. He evidently had 
some misgivings. At last, summoning all his courage, he an- 
swered: ''It ;would be better not to write.* 

"But—" 

"It is not that I distrust Ihe marquis, not by any means, but 
a letter is dangerous; it doesn't alwa3rs reach the person ifs 
addressed to. You must see M. de Sairmeuse.** 

Marie-Anne recoiled. "Never! never!" she exclaimed. 

The abbe did not seem surprised. "I understand your re- 
pugnance, my child," he said gently; "your reputation has suf- 
fered greatly through the marquis's attentions. But duty calls, 
and this is not the time to hesitate. You know that the baron 
is innocent, and you know, alas, that your father's mad enter- 
prise has ruined him. You must, at least, make this atoning 
sacrifice." He then explained to her everything she would have 
to say, and did not leave her until she had promised to see the 
marquis in person. 

It must not be supposed that Marie-Anne's aversion to this 
interview was due to the reason which the abbe assigned. Her 
reputation ! Alas, she knew that it was lost forever. A fort- 
night before the prospect of such a meeting would have in 
no wise disquieted her. Then, though she no longer hated 
Martial, she thought of him with indifference, whereas now — 
Perhaps, in choosing the Croix d'Arcy for the rendezvous, she 
hoped that this spot with its cruel memories would restore 
aversion to her heart As she walked along toward the meet- 
ing-place, she said to herself that no doubt Martial would 
wound her feelings by his usual tone of careless gallantry. 
But in this she was mistaken. The young marquis was greatly 
agitated, but he did not utter a word unconnected with the 
purport of the meeting. It was only when the conference was 
over, and he had consented to all the conditions suggested by 
the abbe, that he sadly remarked: "We are friends, are we not?" 

And in an almost inaudible voice she answered, "Yes." 

And that was all. He remotmted his horse, which had been 
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held by a servant, and galloped off in the direction of Mon- 
taignac. Breathless, with cheeks on fire, Marie-Anne watched 
him as, bending low in the saddle, he urged his horse onward 
over the dusty highway, until at last a bend and some pro- 
jecting trees finally hid him from view. Then, all of a sud* 
den, she became as it were conscious of her thoughts. "Ah, 
wretched woman that I am," she exclaimed, ''is it possible I 
could ever love any other man than Maurice, my husband, the 
father of my child?" 

Her voice was still trembling with emotion when she related 
the particulars of the interview to the abbe. But he did not 
perceive her trouble, his thoughts being busy with the baron's 
interests. "I felt sure," said he, "that Martial would agree to 
our conditions. I was, indeed, so certain that I even made 
every arrangement for the baron to leave the farm. He will 
leave it to-morrow night and wait at your house till we re- 
ceive the letters of license from the king. The heat and bad 
ventilation of Poignot's loft are certainly retarding his recov- 
ery. One of Poignot's boys will bring our baggage to-morrow 
evening, and at eleven o'clock or so we will place M. d'Escorval 
in a vehicle and all sup together at the Borderie." 

"Heaven comes to my aid!" murmured Marie-Anne as she 
walked home, reflecting that now she would no longer be alone. 
With Madame d'Escorval at her side to talk to her of Maurice, 
and the cheerful presence of her other friends, she would soon 
be able to chase away those thoughts of Martial now haunt- 
ing her. 

When she awoke the next morning she was in better spirits 
than she had been for months, and once, while putting her 
little house in order, she was surprised to find herself singing 
at her work. Just as eight o'clock in the evening was strik- 
ing she heard a peculiar whistle. This was a signal from the 
younger Poignot, who soon appeared laden with an armchair 
for the sick man, the abbe's medicine chest, and a bag of books. 
They were all placed in the room upstairs — the room which 
Chanlouineau had decorated at such cost, and which Marie- 
Anne now intended for the baron. Young Poignot told her 
that he had several other things to bring, and nearly an hour 
afterward, fanc)ring that he might be overloaded, she ventured 
out to meet him. The night was very dark, and as she hast- 
ened on, Marie-Anne failed to notice two figures stooping 
behind a clump of lilac bushes in her little garden. 
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O HUPIN was at first qrate crestfallen when Blanche told 
^ him of Martial's meeting with Marie-Anne at the Croix 
tfArcy. He was detected with a falsehood on his lips, and 
feared that the disco^ry of his duplicity wonld forever wreck 
his prospects. He must say good-by to a safe and pleasant 
retreat at Courtomiea, and food4)y also to frequent gifts which 
had enabled htm to spare his hoarded treasure, and even to 
iaerease it However, his discomfiture only lasted for a mo- 
flwnt. It seemed best to put a bold face on the matter, and 
accontingly raising his head, he remarked with an affectation of 
frankness: **1 may be stupid no doubt, but I woiildn^ deceive 
a child. I scarcely fancy your information can be correct 
Some one must have told you falsely.** 

Blanche shrugged her shoulders. ^I obtained my informa- 
tion from two persons, who were ignorant of the interest it 
possessed for me.** 

**As truly as the sun is in the heavens, I swear—" 

"Don't swear; simply confess that you have been very 
negligent." 

Blanche spoke so authoritatively that Chupin considered it 
best to change his tactics. With an air of abject hamiiity, he 
admitted that he had relaxed his surveillance on the previous 
day; he had been very busy in the morning; then i»ie of his 
boys had injured his foot; and, finally, he had met some friends 
who persuaded him to go with them to a wine-shop, where he 
had taken more than usual, so that — He told his story in a 
whining tone, frequently interrupting himself to affirm his re* 
pentance and cover himself with rq>roaches. "Old drunkard !'* 
he said, "this will teach you not to neglect your duties." 

But far from reassuring Blanche, his protestations only made 
her more suspicious. "All this is very good. Father Chi^n," 
she said dryly, "but what are you going to do now to repair 
your negligence?" 

"What do I intend to do?" he exclaimed, feigning the most 
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viakm. aoger. "Oh! you shall see. I wOl prove that no one 
can deceive me with impmiity. There is a small grove near 
the Borderie, and I shall station myself there ; and may the devil 
seize me if a cat enters that house without my knowing it" 

Blanche drew her purse from her pocket, and handed three 
louis to Chupin, saying as she did so, "Take these, and be 
more careful in future. Another blunder of the kind, and I 
dhall have to obtain some other person's assistance." 

The old poacher went away whistling contentedly. He felt 
quite reassured. In tMs, however, he was wrong, for Blanche's 
generosity was only intended to prevent him fancying that she 
doubted his veracity. In point of fact, she did doubt it. She 
believed his prcmiises to be on a par with hrs past conduct, 
which, as events had shown, had at the very best been negli- 
gent in the extreme. This miserable wretch made it his busi- 
ness to betray odiers — » why shouldn't he have betrayed her 
as well? What confidence could she place in his reports? She 
certainly paid him, but the person who paid him more would 
unqtiestionabiy have the preference. Still, fhe mnst know the 
truth, the whole trmdi, and how was she to ascertain it? There 
was but one method— a certain, though a very disagreeable 
one— -she must play die spy herself. 

With this ideal in her head, she waited impatiently for even- 
ing to arrive, and then, directly dinner was over, she summoned 
Aunt Medea, and requested her company, as she was going out 
£or a walk. The hnpoverished cha^>en)Qe made a fee^e pro- 
test concerning the lateness of the hour. But Blanche speed- 
ily silenced her, and bade her get ready at once, adding that 
she did not wish any one in the chateau to know that tiiey 
had gone oat. Aunt Medea had no other resource than to 
obey, and in the twinkling of an ty^ she was ready. The 
marquis had just been put tb bed, the servants were at din- 
ner, and Blanche and her companion reached a litde gate 
leading from the grounds into the open £elds without being 
observed. "Good heavens! Where are we going?" groaned 
the astonished chaperone. 

"What does that matter to you? Come along!" replied 
Blanche, who, as it may have been guessed, was going to the 
Borderie. She could have foEowed the banks of the Oiselle, 
but she preferred to cut across the fields, thinking she would be 
less likely to meet any one. The night was very dark, and 
die hedges and ditches often impeded their progress. On two 

6— Vol. 2 
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occasions Blanche lost her way, while Aunt Medea stumbled 
again and again over the rough ground, bruising herself against 
the stones. She groaned; she almost wept; but her terrible 
niece was pitiless. "Come along!" she cried, "or else I shall 
leave you to find your way as best you can." And so the poor 
dependent struggled on. 

At last, after more than an hour's tramp, Blanche ventured 
to breathe. She recognized Chanlouineau's house, a short dis- 
tance off, and soon afterward she paused in the little grove 
of which Chupin had spoken. Aunt Medea now timidly in- 
quired if they were at their journey's end — ^a question which 
Blanche answered affirmatively. "But be quiet," she added, 
"and remain where you are. I wish to look about a little." 

"What! you are leaving me alone?" ejaculated the fright- 
ened chaperon. "Blanche, I entreat you! What are you 
going to do? Good heavens ! you frighten me. You do indeed, 
Blanche !" 

But her niece had gone. She was exploring the grove, look- 
ing for Chupin, whom she did not find. This convinced her 
that the old poacher was deceiving her, and she angrily asked 
herself if Martial and Marie-Anne were not in the house hard 
by at that very hour, laughing at her credulity. She then re- 
joined Aunt Medea, whom she found half-dead with fright, 
and they both advanced to the edge of the copse, where they 
could view the front of the house. A flickering, ruddy light 
illuminated two windows on the upper floor. There was evi- 
dently a fire in the room upstairs. "That's right," murmured 
Blanche bitterly, "Martial is such a chilly personage." She 
was about to approach the house when a peculiar whistle made 
her pause. She looked about her, and, through the darkness, 
she managed to distinguish a man walking toward the Bor- 
derie, and carrying a weighty burden. Almost immediately 
afterward a woman, certainly Marie-Anne, opened the door of 
the house, and the stranger was admitted. Ten minutes later 
he reappeared, this time without his burden, and walked briskly 
away. Blanche was wondering what all this meant, but for 
the time being she did not venture to approach, and nearly an 
hour elapsed before she decided to try to satisfy her curi- 
osity by peering through the windows. Accompanied by Aunt 
Medea, she had just reached the little garden when the door 
of the cottage opened so suddenly that Blanche and her rela- 
tive had scarcely time to conceal themselves behind a clump 
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of lilac tmshes. At the same moment Marie-Amie crossed the 
threshold and walked down the narrow garden path, gained the 
road, and disappeared. "Wait for me here," said Blanche to 
her aunt in a i^ained, tmnatural voice, "and whatever hz^ 
pens, whatever you hear, if you wish to finish your days at 
Courtomieu, not a word! Don't stir from this i^ot; I will 
come back again." Then pressing die frightened spinster's 
arm, she left her alone and went into the cottage. 

Marie- Anne, on going out, had left a candle burning on the 
table in the front room. Blanche seized it and boldly began 
an expkH*ation of the dwelling. Owing to Chupin's descrip- 
tion, she was tolerably familiar with the arrangements on the 
ground floor, and yet the aspect of the rooms surprised her. 
They were roughly floored with tiles, and the walls were 
poorly whitewashed. A massive linen-press, a couple of heavy 
tables, and a few clumsy chairs, constituted tiie only furniture 
in the front apartment, while from the beams above hung 
numerous bags of grain and bunches of dried herbs. Marie- 
Anne evidendy slept in the back room, which contained an 
old-fashioned country bedstead, very high and broad, the taB, 
fluted posts of which were draped with green serge curtains, 
sliding on iron rings. Fastened to the wall at the head of the 
bed was a receptacle for holy water. Blanche dipped her fin- 
ger in the bowl, and found it full to the brim. Then beside 
the window on a wooden shelf she espied a jug and basin of 
common earthenware. "It must be confessed that my husband 
doesn't provide his idol with a very sumptuous abode," she 
muttered with a sneer. And for a moment, indeed, she was 
almost on the point of asking herseU if jealousy had not led 
her astray. Remembering Martial's fastidious tastes, she failed 
to reconcile them with these meagre surroimdings. The pres- 
ence of the holy water, moreover, seemed incompatible with 
: her suspicions. But the latter revived again when she entered 
the kitchen. A savory soup was bubbling in a pot over the 
fire, and fragrant stews were simmering in two or three sauce- 
pans. Such preparations could not be made for Marie-Anne 
alone. Whom, then, were they for? At this moment Blanche 
remembered the ruddy glow which she had noticed throu^ 
the windows on the floor above. Hastily leaving the kitchen, 
she climbed the stairs and opened a door she found in front 
of her. A cry of mingled anger and surprise escaped her 
lips. She stood on the threshold of the room >vhicfe Chan- 
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louineau in the boldness of his passion had designed to be 
the sanctuary of his love. Here everything was beautiful and 
luxurious: ''Ah, so after all it's true/' exclaimed Blanche in 
a paroxysm of jealousy. "And I was fancying that everything 
was too meagre and too poor. Downstairs everything is so 
arranged that visitors may not suspect the truth! Ah, now I 
recognize Martial's astonishing talent for dissimulation; he is 
so infatuated with this creature that he is even anxious to 
shield her reputation. He keeps his visits secret and hides 
himself up here. Yes, here it is that they laugh at me, .the 
deluded, forsaken wife whose marriage was but a mockery 1" 

She had wished to know the truth, and now she felt she knew 
it. Certainty was less cruel than everlasting suspicion, and she 
even took a bitter delight in examining the appointments of the 
apartment, which to her mind proved how deeply Martial must 
be infatuated. She felt the heavy curtains of brocaded silken 
stuff with trembling hands; she tested the thickness of the 
rich carpet with her feet ; the embroidered coverlid on the palis- I 

sandre bedstead, the mirrors, the hundred knickknacks on the 
tables and the mantelshelf — all in turn met with her attentive 
scrutiny. Everything indicated that some one was expected — 
the bright fire — the cozy armchair beside it, the slippers on the 
rug. And whom would Marie-Anne expect but Martial? No \ 

doubt the man whom Blanche had seen arriving had come to 
announce the marquis's approach, and Marie-Anne had gone to i 

meet him. I 

Curiously enough, on the hearth stood a bowl of soup, still 
warm, and which Marie-Anne had evidently been about to 
drink when she heard the messenger's signal. Blanche was 
still wondering how she could profit of her discoveries, when 
she espied a chest of polished oak standing open on a table 
near a glass door leading into an adjoining dressing-room. She 
walked toward it and perceived that it contained a number of 
tiny vials and boxes. It was indeed the Abbe Midon's medicine 
chest, which Marie-Anne had placed here in readiness, should 
it be needed when the baron arrived, weak from his nocturnal 
journey. Blanche was examining the contents when suddenly 
she noticed two bottles of blue glass, on which "poison" was 
inscribed. "Poison!" — ^the word seemed to fascinate her, and 
by a diabolical inspiration she associated these vials with the 
bowl of soup standing on the hearth. "And why not?" she 
muttered. "I could escape afterward." Another thought made 
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daasr tponae, diiowever. aiartial 'wotild no flonlit a^ura 'with 
Marie- Anne, and perhaps he would drink this broth. She hesi- 
tated 'ior /a moment/and^thentodc one of the .vialfi .in heriiand, 
nrarnittrhig as 'she did so : ''God ^will decide ; it is better he 
'0koiild die tinm ^belong to -'anatheri" She haud hitherto acted 
4ilce onefbewildered, but this -act, 'simple in its performanoe, bat 
.lersible in 'its* import, seemed'toTestove all iter presence of mind. 
^What 'poison is it?" thought ghe; **ought I to administer a large 
4>r :a 'snsall dose?" iWith «oniie little difficulty she opened the 
.bottle and poured ^ :smaM portion of its contents into the pahn 
of her hand. The poison was a fine, white powder, glistening 
like pulverized glass. **Gan it -really ^be «ugar?" thought 
-Blandhe; and with the * view «df -mdking 'sure she 'moistened a 
finger-tip, and gathered on it a few atoms of the powder, whidi 
she applied to her tongue. Its taste was ndt >udlike <that of an 
apjjle. *She wiped her 'tongue with >her handkerchief, and then 
without hesitation 'or Tsmorse, without even turning 'pdle, ^dhe 
fpoured the entity 'contents 'df ^the botlk 'into the (bowl. Her 
•seM*possession 'was »«o perfect fthat 4hEe oven ««tirred the broth, 
80 that ihe powSker might >more T&pidly disssilve. She next 
tasted 'it, and found thttt it ^had^a ^Hghtty 'bitter ifewror— not suf- 
:ficicnfly perceptible, however, to 'awaken distrust. All that now 
-remained was to escape, and ihe 'was dheady wsilking toward 
•the door #hen, 'to'her1iorr€ir,'^he »heard some one coming up the 
-stairs. Whart ehotfld -dhe ^ot? Where couM she conceal her- 
self? She inow'f^h so sure that she would 'be detected that she 
:ahnost decided *to ♦throw the contents of the bowl into the fire, 
^and then face the intputters. 'But mo— *a chance remained — ^the 
•dre6sing-«room'? *She darted into 'it, ^without daring, however, 
iko close the idoor, for >the Ueast rliok df fthe ^ok n^ght i^etray 
^wr. 

immediately dlterward 1!tf«rrie-fi\nne entered 'tiie a p ttf imei i t, 
jlollowed hy ?a ^feasant cawying a ferge >bundle. ^"Ahl 'here •» 
TOy candlel" ^ escdlaimefl, as -^e 'Grossed* the ^thseSliOld. **'Joy 
'must 'he 'necking 'me hise my ' wHs 1 >I ^eeilld >have 'swom ^that I 
Mt it on ^e talfle th)wn«tarrs.*' 

«Blan<She shuddered. She 'had not thought of this circtim- 
tstance before. 

'Where ihall ^I ptrt these 'dothes V asked 'the 'peasant. 

"Lay them down here. H will arrange them hy and by,'* «- 
-^^ied Marie-Anne. 

The youth dropped his heavy burden with a sigh of rdiol. 



558 THE HONOR OF THE NAME 

"That's the last," he exclaimed. "Now our gentleman can 
come." 

"At what o'clock will he start?" inquired Marie-Anne. 

"At eleven. It will be nearly midnight when he gets here." 

Marie-Anne glanced at the magnificent timepiece on the man- 
telshelf. "I have still three hours before me," said she ;* "more 
time than I need. Supper is ready, I am going to set the table 
here by the fire. Tell him to bring a good appetite with him." 

"I won't forget, mademoiselle ; thank you for having come to 
meet me. The load wasn't so very heavy, but it was awkward 
to handle." 

"Won't you take a glass of wine?" 

"NOj thanks. I must make haste back. Mademoiselle Lache- 
neur." 

"Good night, Poignot." 

Blanche had never heard this name of Poignot before; it 
had no meaning for her. Ah, if she had heard M. d'Escorval 
or the abbe mentioned, she might perhaps have doubted the 
truth; her resolution might have wavered and — ^who knows? 
But unfortuately, young Poignot, in referring to the baron, had 
spoken of him as "our gentleman," while Marie-Anne said, 
"he." And to Blanche's mind they both of them referred to 
Martial. Yes, unquestionably it must be the Marquis de Sair- 
meuse, who would arrive at midnight. She was sure of it. It 
was he who had sent this messenger with a parcel of clothes — 
a proceeding which could only mean that he was going to es- 
tablish himself at the Borderie. Perhaps he would cast aside 
all secrecy and live there openly, regardless of his rank, his 
dignity, and duties; forgetful even of his prejudices as well. 
These conjectures could only fire Blanche's jealous fury. Why 
should she hesitate or tremble after that? The only thing she 
had to fear now was that Marie- Anne might enter the dressing- 
room and find her there. She had but little anxiety concerning 
Aunt Medea, who, it is true, was still in the garden; but after 
the orders she had received the poor dependent would remain 
as still as a stone behind the lilac bushes, and, if needs be, 
during the whole night. On the other hand, Marie- Anne would 
remain alone in the house during another two hours and a half, 
and Blanche reflected that this would give her ample time to 
watch the effects of the poison on her hated rival. When the 
crime was discovered she would be far away. No one knew she 
was not at Courtomieu; no one had seen her leave the chateau; 
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Aunt Medea would be as silent as the grave. And, besides, 
who would dare to accuse the Marquise de Sairmeuse, nee 
Blanche de Courtornieu, of murder? One thing that worried 
Blanche was that Marie-Anne seemed to pay no attention to 
the broth. She had, in fact, forgotten it. She had opened the 
bundle of clothes, and was now busily arranging them in a 
wardrobe near the bed. Who talks of presentiments ! She was 
as gay and vivacious as in her happiest days; and while she 
folded the clothes hummed an air that Maurice had often sung. 
She felt that her troubles were nearly over, for her friends 
would soon be round her, and a brighter time seemed near at 
hand. When she had put all the clothes away, she shut the 
wardrobe and drew a small table up before the fire. It was 
not till then that she noticed the bowl standing on the hearth. 
"How stupid I am!" she said, with a laugh; and taking the 
bowl in her hands, she raised it to her lips. 

Blanche heard Marie- Anne's exclamation plainly enough ; she 
saw what she was doing; and yet she never felt the slightest 
remorse. However, Marie-Anne drank but one mouthful, and 
then, in evident disgust, she set the bowl down. A horrible 
dread made the watcher's heart stand still, and she wondered 
whether her victim had detected any peculiar taste in the soup. 
No, she had not; but, owing to the fire having fallen low, it 
had grown nearly cold, and a slight coating of grease floated on 
its surface. Taking a spoon, Marie-Anne skimmed the broth 
carefully, and stirred it up. Then, being thirsty, she drank the 
liquid almost at one draft, laid the bowl on the mantelpiece, 
and resumed her work. 

The crime was perpetrated. The future no longer depended 
on Blanche de Courtomieu's will. Come what would, she was 
a murderess. But though she was conscious of her crime, the 
excess of her jealous hatred prevented her from realizing its 
enormity. She said to herself that she had only accomplished 
an act of justice, that in reality her vengeance was scarcely 
cruel enough for the wrongs she had suffered, and that nothing 
could indeed fully atone for the tortures inflicted on her. But 
in a few moments grievous misgivings took possession of her 
mind. Her knowledge of the effects of poison was extremely 
limited. She had expected to see Marie-Anne fall dead before 
her, as if stricken down by a thunderbolt. But no, several min- 
utes passed, and Marie-Anne continued her preparations for 
supper as if nothing had occurred. She spread a white cloth 
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over the table, smoothed it with her hands, and placed a enKS^ 
stand amd sah-cellar on it Blanche's heart was beating «o m9- 
flentljr thait she ooald scarcely realize why st5<tfanD>bbings weve«ot 
lieaid in l^e adjoining room. Her ^isstirance had been ^gvest, 
hva mow the fear of puni^ment which usually precedes nemorse 
crept over her mind; and the idea that her victim might enter 
ilihe dressing-^room made her turn pale with iear. At last she 
saw Marie-Anne take the light ^nd go downstairs. Blandie 
was left alone, and the thought of escaping again ocounred to 
iier; but how could she possibly leave the hoose without being 
Been? Must she wait there, hidden in that nook, -forever^ 
^Thart coulAn't have been poison. It doesn't act," ^le mutteneA 
in a rage. 

Alas ! it did act, as she herself perceived when Marie- Anne 
reentered the room. The datter had changed frightfully dining 
the brief interval she had spent ^on the gronnd floor. iEIcr faoe 
was livid and mottled with purple spots, her distended eyes 
^Httefied with a strange brilHancy, and she let -a pHe <of phrtoi 
she carried fall on the table with a crash. 

^The poison 1 it begins to act at last!" liiougirt Bhiiidhe. 

Marie-Aime stood on the hearthrug, gazing wildly aromd hec, 
as if seeking for the cause of her incompvdensiible -suffierin^ 
She passed and repassed her hand acRoss Aier ^orebsad, whoch 
was bathed in cold sweat ; she gasped lior ifareadi, and tlsn and- 
doily overcome with nausea, she stagg^i^d, pressed iier hands 
convulsively to her breast, and «ank <iiito tht vrmohaic, c r yingi 
'XMi, God! how I 'Suffer r 

Kneeling by the door of the dressing-arovm wdbioh -was only 
partly ^Aosed, Blanche eagedy wadched iiie workiiigs oi fhe 
poison she had administered. She was so mear her victim tint 
she coidd distinguish the dirobbing of her temples, And 'some- 
times ^e fancied die could feel on iher ovum <oheek her rival-s 
breath, scorching her like ilanm. Am mtter prflstcaltion idUowed 
Marie-Anne's paroxysm of agony; .-and if it liad not been for 
the convulsive working «k£ ftur fflODUtth and labored Jweastinng, it 
might have been supposed tdmt ^e was dead. iBmt soon i^ 
naiasea returned, and she was Hfiltiwl with vHstnitiiig. £ac^ effort 
seemed to contract her Ibody; and f^dnally ji ghasltly tint crqMt 
o^r her face, €he spots on her cheeks became ^f a (deeper laot, 
faer eyes 'seemod as if they were about to burst ifrom iheir 
sockets, and great tbops of perspiratkm mlled down ber c^edcfi. 
Ker 'sniff ecings most hwt been MtaderaUe. Slat moaned feeU^ 
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at times, and at intervals gave vent to truly heartrending 
shrieks. Then she faltered fragmentary sentences; she begged 
piteously for water, or entreated Heaven to shorten her tor- 
tures. "Ah, it is horrible! I suffer too much! My God! 
grant me death!" She invoked all the friends she had ever 
known, calling for aid in a despairing voice. She called on 
Madame d'Escorval, the abbe, Maurice, her brother, Chanloui- 
neau, and Martial ! 

Martial ! — ^that name more than sufficed to chase all pity from 
Blanche's heart. "Go on! call your lover, call!" she said to 
herself, bitterly. "He will come too late." And as Marie-Anne 
repeated the name, in a tone of agonized entreaty: "Suffer!'' 
continued Blanche, "sulfer, you deserve it! You imparted to 
Martial the courage to forsake me, his wife, as a drunken 
lackey would abandon the lowest of degraded creatures! Die, 
and my husband will return to me repentant." No, she had 
no pity. She felt a difficulty in breathing, but that merely re- 
sulted from the instinctive horror which the sufferings of others 
inspire — a purely physical impression, which is adorned with 
the fine name of sensibility, but which is, in reality, the grossest 
selfishness. 

And yet, Marie- Anne was sinking perceptibly. She had fallen 
on to the floor, during one of her attacks of sickness, and now 
she even seemed unable to moan; her eyes closed, and after a 
spasm which brought a bloody foam to her lips, her head sank 
back, and she lay motionless on the hearthrug. 

"It is over," murmured Blanche, rising to her feet. To her 
surprise her own limbs trembled so acutely that she could 
scarcely stand. Her will was still firm and implacable ; but her 
flesh failed her. She had never even imagined a scene like that 
she had just witnessed. She knew that poison caused death; 
but she had not suspected the agony of such a death. She no 
longer thought of increasing her victim's sufferings by upbraid- 
ing her. Her only desire now was to leave the house, the very 
floor of which seemed to scorch her feet. A strange, inexplica- 
ble sensation was creeping over her; it was not yet fright, but 
rather the stupor that follows the perpetration of a terrible 
crime. Still, she compelled herself to wait a few moments 
longer; then seeing that Marie- Anne still remained motionless, 
with closed eyes, she ventured to open the door softly, and 
enter the room in which her victim was lying. But she had 
not taken three steps forward before Marie-Anne, as if she had 
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been galvanized by an electric battery, suddenly rose aaii ex- 
tended her arms to bar her enemy's passage. This mortmoA 
was so unexpected and so appalHng that Blanche recoiled. 
"The Marquise de Sairaieuse," faltered Marie-Anne. **You, 
Blanche — here 1" And finding an explanation of her sufferings 
in the presence of this y<mng woman, ndio once had been het 
friend, but who was now her bitterest enemy, she exclaimed: 
"It is you who have murdered me I" 

Blanche de Courtomieu's nature was one of tliose that break 
but never bend. Since she had been detected, nothing in the 
world would induce her to deny her guilt. She advanced b«rid]y, 
and in a firm voice replied: ^'Yes, I have taken my revenge. 
Do you think I didn't sufEer that evening when you sent your 
brother to take my newly-wedded husband away, so that I have 
never since gaced upon his face?" 

"Your husband I I sent my brother to take him away ! I do 
not understand you." 

"Do you dare deny, tiien, that you are not Martial's mis- 
tress?" 

"The Marqtns de Sairmeuse's mistress! Why, I saw him 
yesterday for the first time since the Baron d'Escorval's escape." 
The effort which Marie-Anne had made to rise and speak had 
exhausted her strength. She fell back in the armchair. 

But Blanche was pitiless. "You only saw Martial then," she 
said. "Pray, tell me, who gave you this oostly fumitare, these 
silk hangings, all tiie hixury that surrounds you?" 

"Chanlouineau." 

Blanche shrugged her shoukiers. ''So be it," she saki, vrUk 
an inmical smile. ''But you are not waiting for C&an kmin e aitt 
this evening? Have you wa n i ie d these dippers and laM tfab 
table for Chaotouineau? Was it Chank>tnneau who sent his 
clothes by a peasant named Foignot? You see that I know 
everything?" She paused lor some reply; but her victim was 
silent. "Whom are you waiting fcM*?" Inristed Blanche. ^An« 
swer me!" 

"I cannot!" 

"Ah, of course not, because you know that it is your 
lover who is coming, you wretched woman — ^my husband, 
Martial!" 

Marie-Anne was considering the situation as well as her in- 
tderable sufferings and troubled snnd would permit ConM 
she name the persons she was expecting? Would not any 
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mention of the Baron d'Escorval to Blanche ruin and betray 
him? They were hoping for a letter of license for a revision 
of judgment, but he was none the less under sentence of death, 
and liable to be executed in twenty-four hours. 

"So you refuse to tell me whom you expect here — ^at mid- 
night," repeated the marquise. 

"I refuse," gasped Marie- Anne; but at the same time she 
was seized with a sudden impulse. Although the slightest 
movement caused her intolerable agony, she tore her dress 
open, and drew a folded paper from her bosom. "I am not the 
Marquis de Sairmeuse-s mistress," she said, in an almost inaudi- 
ble voice. "I am Maurice d'Escorval's wife. Here is the proof 
—read." 

Blanche had scarcely glanced at the paper than she turned 
as pale as her victim. Her sight failed her; there was a strange 
ringing in her ears, and a cold sweat started from every pore 
in her skin. This paper was the marriage certificate of Mau- 
rice d'Escorval and Marie-Anne Lacheneur, drawn up by the 
cure of Vigano, witnessed by the old physician and Bavois, and 
sealed with the parish seal. The proof was indisputable. She 
had committed a useless crime; she had murdered an innocent 
woman. The first good impulse of her life made her heart beat 
more quickly. She did not stop to consider; she forgot the 
danger to which she exposed herself, and in a ringing voice she 
cried: "Help! helpf" 

Eleven o'clock was just striking in the country; every one 
was naturally abed, and, moreover, the nearest farmhouse was 
half a league away. Blanche's shout was apparently lost in the 
stillness of the night. In the garden below Aunt Medea per- 
haps heard it; but she would have allowed herself to be cut to 
pieces rather than stir from her place. And yet there was one 
other who heard that cry of distress. Had Blanche and her 
victim been less overwhelmed with despair, they would have 

^ heard a noise on the stairs, which at that very moment were 

creaking under the tread of a man, who was cautiously climb- 
ing them. But he was not a savior, for he did not answer the 

, appeal. However, even if there had been help at hand, it would 

now have come too late. 

! Marie-Anne felt that there was no longer any hope for her, 

[ and that it was the chill of death which was creeping toward 

her heart. She felt that her life was fast ebbing away. So, 
when Blanche turned as if to rush out in search of assistance, 
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she detained ber with a gesture, and gently called lier hy her 
same. The murderess paused. ''Do not summon any one,* 
murmured Marie- Anne ; ''it would do no good. Let me at least 
die in peace. It will not be long now/' 

"Hush I do not speak so. You must not— you shall not die 1 
If you should die — great God! what would ray life be after- 
ward!" I 

Marie-Anne made no reply. The poison was rapidly com- I 

pleting its work. The sufferer's breath literally whistled as it | 

forced its way through her inflamed throat. When she moved 
her tongue, it scorched her palate as if it had been a piece of | 

hot iron; her lips were parched and swollen; and her hands, I 

inert and paralyzed, would no longer obey her will. I 

But the horror of the situation restored Blanche's calmness. , 

''All is not yet lost," she exclaimed. ^It was in that great box i 

there on the table that I found the white powder I poured into I 

the bowl. You must know what it is; you must know the ' 

antidote." \ 

Marie-Anne sadly shook her head. ^Nothing can save me 
now," she murmured, in an almost inaudible voice; "but I don't I 

complain. Who knows the misery from which death may pre- 
serve me? I don't crave life; I have suffered so much during | 
the past 3rear ; I have endured such humiliation ; I have wept so | 
much 1 A curse was on me !" She was suddenly endowed with 
that clearness of mental vision so often grant^ to the dying. 
She saw how she had wrought her own undoing by consenting 
to play the perfidious part her father had assigned her, and how 
she herself had paved the way for the slander, crimes, and 
misfortunes of which she had been the victim. 

Her voice grew fainter and fainter. Worn out with suffer- 
ing, a sensation of drowsiness stole over her. She was falling 
asleep in the arms of death. But suddenly such a terrible 
thought found its way into her failing mind that she gasped 
with agony: "My child!" And then, regaining, by a super- 
human effort, as much will, energy, and strength as the poison 
would allow her, she straightened herself in the armchair, and 
though her features were contracted by mortal anguish, ycft 
with an energy of which no one would have supposed her capa- 
ble, she exclaimed: "Blanche, listen to me. It is the secret of 
my life which I am going to reveal to you; no one suspects it 
I have a son by Maurice. Alas! many months have elapsed 
since my husband disappeared. If he is dead, iHiat will become 
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of my child? Blanche, you, who have killed me, swear iso me 
that you will be a mother to my child t" 

Blanche was utterly overcome. **1 swear!" she sobbed; ^'I 
swear I" 

''On that condition, but on that condition alone, I pardon 
you. But take care! Do not forget your oath I Blanche, 
Heaven sometimes allows the dead to avenge themselves. Yon 
have sworn, remember. My spirit will allow you no rest if yon 
do not fulfil your vow !" 

"I will remember," sobbed Blanche; "I will remember. BiA 
the child—" 

"Ah ! I was afraid — cowardly creature that I was ! I dreaded 
the shame — ^then Maurice insisted — I sent my child away — ^yo«r 
jealousy and my death are the punishment of my weakness. 
Poor child ! abandoned to strangers ! Wretched woman that I 
am 1 Ah ! this suffering is too horrible. Blanche, runember — '' 

She spoke again, but her words were indistinct, inaudible. 
Blanche frantically seized the dying woman's arm, and en- 
deavored to arouse her. "To whom have you conlkled your 
diild?" she repeated; "to whom? Marie-Anne—^ word morfr* 
a single word — a name, Marie- Anne !" 

The unfortunate woman's lips moved, but the death-rattle 
already sounded in her throat; a terrible convulsion shook her 
frame; she slid down from the chair, and fell full length npea 
the floor. Marie*Anne was dead — dead, and she had not dis- 
closed the name of the old physician at Vigano to whom she 
had entrusted her child. She was dead, and the terrified mur- 
deress stood in the middle of the room as rigid and motionless 
as a statue. It seemed to her that madness— -a madness like that 
which had stricken her father— was working in her brain. She 
forgot everything; she forgot that some <me was expected at 
midnight; that time was flying, and that she would surely be 
discovered if she did not fly. But the man who had entered the 
house when she cried for help was watching over her. As soon 
as he saw that Marie-Anne had breathed her last, he pushed 
against the door, and thrust his leerii^ face into the rocMB. 

"Chupin!"' faltered Blanche. 

"In the flesh," he responded. **This was a grand chance for 
you. Ah, ha! The business riled your stomach a little; but 
nonsense! that will soon pass off. But we must not dawdk 
here: some one may come in. Let us make haste." 

Mechanically the murderess stepped forward, but Mari©- 
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Anne's dead body lay between her and the door, barring the 
passage. To leave the room it was necessary to step over her 
victim's lifeless form. She had not courage to do so, and 
recoiled with a shudder. But Chupin was troubled by no such 
scruples. He sprang across the body, lifted Blanche as if she 
had been a child, and carried her out of the house. He was 
intoxicated with joy. He need have no fears for the future 
now; for Blanche was bound to him by the strongest of chains 
— complicity in crime. He saw himself on the threshold of a 
life of constant revelry. All remorse anent Lacheneur's be- 
trayal had departed. He would be sumptuously fed, lodged, and 
clothed; and, above all, effectually protected by an army of 
servants. 

While these agreeable thoughts were darting through his 
mind, the cool night air was reviving the terror-stricken Mar- 
quise de Sairmeuse. She intimated that she should prefer to 
walk, and accordingly Chupin deposited her on her feet some 
twenty paces from the house. Aunt Medea was already with 
them after the fashion of a dog left at the door by its master 
while the latter goes into the house. She had instinctively fol- 
lowed her niece, when she perceived the old poacher carrying 
her out of the cottage. 

"We must not stop to talk," said Chupin. "Come, I will lead 
the way." And taking Blanche by the arm, he hastened toward 
the grove. "Ah ! so Marie- Anne had a child," he remarked, as 
they hurried. "She pretended to be such a saint ! But where 
the deuce has she placed it?" 

"I shall find it," replied Blanche. 

"Hum Mhat is easier said than done/' quoth the old poacher, 
thoughtfully. 

Scarcely had he spoken than a shrill laugh resounded in the 
darkness. In the twinkling of an eye Chupin had released his 
hold on Blanche's arm, and assumed an attitude of defense. 
The precaution was fruitless; for at the same moment a man 
concealed among the trees bounded upon him from behind, and, 
plunging a knife four times into his writhing body, exclaimed : 
"Holy Virgin I now is my vow fulfilled ! I shall no longer have 
to eat with my fingers !" 

"Balstain! the innkeeper!" groaned the wounded man, sink- 
ing to the ground. 

Blanche seemed rooted to the spot with horror; but Aunt 
Medea for once in her life had some energy in her fear. 
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'^me !" she shrieked, draggmg her niece away. '^Oosie— he 
isdeadl" 

Not qiute, lor the old traitor had sifficient strength rematn- 
mg to cnawl hoane and knock at the ^door. His wile and yovsgng- 
cst hoy wiene sieepii^ sooadty, and it was his eldest son, v/bo 
had just returned home, who ^opened the door. Seeing his 
iather prostrate tm the ground, the yonng man thought he was 
intoxicated, and tried to lift him and carry him into the house, 
hat the old poadier begged him Id desist ''Don't tondli me," 
said he. "It is all orer with me 1 bat listen : Lacheneur's daugh- 
ter has jost been |KHsoned by Madame Blanche. It was to tell 
you ^m that I dragged mys^i iKre. Tins knowledge is wordi 
a fortime, my boy, if you ave not a foolT' And then he died 
without being able to tett his family where he had concealed 
the price of Lachenem^s blood. 




IT wifl he recollected Ifiat of all tfcosc wTio witnessed the 
^ Baron d'Escorvars terrible fall over the precipice below the 
citadel of Montaignac, the Abbe Midon was the only one who 
did*^not despair. He set about his task with more t^an courage, 
with a reverent faith in the -protection of Providence, remem- 
bering Ambroise Pare's sublime phrase: "TL dress the wound 
— God heals it." That he was right to hope was conclusively 
shown by the iact that after six mortths' sojourn in Father 
Poignot's house, the baron was able to sit tip and even to limp 
about with the aid of crtftches. On reaching this stage of 
recovery, however, when it was essential he should take some 
little exercise, he was seriously inconvenienced by the diminu- 
tive prop ort ions t)f Poignot's loft, so tiiat he welcomed vHth 
intense delight the prospect of taking tip his abode at the Bor- 
derie with Marie- Anne ; and when indeed Ifee abbe fixed fhe day 
-for moving, he grew as impatient lor it to arrive as a school- 
boy is for the holidays. 'I am suffocating here," he said to Ins 
wife, "literally suffocating. The time passes slewly. Whca 
win the happy day come?" 
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It came at last. The morning was spent in packing up such 
things as they had managed to procure during their stay at the 
farm ; and soon after nightfall Poignot's elder son began carry- 
ing them away. ''Everything is at the Borderie/' said the hon- 
est fellow, on returning from his last trip, ''and Mademoiselle 
Lacheneur bids the baron bring a good appetite/' 

"I shall have one, never fear!" responded M. d'Escorval 
gaily. "We shall all have one." 

Father Poignot himself was busy harnessing his best horse 
to the cart which was to convey the baron to his new home. 
The worthy man felt sad as he thought that these guests, for 
whose sake he had incurred such danger, were now going to 
leave him. He felt he should acutely miss them, that the house 
would seem gloomy and deserted after they had left He would 
allow no one else to arrange the mattress intended for M. 
d'Escorval comfortably in the cart; and when he had done this 
to his satisfaction, he murmured, with a sigh: "It's time to 
start !" and turned to climb the narrow staircase leading to the 
loft. 

M. d'Escorval with a patient's natural egotism had not 
thought of the parting. But when he saw the honest farmer 
coming to bid him good-by, with signs of deep emotion on his 
face, he forgot all the comforts that awaited him at the Bor- 
derie, in the remembrance of the royal and courageous hospi- 
tality he had received in the house he was about to leave. The 
tears sprang to his eyes. "You have rendered me a service 
which nothing can repay, Father Poignot," he said, with intense 
feeling. "You have saved my life." 

"Oh ! we won't talk of that, baron. In my place, you would 
have done the same — ^neither more nor less." 

"I shall not attempt to express my thanks, but I hope to live 
long enough to show my gratitude." 

The staircase was so narrow thai' they had considerable diffi- 
culty in carrying the baron down; but finally they had him 
stretched comfortably on his mattress in the cart; a few hand- 
fuls of straw being scattered over his limbs so as to hide him 
from the gaze of any inquisitive passers-by. The latter was 
scarcely to be expected, it is true, for it was now fully eleven 
o'clock at night. Parting greetings were exchanged, and then 
the cart which young Poignot drove with the utmost caution 
started slowly on its way. 

On foot, some twenty paces in the rear, came Madame 
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«d'£aQorval, Jeaning cm the atte's «rm. It 'was -very datic, bat 
fifwen if thfiy iiad been (in <lie "ftill stinshine, '(he former cure of 
Saarmeuae might iiave 'oncomiteped any of Iris t^d -pari^oners 
without the iea^ danger <0f >det6C)tion. He liad allowed his hair 
and beaord to grow ; ihis itoinsure had 'entirely ^disappeared, and 
has i>edentary life had caused him to hecome much stotiter. He 
was clad like all Ihe well-to^o peasants of the neighboiliood, 
his face fbcing partiaiHy Mdcten hy .a large 9loucfh-*at. He had 
nflt fel!t so much at ease for months past. Obstacles which had 
'OfiginaUy seemed to Inm insurmountable had now vani^ed, 
4KDd in the near future he svw the baron's hmocence proclaimed 
by an impartial ttifaanal, while »he himsdf was remstalled in fhe 
.parsonage rof Satmmse. li -it had not 1)een for ^s recollec- 
ition of Mamice he wianld have had noting to trotible Iris mind. 
Why had young D'Esoorval given tio sign fH Itfe? It seemeS 
impossible for him to have met wffh any nnsfortmie -withottt 
hearing of it, for there was 'brave old Corporal "Bavois, who 
twould have risked anything to come and warn fhcm if Maurice 
had been in danger. The abbe 'wzbs so ^niisorbed in these reflec- 
4!ions that he did not notice Madame d'Escorval was leaning 
4ttore heaviJy on has arm and gradusflfy ^^dcenmg her pace. 
''I am adiamed to oonless it," ^he saad at last, '''but T iran go 
no farther. It is bo long since I w«6 out of doors Ihat 1 have 
Inmost :&rogoMen how Ibo ^walk.'' 

"Foatnnastriy we are 'shnost there,*' rejjlied the priest; ani 
indeed a mDmeiU afterward youz^ ^crignot drew up at fhe 
jGoraer of Ihe 'footHpath leadsng 'to Hie Borderie. Tcfllmg the 
baron that ihc journey was «nded, he "gave a low wliistle, like 
Ahat which had wacned Marie-Anne ctf Ins arrival a few houn 
before. No one appeared or reified, so he whisfled again in 
a louder key, and then a th»rd time with afl his might — still 
there was no ^response. Madame d'Sscorvid and the abbe had 
now overtaten iLe cart. "It's very strange thart Marie-Anne 
doesn't hear me,'*' ramarired young IPVjignot, twming to Aera. 
"We can't take the %aran to the hotBse tmlil we liave seen her. 
She Icnows that ^ery woU. Shall I run rxp and warn her?" 

"She's a^eep, pfeAa^s,'^ i^Ked the afbbe; "stay wlfh your 
horse, miy bey, and I'fl 'go and wake ^er."^ 

He 'Certainly did not feel fhe least tmeaaness. All "was cahn 
and Jrtall outside, and a bright li^ *one through Ihe windows 
of the Qpper floor. Stfll, when he perceived fhe open door, ti 
vagae 'presentiment off «vil fltirred his heart. ''What ran flris 
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mean?" he thought. There was no light in the lower rooms, 
and he had to feel for the staircase with his hands. At last 
he fomid it and went up. Another open door was in front of 
him; he stepped forward and reached the threshold. Then, 
so suddenly that he almost fell backward, he paused horror- 
stricken at the sight before him. Poor Marie- Anne was lying 
on the floor. Her eyes, which were wide open, were covered 
with a white film; her tongue was hanging black and swollen 
from her mouth. "Dead!" faltered the priest; "dead!" But 
this could not be. The abbe conquered his weakness, and 
approaching the poor girl, he took her by the hand. "Poi- 
soned!" he murmured: "poisoned with arsenic." He rose to 
his feet, and was casting a bewildered glance around the room 
when his eyes fell on his medicine chest standing open on a 
side-table. He rushed toward it, took out a vial, uncorked it, 
and turned it over on the palm of his hand — it was empty. 
"I was not mistaken !" he exclaimed. 

But he had no time to lose in conjectures. The first thing 
to be done was to induce the baron to return to the farmhouse 
without telling him of the terrible misfortune which had oc- 
curred. It would not be very difficult to find a pretext. Sum- 
moning all his courage, the priest hastened back to the wagon, 
and with well-affected calmness told M. d'Escorval that it would 
be impossible for him to take up his abode at the Borderie at 
present, that several suspicious-looking characters had been 
seen prowling about, and that they must be more prudent than 
ever now, so as not to render Martial's intervention useless. 
At last, but not without considerable reluctance, the baron 
yielded. "As you desire it, cure," he sighed, "I must obey. 
Come, Poignot, my boy, drive me back to your father's house." 

Madame d'Escorval took a seat in her cart beside her hus- 
band. The priest stood watching them as they drove off, and 
it was not until the sound of the wheels had died away in 
the distance that he ventured to return to the Borderie. He 
was climbing the stairs again when he heard a faint moan in 
the room where Marie-Anne was lying. The sound sent all 
his blood wildly rushing to his heart, and with one bound he 
had reached the upper floor. Beside the corpse a young man 
,was kneeling, weeping bitterly. The expression of his face, his 
attitude, his sobs betrayed the wildest despair. He was so 
lost in grief that he did not observe the abbe's entrance. Who 
was this mourner who had found his way to the house of 
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death? At last, however, though he did not recognize him, 
the priest divined who he must be. "J^^m!" he cried, "J^*** 
Lacheneur!" The young fellow sprang to his feet with a 
pale face and threatening look. "Who are you?'' he asked, 
vehemently. ''What are you doing here? What do you want 
with me?" 

The former cure of Sairmeuse was so effectually disguised 
by his peasant dress and long beard that he had to name 
himself. ''You, Monsieur Abbe," exclaimed Jean. "It is God 
who has sent you here! Marie- Anne can not be dead! You, 
who have saved so many others, will save her." But as the 
priest sadly pointed to heaven, the young fellow paused, and 
his face became more ghastly looking than before. He under- 
stood now that there was no hope. "Ah!" he murmured in 
a desponding tone, "fate shows us no mercy. I have been 
watching over Marie- Anne from a distance; and this evening 
I was coming to warn her to be cautious, for I knew she was 
in great danger. An hour ago, while I was eating my supper 
in a wine-shop at Sairmeuse, Grollet's son same in. 'Is diat 
you, Jean?' said he. 'I just saw Chupin hiding near your 
sister's house; when he observed me, he slunk away.' When 
I heard that, I hastened here like a crazy man. I ran, but 
when fate is against you, what can you do? I arrived too 
late!" 

The abbe reflected for a moment. "Then you suppose it 
was Cbnpin?" he asked. 

"I don't suppose; I feel certain that it was he — ^the miserable 
traitor! — who committed this foul deed." 

"Still, what motive could he have had?" 

With a discordant laugh that almost seemed a yell, Jean 
answered: "Oh, you may be certain that the daughter's blood 
will yield him a richer reward than did the father's. Chupin 
has been the instrument; but it was not he who conceived the 
crime. You will have to seek higher for the culprit, much 
higher, in the finest chateau of the country, in the midst of 
an army of retainers at Sairmeuse." 

"Wretched man, what do you mean ?" 

"What I say." And he coldly added: "Martial de Sairmeuse 
is the assassin." 

The priest recoiled. "You are mad !" he said severely. 

But Jean gravely shook his head. "If I seem so to you, sir," 
he replied, "it is only because you are ignorant of Martial's 
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.mid ixnBton ifor 'Manrie-Ants. He ^lonftvd to mdke her %fs 
UBiBtress. :Sfae had ibe audacity ^ vctfttse ^he honor ; and thirt 
qvas a conoe lor whidi she nntgt he pttiikhed. When the Mar- 
iquis ^e Sairmeiise ihecame convinced ^that ^LatJhenetir's 'dau^ter 
iwonld ^ireimr be -hk, he poisoned *her, that ^he might not helong 
to any one else." All efforts to convince Jean of the •folly of 
Ms accusafioiis would at that moment ha?^ 1>eQn vain. No 
proofs -would have .convinced him. iie would 9iave dosed his 
icyes to all evidence. 

"Tonmorrow, ndaBca /he is more 'oHm, H -will »f«as«i with hhn,"* 
tdtou^t -file ahbe ; und then he added aloud*: '^We can^ a^low 
tthe poor ^rl-^ body ^ renain lieire «on the ^floor. Help m^, 
and ^e will rplace it on the isnd" 

Jean trembled from head to ioot, asd Ins Iresitation was *peF- 
rceptible ; i)Ut at last, after a sevete struggle, he complied. No 
tme had «ver yet ^slqit 'On this bed tWhich ^Chatfloniiiaau ted 
•defirtined for 'Marte-Aime, aaymg tto ^himself ^at it should be 
ior her, or ior -no tme. .And Marie-A-nne it wass who crested 
Ihere the .first-^skeping Iftie 'Skep tof dea^. When Ihe sad taidc 
iwas accomplished, Jam ihrew himself into the same armchair 
on which Marie-Anne had hreathed >her last, and with his face 
huried in his ;hands, and his teHiows seating on his knees, he 
sat there .as sikitt and motionless ras the statues of sorrow 
placed above the last resting places of the dead. 

in the mean while the rabbe -kneh hy the tbedside ^aiid ebegan 
reciting the prayers for the departed, entreating God to grant 
peace and happin^s in 'heaven "to her who 'had suffered so 
much on earth. But he prayed lonly witii his lips, for in -spite 
of all his efforts, his mind -would persist in wandering. He 
was striving to solve the mystery ^that enshrouded Marie-Anne's 
death. Had she been murderedf Was 4t possible that she had 
committed suicide f The (latter idea t)GCurfed to him withoitt 
his having any great faith lin it; Hbttt, t>n the other hand, how 
could her death xjossibly he Ihe ifeauHof vorime? He ^ad care- 
fully examined the voom, and (had cdisonvefed -nothing that be- 
trayed a stranger's visit. All ^he could rpvocve mas that his viid 
of arsenic was empty, and that Marie-Anne had been poivoned 
fey absorbing it in :Bie :broth, a ffew dvops of which were kft 
in the bowl standing on the mantelpiece. "When moxning 
comes," thought the abbe, "I will hrok outside." 

Accordingly, at daybreak he went into the :ganten .-andrmade 
atcareftd examinalaan of^he^premiKs. Atttfirat he sawcnotfaing 
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that gave him the least clue, and he was about to abandon his 
investigations when, on entering the little grove, he espied a 
large dark stain on the grass a few paces off. He went nearer 
—it was blood I In a state of great excitement, he summoned 
Jean, to inform him of the discovery. 

"Some one has been murdered here," said young Lacheneur; 
"and only last night, for the blood has scarcely had time 
to dry." 

"The victim must have lost a great deal of blood," remarked 
the priest; "it might be possible to discover who he was by 
following these stains." 

"Yes, I .will try," replied Jean with alacrity. "Go into the 
house, sir; I will soon be back again." 

A child might have followed the trail of the wounded man, 
for the blood-stains left along his line of route were so fre- 
quent and distinct. These telltale marks led to Chupin's hovel, 
the door of which was closed. Jean rapped, however, without 
the slightest hesitation, and when the old poacher's eldest son 
opened the door, he perceived a very singular spectacle. The 
dead body had been thrown on to the ground, in a corner of 
the hut, the bedstead was overturned and broken, all the straw 
had been torn from the mattress, and the dead man's wife and 
sons, armed with spades and pickaxes, were wildly overturn- 
ing the beaten soil that formed the hovel's only floor. They were 
seeking for the hidden treasure, for the twenty thousand francs 
in gold, paid for Lacheneur's betrayal I "What do you want?" 
asked the widow roughly. 
"I want to see Father Chupin." 

"Can't you see that he's been murdered," replied one of the 
sons. And brandishing his pick close to Jean's head, he added: 
"And you're the murderer, perhaps. But that's for justice to 
determine. Now decamp if you don't want me to do for 
you." 

Jean could scarcely restrain himself from punishing young 
Chupin for his threat, but under the circumstances a conflict 
was scarcely permissible. Accordingly, he turned without an- 
other word, hastened back to the Borderie. Chupin's death 
upset all his plans, and greatly irritated him. "I swore that 
the wretch who betrayed my father should perish by my hand," 
he murmured; "and now I am deprived of my vengeance. Some 
one has cheated me out of it. Who could it be? Can Martial 
have assassinated Chupin after he murdered Marie-Anne? The 
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best way to assure one's self of an acconqilioe's silenoe is oer- 
tainly to Idll faim." 

Jean had reached the Bordene, and was on the point of goiii|^ 
ttpstairs when he fancied he heard some one talking in the back 
room. "That's strange," he said to himself. "Who can it be?" 
And yielding to the iospulse of curiosity, he tiqiped against the 
communicating door. 

The abbe instantly made his appearance, hurriedly dosing 
the door behind him. He was very pale and agitated. 

"Who's there?" inquired Jean ei^erly. 

"Why, Maurice d'Escorval and Corporal Bavois." 

"My God!" 

"And it's a miracle that Maurice has not been upstairs." 

"But whence does he come from? Why have we had no 
news of him?" 

"I don't know. He has only been here five minutes. Poor 
boy ! after I told him his father was safe, his first wcH-ds were: 
'And Marie- Anne?' He loves her more devotedly than ever. 
He comes home with his heart full of her, confident and hope- 
ful; and I tremble— I fear to tell him the truth." 

"Yes, it's really too terrible!" 

"Now I have warned you ; be prudent — ^and come in." They 
entered the room together; and both Maurice and the old sol- 
dier greeted Jean warmly. They had not seen one another 
since the duel at La Redie, interrupted by the arrival of the 
soldiers; and when they separated that day they scarcely ex- 
pected to meet again. 

Now Maurice, however, was in the best of sprits, and it was 
with a smile on his face that he remarked: "I am glad you've 
come. There's nothing to fear now." Then tumiiig to the 
abbe, he remarked: "But I just promised to let you know the 
reason of my long silence. Three days after we crossed the 
frontier — Corporal Bavois and I — ^we reached Turin. We were 
tired out We went to a small inn, and they gave us a room 
with two beds. While we were undressing, tJie corporal said 
to me: 'I am quite capable of sleeping two whole days with- 
out waking,' while I promised myself at least a good twelve 
hours' rest; but we redconed widiout our host, as you'll see. 
It was scarcely daybreak when we were suddenly woke up. 
There were a dozen men in our room, one or two of them in 
some official costume. They spoke to us in Italian, and ordered 
us to dress ourselves. They were so nmnerous that resistance 
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was useless, so we obeyed; and an hour after we were f)oth in 
prison, confined in the same cell. You may well imagine what 
our thoughts were. The corporal remarked to me, in that cool 
way of his: 'It will require four days to obtain our extradi- 
tion, and three days to take us back to Montaignac — ^thaf s 
seven; then there'll be one day more to try us, so we've in all 
just eight days to live.' Bavois said that at least a hundred 
times during the first five or six days of our confinement, but 
five months passed by, and every night we went to bed expect- 
ing they'd come for us on the following morning. But they 
didn't come. We were kindly treated. They did not take away 
my money; and they willingly sold us various little luxuries. 
We were allowed two hours of exercise every day in the court- 
yard, and the keepers even lent us several books to read. In 
short, I shouldn't have had any particular cause for complaint 
if I had only been allowed to receive or to forward letters, or 
if I had been able to communicate with my father or Marie- 
Anne. But we were in the secret cells, and were not allowed 
to have any intercourse with the other prisoners. At length 
our detention seemed so strange and became so insupportable 
that we resolved to obtain some explanation of it at any cost. 
We changed our tactics. We had hitherto been quiet and sub- 
missive: but now we became as violent and unmanageable as 
possible. The whole prison resounded with our cries and pro- 
testations; we were continually sending for the superintendent, 
and claiming the intervention of the French ambassador. These 
proceedings at last had the desired effect. One fine afternoon 
the governor of the jail released us, not without expressing his 
regret at being deprived of the society of such amiable and 
charming guests. Our first act, as you may suppose, was to 
hasten to the ambassador. We didn't see that dignitary, but 
his secretary received us. He knit his brows when I told my 
story, and became excessively grave. I remember each word' 
of his reply. 'Sir/ said he, *I can assure you most positively 
that any proceedings instituted against you in France have had 
nothing whatever to do with your detention here.' And I ex- 
pressed my astonishment frankly. 'One moment,' he added, 'I 
will give you my opinion. One of your enemies — ^I leave you 
to discover which — ^must exert a powerful influence in Turin. 
You were in his way, perhaps, and he had you imprisoned by 
the Piedmontese police." 
Jean Lacheneur struck the table beside him with his clenched 
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£st. 'Ah t the secretary was r%lit r he cxdatised. '"Maurioc, 
k was Martial de Sainnettse who caased your arrest—" 

''Or the Marquis 4t Coortonuen/' interruptod the idihe with 
a warmn^ glance at Jean. 

In a moment Maurice's eyes gleamed briltsaniiy, then, shni|^ 
ging his shoulders carelessly, he said: ^'Never mind; I don^ 
wish to tronble myself any atore about the past My father 
is well again--that is the main thing. We can easily ibid aomc 
way of getting hhn safely across the fratitkr. Asid titaen Marie^ 
Anne and I — we will tend him so devotedly that he will soon 
forget it was my rashness that almost cost him his Hfe. Ht 
is so good, 90 mdnlgent for ^e faalts of others. We will go 
and reside in Italy or Switzerland, and 3ml sfaa-H aooompany 
lis, Monsieur le Abbe, and you as well, Jean. As for you, cor- 
poral, it's already decided that you belong to onr family,'' 

While Maurice spoke in this fashion, so hopefully, so confi- 
dently, Jean 9Uid the abhe, realizing the bitter truth, sought to 
avert their facesi; but Ihey could not conceal their agitation 
from young d^Esconrafs searching glance. ^Wlntt is iht maH- 
tcr?** he a^ed widi evident surprise. 

They trembled, hung their heads, but did not say a word. 
Maurice's asioiHstiiiieii I changed to a vague, inexpressible fear. 
He enumerated all the misfortunes which could possibly have 
befallen him. 

"What has happened f'* he asked in a husky voice. ''My 
father is safe, is he not ? You said that my mother would w^oii 
nothing mote if I were only by her side again. Is it Marie- 
'Anne, then — " He hesitated. 

*^ouragc, Maurice," murmured *e abbe. **Courage !" 

The young fellow tottered as if he were about to fall. He 
had turned mtensely pale. "Marie-Anne is deadf he exclaimed. 

Jean and the abbe wete silent. 

"Deadr repea^»d Maurice; *^nd no secret voice warned mel 
Dead! When?" 

^he died only last nig^t,*' repliei Jean. 

Maurice rose. "Last nigfitr said he. "In that case, then, 
isAie is still here. Where?— upstairs?^ And without waiting for 
a reply he darted toward the staircase so ^iddy that neither 
Jean nor the abbe had time to intercept him. With three bounds 
he reached the room above; he wa&ed straight to the bed, and 
with a firm hand turned back the sheet that hid his loved oxstfls 
face. But at the same moment he recoHed with a heart-bvoken 
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cry. Whatl was this the beautiM, the radiant Marie- Anne — 
^e whom he had. loved so fervently 1 He did not recognize her. 
He could not recognize these distorted features — that swollen, 
discolored face — these eyes, now almost hidden by the purple 
swelling round tbem. When Jean and the priest entered the 
room they fomid him standing with his head thrown back, 
his eyes dilated with terror, his right arm rigidly extended 
toward the corpse. 'Tidaurice,** said the priest gently, ''be 
calm. Courage T* 

The young fellow turned with an expression of complete be- 
wilderment upon his features. *'Ycs," he faltered ; "that is what 
I need—- courage!'' He staggered as he spoke, and they were 
obliged to support him to an armchair. 

"Be a man," continued the priest. * Where is your energy? 
To hve is to suffer." 

He listened, but did not seem to understand. '*Live !" he mur- 
mured; "why should I live since she is dead?" 

His eyes gleamed so strangely that the abbe was alarmed. 
"If he does not weep, he will most certainly lose his reason !" 
thought the priest. Then in a commanding voice he added 
akmd. "You have no right to despair; you owe a sacred duty 
to your child." 

The same remenibrance which had given Marie-Anne strength 
to hold even death itself at bay for a moment saved Maurice 
from the dangerous trance into which he was sinking. He 
shuddered as if he had received an electric shock, and spring- 
ing from his diair, ''That is true," he cried. "Take me to my 
child 1" 

"Not just now, Maurice ; wait a Kttle." 

"Where is it? Tell me where it is." 

"I can not ; I do not know." 

An expression of unspeakable anguish stole over Maurice's 
face, and in a broken voice he said: "What) you don't know? 
Did she not confide in you?" 

"No. I suspected her secret I alone — ** 

"You alone ! Then the child is perhaps dead. Even if it is 
living, who can tdl where it is ?" 

"We shall no doubt find a chie." 

"You arc ri|^t,*' fsdtered Maurice. "When Marie-Anne 
knew that her hie was in danger, she could noit have forgotten 
her little one. Those who cared for her in her last moments 
must have i^oeived some message for me. I must see those 

7— Vol. 2 



578 THE HONOR OF THE NAME 

who watched over her. Who were they?" The priest averted 
his face. "I asked you who was with her when she died/' re- 
peated Maurice in a sort of frenzy. And, as the abbe remained 
silent, a terrible light dawned on the young fellow's mind. He 
understood the cause of Marie-Anne's distorted features now. 
"She perished the victim of a crime!" he exclaimed. ''Some 
monster killed her. If she died such a death, our child is lost 
forever ! And it was I who recommended, who commanded the 
greatest precautions ! Ah ! we are all of us cursed !" He sank 
back in his chair, overwhelmed with sorrow and remorse, and 
with big tears rolling slowly down his cheeks. 

"He is saved!" thought the abbe, whose heart bled at the 
sight of such intense sorrow. 

Jean Lacheneur stood by the priest's side with gloom upon 
his face. Suddenly he drew the Abbe Midon toward one of the 
windows : "What is this about a child ?" he inquired harshly. 

The priest's face flushed. "You have heard," he answered 
laconically. 

"Am I to understand that Marie-Anne was Maurice's mis- 
tress, and that she had a child by him? Is that the case? I 
won't, I can't, believe it! She whom I revered as a saint! 
What ! you would have me believe that her eyes lied — ^her eyes 
so chaste, so pure? And he — Maurice — ^he whom I loved as a 
brother ! So his friendship was only a cloak, which he assumed 
so as to rob us of our honor !" Jean hissed these words through 
his set teeth in such low tones that Maurice, absorbed in his 
agony of grief, did not overhear him. "But how did she con- 
ceal her shame?" he continued. "No one suspected it — ^abso- 
lutely no one. And what has she done with her child? Did 
the thought of disgrace frighten her? Did she follow the ex- 
ample of so many ruined and forsaken women? Did she mur- 
der her own child? Ah, if it be alive, I will find it, and in any 
case Maurice shall be punished for his perfidy as he deserves." 
He paused; the window was open, and the sound of galloping 
horses could be plainly heard approaching along the adjacent 
highway. Both Jean and the abbe leaned forward and looked 
out. Two horsemen were riding toward the Borderie — ^the first 
some ten yards in advance of the other. The former halted at 
the corner of the garden path, threw his reins to his follower— 
a groom — ^and then strode on foot toward the house. On recog- 
nizing this visitor, Jean bounded from the window with a yell. 
He clutched Maurice by the shoulders, and, shaking him vio- 
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kody, esdaimcd: ''Up I here comes Martial, Marie-Aniie's mur- 
derer I Up i be is coming ! He is at our mercy !'' 

Maurice sprang to his feet, infuriated; but the abbe darted 
to the door and intercepted both young fellows as they were 
about to leave the room. "Not a word ! not a threat !" he said» 
imperiously. '1 forbid it. At least respect the presence of 
death!" He spoke with such authority, and his glance was so 
commanding, that both Jean and Maurice involuntarily paused. 
Before the priest had time to add another word. Martial was 
there. He did not cross the threshold. One loc^ and he real- 
ized the siutation. He turned very pale, but not a word escaped 
his lips. Wonderful as was his usual power of self-control he 
could not articulate a syllable; and it was only by pointing to 
the bed on which Marie-Anoe's lifeless form was reposing that 
be asked for an explanation. 

"She was infamously poisoned last evening/' sadly replied 
the abbe. 

Then Maurice, forgetting the priest's demands, stepped for- 
ward. "She was alone and defenseless," he said vehemently. 
"I have only been at liberty during the last two days. But I 
know the name of the man who had me arrested at Turin, and 
thrown into prison. They told me the coward's name ! Yes, it 
was you, you infamous wretch I Ah ! you dare not deny it ; you 
confess your guilt, you scoundrel !" 

Once again the abbe interposed; he threw himself between 
the rivals, fearing lest they should come to blows. But the 
Marquis de Sairmeuse had already resumed his usual haughty 
and indifferent manner. He took a bulky envelope from his 
pocket, and threw it on the table. "This," said he coldly, "is 
what I was bringing to Mademoiselle Lacheneur. It contains, 
first of all, royal letters of license from his majesty for the 
Baron d'Escorval, who is now at liberty to return to his old 
home. He is, in fact, free and saved, for he is granted a new 
trial, and there can be no doubt of his acquittal. In the same 
envelope you will also find a decree of non-complicity rendered 
in favor of the Abbe Midon, and an order from the bishop of 
the diocese reinstating him as cure of Sairmeuse; and, finally. 
Corporal Bavois's discharge from the service, drawn, up in 
proper form, with the needful memorandum securing his right 
to a pension." 

He paused, and as his hearers stood motionless with wonder, 
he. turned and approached Marie-Anne's bedside. Then, with 
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his hand raised to heaven over the lifeless form of her whom 
he had loved, and in a voice that would have made the mur- 
deress tremble in her innermost soul, he solemnly exclaimed: 
"I swear to you, Marie- Anne, that I will avenge you I" For a 
few seconds he stood motionless, then suddenly he stooped, 
pressed a kiss on the dead girl's brow, and left the room. 

''And you think that man can be guilty 1" exclaimed the 
abbe. "You see, Jean, that you are mad!" 

"And this last insult to my dead sister is an honor, I sup« | 

pose?" said Jean, with a furious gesture. 

"And the wretch binds my hands by saving my father!" ex- 1 

claimed Maurice. : 

From his place by the window, the abbe saw Martial vault ' 

into the saddle. But the marquis did not take the road to | 

Montaignac. It was toward the Chateau de Courtomieu that 
he now hastened. I 




DLANCHE'S reason had sustained a frightful shock, when i 

*^ Chupin was obliged to lift and carry her out of Marie- 
Anne's room. But she well-nigh lost consciousness altogether ' 
when she saw the old poacher struck down by her side. How- | 
ever, as will be remembered, Aunt Medea, at least, had some 
energy in her fright. She seized her bewildered niece's arm, 
and by dint of dragging and pushing had her back at the cha- 
teau in much less time than it had taken' them to reach the 
Borderie. It was half-past one in the morning when they 
reached the little garden gate, by which they had left the 
grounds. No one in the chateau had noticed their long absence. 
This was due to several different circumstances. First of all, 
to the precautions which Blanche herself had taken in giving 
orders, before going out, that no one should come to her room, 
on any pretext whatever, unless she rang. Then it also chanced 
to be the birthday of the marquis's valet de chambre, and the 
servants had dined more sumptuously than usual. They had 
toasts and songs over their dessert; and at the finish of the 



THE HONOR OF THE NAME 661 

tepast, ^ley amused tfaiemselves with an improvised ball Thej 
were still dancing when Blanche and her aunt returned. None 
of the doors had yet been secured for the nig^ and the 
pair succeeded in reaching Blanche's room without being 
observed. When the door had been securely closed, and 
there was no longer any fear of listeners, Aunt Medea 
attacked her niece. 

"Now will you explain what happened at the Borderie; and 
wliat you were doing there?" she inquired, in a tosie of unusual 
authority. 

Blanche shuddered. ''Why do you wish to know?" ^le 
asked. 

"Because I suffered agony during the hours I was waiting 
for you in the garden. What was the meaning of those dread- 
ful cries I heard? Why did yon call for help? I heard a 
death-rattle that made my hair stand on end with terror. Why 
did Chupin have to bring you out in" his arms 7" She paused 
lor a moment, and then finding that Blandie did not reply: 
"You don't answer me !" she exclaimed. 

The young marquise was longing to annihilate her dependent 
relative, who might ruin her by a thoughtless word, and whom 
she would ever have beside her — a living memento of her crime. 
However, what should she say? Would it be better to reveal 
the truth, horrible as it was, or to invent same plausible ex- 
planation? If she confessed everything she would place her- 
self at Aunt Medea's mercy. But, on the other hand, if she 
deceived her aunt, it was more than probable that the latter 
would betray her by some involuntary remark when she heard 
of the crime committed at the Borderie? Hence, under the 
-circumstances, the wisest plan, perhaps, would be to sp^ak out 
frankly, to teach her relative her lesson, and try and imbue her 
with some firmness. Having come to this conclusion, Blanche 
disdained all concealment. "Ah, well !" she said, "I was jealous 
of Marie-Anne. I thought she was Martial's mistress. I was 
half-crazed, and I poisoned her." 

She expected a despairing cry, or even a fainting fit, but, 
to her surprise. Aunt Medea merely shed a few tears — such as 
she often wept for any trifle—and exclaimed: "How terrible. 
What if it should be discovered?" In point of fact, stupid as 
the neglected spinster might be, she had guessed the truth be- 
fore she questioned her niece. And not merely wis she pre- 
pared for some such answer, but tfae tyranny she had endured 
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for years had well-nigh destroyed all the real moral sensibility 
she had ever possessed. 

On noting her aunt's comparative composure, Blanche 
breathed more freely. She never imagined that her impover- 
ished relative was already meditating some sort of revenge for 
all the slights heaped on her in past years; but felt quite 
convinced that she could count on Aunt Medea's absolute silence 
and submission. With this idea in her head she began to relate 
all the circumstances of the frightful drama enacted at the 
JBorderie. In so doing she yielded to a desire stronger than 
her own will: to the wild longing that often seizes the most 
hardened criminal, and forces — irresistibly impels him to talk 
of his crimes, even when he distrusts his confidant. But when 
she came to speak of the proofs which had convinced her of 
her lamentable mistake, she suddenly paused in dismay. 

What had she done with the marriage certificate signed by 
the cure of Vigano, and which she remembered holding in her 
hands? She sprang up, and felt in the pocket of her dress. 
Ah, she had it safe. It was there. Without again unfolding 
it she threw it into a drawer, and turned the key. 

Aunt Medea wished to retire to her own room, but Blanche 
entreated her to remain. She was unwilling to be left alone — 
she dared not — she was afraid. And as if she desired to silence 
the inward voice tormenting her, she talked on with extreme 
volubility, repeating again and again that she was ready to do 
anything in expiation of her crime, and vowing that she would 
overcome all impossibilities in her quest for Marie-Anne's child. 
The task was both a difficult and dangerous one, for an open 
search for the child would be equivalent to a confession of 
guilt. Hence, she must act secretly, and with great caution. 
"But I shall succeed," she said. "I will spare no expense." 
And remembering her vow, and her dying victim's threats, she 
added : "I must succeed. I swore to do so, and I was forgiven 
under those conditions." 

In the mean while. Aunt Medea sat listening in astonishment. 
It was incomprehensible to her that her niece, with her dread- 
ful crime still fresh in her mind, could coolly reason, deliberate, 
and make plans for the future. "What an iron will I" thought 
the dependent relative ; but in her bewilderment she quite over- 
looked one or two circumstances that would have enlightened 
any ordinary observer. 

Blanche was seated on her bed with her hair unbound; her 
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eyes were glistening with delirium, and her incoherent words 
and excited gestures betrayed the frightful anxiety that was 
torturing her. And she talked and talked, now narrating, and 
now questioning Aunt Medea, and forcing her to reply, only 
that she might escape from her own thoughts. Morning had 
already dawned, and the servants could be heard bustling about 
the chateau, while Blanche, oblivious of everything around her, 
was still explaining how, in less than a year, she could hope 
to restore Marie-Anne's child to Maurice d'Escorval. She 
paused abruptly in the middle of a sentence. Instinct had sud- 
denly warned her of the danger she incurred in making the 
slightest change in her habits. Accordingly, she sent Aunt 
Medea away; then, at the-usual hour, rang for her maid. It 
was nearly eleven o'clock, and she was just completing her 
toilet, when the ring of the outer bell announced a visitor. Al- 
most immediately her maid, who had just previously left her, 
returned, evidently in a state of great excitement. 

"What is the matter?" inquired Blanche, eagerly. "Who 
has come?" 

"Ah, madame — ^that is, mademoiselle, if. you only knew — " 

'Will you speak?" 

"The Marquis de Sairmeuse is downstairs in the blue 
drawing-room; and he begs mademoiselle to grant him a few 
minutes' conversation." 

Had a thunderbolt riven the earth at her feet, the murderess 
could not have been more terrified. Her first thought was that 
everything had been discovered; for what else could have 
brought Martial there? She almost decided to send word that 
she was not at home, or that she was extremely ill, when reason 
told her that she was perhaps alarming herself needlessly, and 
that in any case the worst was preferable to suspense. "Tell 
the marquis that I will be with him in a moment," she at last 
replied. 

She desired a few minutes solitude to compose her features, 
to regain her self-possession, if possible, and conquer the ner- 
vous trembling that made her shake like a leaf. But in the 
midst of her uneasiness a sudden inspiration brought a malicious 
smile to her lip. "Ah !" she thought, "my agitation will seem 
perfectly natural. It may even be of service." And yet, as she 
descended the grand staircase, she could not help saying to her- 
self : "Martial's presence here is incomprehensible." 

It was certainly very extraordinary; and he himself had not 
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come to Courtornieu without considerable hesitation. Bt^ it 
was the only means he had of procuring severa] important docu- 
ments which were indispensable in the revision of M. d'Escor- 
TaFs case. These documents, after the baron's condemiiationy 
had been left in the Marquis de Courtornieu's hands. Now that 
the latter had gone out of his mind, it was impossible to ask 
him for them; and Martial was obliged to applj to his wife for 
permission to search for them, among her father's papers. He 
had said to himself that morning: "I will carry the baron's 
letters of license to Marie-Anne, and then I will push on to 
Courtornieu." 

He arrived at the Borderie gay and confident, his heart full 
of hope; and found that Marie- Anne was dead. The discovery 
had been a terrible blow for Martial; and his conscience told 
him that he was not free from blame; that he had, at least; 
facilitated the perpetration of the crime. For it was indeed 
he who, by an abuse of influence, had caused Maurice's arrest 
at Turin. But though he was capable of the basest perfidy 
when his love was at stake, he was incapable of virulent ani- 
mosity. Marie-Anne was dead; he had it in his power to re- 
voke the benefits he had conferred, but the thought of doing so 
never once occurred to him. And when Jean and Maurice up- 
braided him, his only revenge was to overwhelm them by his 
magnanimity. When he left the Borderie, pale as a ghost, his 
lips still cold from the kiss still printed on the dead girl's brow, 
he said to himself: "For her sakie, I will go to Courtornieu. In 
memory of her, the baron must be saved." 

By the expression of the servants' faces as he leaped from 
the saddle in the courtyard of the chateau and asked to sec 
Madame Blanche, he was again reminded of the sensation 
which this unexpected visit would necessarily cause. How- 
ever, he cared, little for it. He was passing through a crisis in 
which the mind can conceive no further misfortune, and be- 
comes indifferent to everything. Still he trembled slightly when 
they ushered him into the blue drawing-room. He remem- 
bered the room well, for it was here that Blanche had been' 
wont to receive him in da3rs gone by, when his fancy was 
wavering between her and Marie-Anne. How many pleasant 
hours they had passed together here! He seemed to see 
Blanche again, as she was then, radiant with youth, gay and 
smiling. Her manner was affected, perhaps, hvd still it had 
seemed charming at the time. 
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At this very moment, Blanche entered the room. She looked 
so sad and careworn that her husband scarcely knew her. His 
heart was touched by the look of patient sorrow seemingly 
I stamped upon her features. ''How much you must have suf- 

fered, Blanche/' he murmured, scarcely knowing what he said. 
It cost her an effort to repress her secret joy. She at once 
realized that he knew nothing of her crime; and noting his 
emotion, she perceived the profit she might derive from it. "I 
can never cease to regret having displeased you," she replied, 
in a sad, humble voice. "I shall never be consoled.'' 

She had touched the vulnerable spot in every man's heart 
For there is no man so skeptical, so cold, or so heartless but his 
vanity is not flattered with the thought that a woman is dying 
for his sake. There is no man who is not moved by such a 
flattering idea; and who is not ready and willing to give, at 
least, a tender pity in exchange for such devotion. 

"Is it possible that you could forgive me?" stammered Mar- 
tial. The wily enchantress averted her face as if to prevent 
him from reading in her eyes a weakness of which she felt 
ashamed. This simple gesture was the most eloquent of an- 
swers. But Martial said no more on this subject. He asked 
for permission to inspect M. de Courtornieu's papers with the 
view of finding the documents he required for M. d'Escorval's 
case, and Blanche readily complied with his request. He then 
turned to take his leave, and fearing perhaps the consequences 
, of too formal a promise he merely added: "Since you don't 

forbid it, Blanche, I will return — ^to-morrow — another day." 
However, as he rode back to Montaignac, his thoughts were 
busy. "She really loves me," he mused ; "that pallor, that weari- 
ness could not be feigned. Poor girl I she is my wife, after all. 
The reasons that influenced me in my quarrel with her father 
exist no longer, for the Marquis de Courtornieu may be consid- 
ered as dead." 

All the inhabitants of Sairmeuse were congregated on the 
market-place when Martial rode through the village. They 
had just heard of the murder at the Borderie, and the abbe 
was now closeted with the magistrate, relating as far as he 
could the circumstances of the crime. After a prolonged in- 
quiry, it was eventually reported that a man known as Chupin, 
1 a notoriously bad character, had entered the house of Marie- 

l' Anne Lacheneur, and taken advantage of- her absence to 

I mingle poison with her food; and the said Chupin had been 
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himself assassinated soon after his crime by a certain Balstain, 
whose whereabouts were miknown. 

However, this affair soon interested the district far less than 
the constant visits which Martial was pajring to Madame 
Blanche. Shortly afterward it was rumored that the Marquis 
and the Marquise de Sairmeuse were reconciled ; and indeed a 
few weeks later, they left for Paris with an intention of resid- 
ing there permanently. A day or two after their departure, 
the eldest of the Chupins also announced his determination of 
taking up his abode in the same great city. Some of his friends 
endeavored to dissuade him, assuring him that he would cer- 
tainly die of starvation; but with singular assurance, he re- 
plied : "On the contrary, I have an idea that I shan't want for 
anything as long as I live there." 




TpIME gradually heals all wounds; and its effacing fingers 
•* spare but few traces of events ; which in their season may 
have absorbed the attention of many thousand minds. What 
remained to attest the reality of that fierce whirlwind of passion 
which had swept over the peaceful valley of the Oiselle? Only 
a charred ruin on La Reche, and a grave in the cemetery, on 
which was inscribed: "Marie- Anne Lacheneur, died at the age 
of twenty. Pray for her !" Recent as were the events of which 
that ruin and that gravestone seemed as it were the prologue and 
the epilogue, they were already relegated to the legendary past. 
The peasantry of Sairmeuse had other things to think about — 
the harvest, the weather, their sheep and cattle, and it was only 
a few old men, the politicians of the village, who at times 
turned their attention from agricultural incidents to remember 
the rising of Montaignac. Sometimes, during the long winter 
evenings, when they were gathered together at the local hos- 
telry of the Boeuf Couronne, they would lay down their greasy 
cards and gravely discuss the events of the past year. And 
they never failed to remark that almost all the actors of that 
Moody drama at Montaignac had« in common pariance, "come 
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to a bad end." The victors and the vanquished seemed to en- 
counter the same fate. Lacheneur had been beheaded; Chan- 
louineau, shot; Marie- Anne, poisoned; and Chupin, the traitor, 
the Due de Sairmeuse's spy, stabbed to death. It was true that 
the Marquis de Courtornieu lived, or rather survived, but death 
would have seemed a mercy in comparison with such a total 
annihilation of intelligence. He had fallen below the level of 
a brute beast, which at least is endowed with instinct. Since 
his daughter's departure he had been ostensibly cared for by 
two servants, who did not allow him to give them much 
trouble, for whenever they wished to go out they complacently 
confined him, not in his room, but in the back cellar, so as 
to prevent his shrieks and ravings from being heard . out- 
side. If some folks supposed for a while that the Sairmeuses 
would escape the fate of the others, they were grievously mis- 
taken, for it was not long before the curse fell upon them 
as well. 

One'fine December morning, the duke left the chateau to 
take part in a wolf-hunt in the neighborhood. At nightfall, his 
horse returned, panting, covered with foam, and riderless. 
What had become of his master? A search was instituted at 
once, and all night long a score of men, carrying torches, wan- 
dered through the woods, shouting and calling at the top of 
their voices. Five days went by, and the search for the missing 
man was almost abandoned, when a shepherd lad, pale with 
fear, came to the chateau to tell the steward that he had dis- 
covered the Due de Sairmeuse's body — lying all bloody and 
mangled at the foot of a precipice. It seemed strange that so 
excellent a rider should have met with such a fate; and there 
might have been some doubt as to its being an accident, had it 
not been for the explanation given by several of his grace's 
grooms. "The duke was riding an exceedingly vicious beast," 
these men remarked. "She was always taking fright and shying 
at everything." 

A few days after this occurrence Jean Lacheneur left the 
neighborhood. This singular fellow's conduct had caused con- 
siderable comment. When Marie-Anne died, although he was 
her natural heir, he at first refused to have anything to do with 
her property. "I don't want to take anjrthing that came to her 
through Chanlouineau," he said to every one right and left, thus 
slandering his sister's memory, as he had slandered her when 
alive. Then, after a short absence from the district, and with- 
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oot any apparent reason, he suddenly changed his mind. He 
not only accepted the property, hot made all possible haste to 
obtain possession of it He excused his past conduct as best 
he could ; but if he was to be believed, instead of acting in his 
own interest, he was merely carrying his sister's wishes into 
cflFect, for he over and over again declared that whatever price 
her property might fetch not a sou of its value would go into 
his own podcets. This much is certain, as soon as he obtained 
legal possession of the estate, he sold it, troubling himself but 
Uttle as to the price he received, provided the purchasers paid 
cash. However, he reserved the sumptuous furniture of the 
room on the upper floor of the Borderie and burnt it — ^from 
the bedstead to the curtains and the carpet — one evening in the 
little garden in front of the house. This singular act became 
the talk of the neighborhood, and the villagers universally 
opined that Jean had lost his head. Those who hesitated to 
agree with this opinion, expressed it a short time afterward, 
when it became known that Jean Lacheneur had engaged him- 
self with a company of strolling players who stopped at Mon- 
taignac for a few days. The young fellow had both good 
advice and kind friends. M. d'Escorval and the abbe had ex- 
erted all their eloquence to induce him to return to Paris, and 
complete his studies; but in vain. 

The priest and the baron no longer had to conceal themselves. 
Thanks to Martial de Sairmeuse, they were now installed, the 
former at the parsonage and the latter at Escorval, as in days 
gone by. Acquitted at his new trial, reinstalled in possession 
of his property, reminded of his frightful fall only by a slight 
limp, the baron would have deemed himself a fortunate man 
had it not been for his great anxiety on his son's account. Poor 
Maurice ! The nails that secured Marie- Anne's coffin ere it was 
lowered into the sod seemed to have pierced his heart; and his 
very life now seemed dependent on the h<^ of finding his 
child. Relying already on the Abbe Midon's protection and as- 
sistance, he had confessed everything to his father, and had 
even confided his secret to Corporal Bavois, who was now an 
honored guest at Escorval; and all three had promised him 
their best assistance. But the task was a difficult one, and 
such chances of success as might have existed were greatly 
diminished by Maurice's determination that Marie-Anne's name 
should not be mentioned in prosecuting the search. In this he 
acted very differently to Jean. The latter slandered his mnr- 
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dered sister ri^ht aod IrU^ wfaik Maurice aeduiomly smtght to 
prevent her metaory beti^ tarnished. 

The Abbe Midon did not seek to tarn Maurice from his idea. 
^'We shall succeed all the same/' he saad idndiy; ''with time 
and patience any mystery can be solved." He divided the de- 
partment into a certain number of districts; and one of tte 
little band went day by day from house to house questioning 
the inmates, in the most cautious manner, for fear of arousing 
suspicion; for a peasant becomes intractable if his suspicions 
are but once aroused. However, weeks went by, and still the 
quest was fruitless. Maurice was losing all hope. "My child 
must have died on connng into the world," he said, again and 
again. 

But the abbe reassured him. ''I am morally certain that such 
was not the case," he replied. "By Marie-Anne's absence I 
can tell pretty nearly the date of her child's birth. I saw her 
after her recovery; she was comparatively gay and smiling. 
Draw your own conclusions." 

"And yet there isn't a nook or corner for miles round which 
we haven't explored." 

"True; but we must extend the circle of our investigations." 

The priest was now only striving to gain time, which, as he 
knew full well, is the sovereign balm lor sorrow. His con- 
fidence had been very great at first, but it had sensibly dimia- 
ished since he had questioned an old woman, who had the repu- 
tation of being one of the greatest gossips of the community. 
On being skilfully catechised by the abbe, this worthy dame 
replied that she knew nothing of such a child, but that there 
must be one in the neighborhood, as this was the third time 
she had been questioned on the subject. Intense as was his sur- 
prise, the abbe succeeded in concealing it He set the ofc! 
gossip talking, and after two hours' conversation, he arrived at 
the conclusion that two persons in addition to Maurice were 
searching for Marie-Anne's child. Who Ihese persons were, 
and what their aim was, were points which the abbe failed to 
elucidate. ^Ah," thought he, "after ali, rascals have their use 
on earth. If we only had a man like Gaupin to set on the 
trail 1" 

The old poacher was dead, however, aod his eldest son— the 
one who knew Blanche's secret — ^was in Paris. Only tiie widow 
and the second son remained at Sairmense. They had not, as 
yet^ succeeded in discovering the twenty thousaiul fimncs, Imt 
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the fever for gold was still burning in their veins, and they 
persisted in their search. From mom till night the mother and 
son toiled on, until the earth round their hut had been fully 
explored to the depth of six feet. However, a peasant passed 
by one day and made a remark which suddenly caused them 
to abandon their search. "Really, my boy," he said, addressing 
young Chupin, "I didn't think you were such a fool as to per- 
sist in bird's-nesting after the chick was hatched and had flown. 
Your brother in Paris can no doubt tell you where the treas- 
ure was concealed." 

"Holy Virgin! you're right!" cried the younger Chupin. 
"Wait till I get money enough to take me to Paris, and 
we'll see." 




MARTIAL DE SAIRMEUSE'S unexpected visit to the 
Chateau de Courtomieu had alarmed Aunt Medea even 
more than it had alarmed Blanche. In five minutes, more 
ideas passed through the dependent relative's mind than during 
the last five years. In fancy she already saw the gendarmes 
at the chateau; her niece arrested, confined in the Montaignac 
prison, and brought before the Assize Court. She might her- 
self remain quiet if that were all there was to fear! But 
suppose she was compromised, suspected of complicity as 
well, dragged before the judges, and even accused of being 
the only culprit! At this thought her anxiety reached a 
climax, and finding the suspense intolerable, she ventured 
downstairs. She stole on tiptoe into the great ballroom, and 
applying her ear to the keyhole of the door leading into the 
blue salon, she listened attentively to Blanche and Martial's 
conversation. What she heard convinced her that her fears 
were groundless. She drew a long breath, as if a mighty 
burden had been lifted from her breast. But a new idea, 
which was to grow, flourish, and bear fruit, had just taken 
root in her mind. When Martial left the room, she at once 
opened the door by which she was standing, and entered the 
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falne reception-room, thus admitting as it were ^at she had 
been a listener. Twentj-four hours earlier she would aot 
eren have dreamed of oonmttting such an audacious act. 
'*WelI," she exclaimed, "Blanche, we were frightened for 

nothing.'* 

Blanche did not reply. The young marquise was weighing 

in her mind the probable consequences oi all these events 

. which had succeeded each other with such manrelous rapidity. 

"Perhaps the hour of my revenge is nigh," she murmured, 

as if commiming with herself. 

^What do you say?" inquired Aunt Medea, with evident 
curiosity. 

"I say, aunt, that in less than a month I shall he the Mar- 
quese de Sairmeuse in reality as well as in name. My husband 
will return to me, and then— <A1 then." 

"God grant it!" said Aunt Medea, hypocritically. In her 
secret heart she had but scant faith in this prediction, and 
cared very little ¥^ether it was realized or not. However, 
ta that low tone which accomplices habitually employ, she 
ventured to add: "If what you say proves true, it will only 
be another proof that your jealousy led you astray; and that — 
that what you did at the Borderie was a perfectly unnecessary 
act." 

Such had indeed been Blanche's opinion ; but now she shook 
her head, and gloomily replied: "You are wrong; what took 
place at the Borderie has brought my husband back to me 
again. I understand everything now. It is true that Marie- 
Anne was not his mistress; but he loved her. He loved her, 
and her repulses only increased his passion. It was for her 
sake that he. abandoned me; and while she lived he would 
never have thought of me. His emotion on seeing me was 
the remnant of an emotion which she had awakened. His 
tenderness was only the expression of his grief. Whatever 
happens, I shall only have her leavings — the leavings of what 
she disdained!" The young marquise spoke bitterly, her eyes 
flashed, and she stamped her foot as she added: "So I shan^t 
regret what I have done! no, never — never!" As she spoke 
she felt herself again brave and determined. 

But the horrible fears assailed her when the inquiry into the 
circumstances of the murder commenced. Officials had been 
sent from Montaignac to investigate the affair. They exam- 
ined a host of witnesses, and there was even some talk of 
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sending to Paris for one of those detectives skilled in unravel- 
ing all the mysteries of crime. This prospect quite terrified 
Aunt Medea; and her fear was so apparent that it caused 
Blanche great anxiety. "You will end by betraying us/' she 
remarked, one evening. 

"Ah! I can't control my fears." 

"If that is the case, don't leave your room," 

"It would be more prudent, certainly." 

"You can say you are not well; your meals shall be served 
you upstairs." 

Aunt Medea's face brightened. In her heart, she was 
delighted. It had long been her dream and ambition to have 
her meals served in her own room, in bed in the morning and 
on a little table by the fire in the evening; but as yet she had 
never been able to realize this fancy. On two or three oc- 
casions, feeling slightly indisposed, she had asked to have 
her breakfast brought to her room, but her request had each 
time been harshly refused. "If Aunt Medea is hungry, she 
will come downstairs, and take her place at the table as 
usual," had been Blanche's imperious reply. 

It was hard, indeed, to be treated in this way in a chateau 
where there were always a dozen servants idling about. But 
now, in obedience to the young marquise's formal orders, the 
head cook himself came up every morning into Aunt Medea's 
room, to receive her instructions; and she was at perfect 
liberty to dictate each day's bill of fare, and to order the 
particular dishes she preferred. This change in the dependent 
relative's situation awakened many strange thoughts in her 
mind, and stifled such regret as she had felt for the crime at 
the Borderie. Still both she and her niece followed the inquiry 
which had been set on foot with a keen interest. They ob- 
tained all the latest information concerning the investigation 
through the butler of the chateau, who seemed much inter- 
ested in the case, and who had won the good-will of the 
Montaignac police agents, by making them familiar with the 
contents of his wine cellar. It was from this major-domo 
that Blanche and her aunt learned that all suspicions pointed 
to the deceased Chupin, who had been seen prowling round 
about the Borderie on the very night the crime was com- 
mitted. This testimony was given by the same young peasant 
who had warned Jean Lacheneur of the old poacher's doings. 
As regards the motive of the crime, fully a score of persons 
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had keacd dniptn deckre that he ^lonld never enjoy waj 
peace of nAad. as kmg a» a anigle Lachenetir was left^ on 
earth. Sa thns it haffttxied that Ihe very incidents which 
ntffhl have rained Blanch^ saved her; and she really came 
tD eonsidier the aU poadMr'» death as a providential occur- 
renee, for she at least had no reason to suspect tiiat he had 
revealed her secret before expmng. When tfie butler told 
her that the magistrate and police agents had returned to 
Montaignac, she could scaredy concea) her yoy; and' drawing 
a long breath of relief, she turned toward Aunt Medea wrdi 
the remark : "Ah, now tere^s nothing more to he feared." 

She had, indeed^ escaped the luslice e4 man ; htrt the justice 
•I God renBained. A few weeks prevfoosfy the thought of 
divine retribution would perhaps have made Blanche smile, 
fcHT she then considered the punishment of Providence as an 
iaaaginary evil, invented to hold timorous mnid!? in check. On 
the morning that fdlowed her crime, awd alter her long 
raadoffla talk with Aunt Medea,, die almost shrugged h^ 
sheulders ai! the thought of Marie-Aane's dying threats. She 
remembered her promise; and yet; despite all she had said, 
she did not intend to fulfid it. After careful* consideration, she 
had coaae to the conclusion ticat in trying to find the mtssit^ 
child she would expose herself to terrible rv^s; and on the 
other hand she felt certain tiiat the chrMi'* father would dts- 
oaver it. So she dismissed the matter from her ramd, and 
duefly busied hcrseM with what Martial had said during h» 
visit, and the prospect that presented itself of a rcconctliation. 

But ^e wa» destined to reatrze tise power of her victim's 
threats that same night. Worm out with fatigue, she retired 
to her oiwn room at an early hour, and jumped into Bed, ex- 
claiimng; "I must sleep T But ^eep* had fled. Her crime 
was ever in her thoiights; and rose before her m aH its horror 
and atrocity. She knew that she was lying on her bed, at 
Courtornieu; and yd it seemed as if slie were still in Chan- 
louincau's bouse, first pouring* out the poison, and then watch- 
ing Its effects, while concealed m the* dre96ing-r«iom. She was 
struggling against the idea; exerting all her strength of wilt 
to drive away these terrible memoriesv when she imagmed 
she heard the key torn in die lock. Raising her head from the 
pillow with a start, she fancied she CDu!d perceive the door 
opes notaelessty,. and then Marie-Anne gfided inta the room 
Vkt a fantum. She seated herself jn an anachan- near the 
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bed» and while the tears rolled down her cheeks, she looked ^ 

sadly yet threateningly around her. The murderess hid her 
face under the counterpane. She shivered with terror, and a 
cold sweat escaped from every pore in her skin. For this 
seemed no mere apparition, but the frightful reality itself. 
Blanche did not submit to these tortures without resisting. 
Making a vigorous effort, she tried to reason with herself 
aloud, as if the sound of her voice would reassure her. "I 
am dreaming!" she said. "The dead don't return to life. To 
think that I'm childish enough to be frightened at fantoms 
which only exist in my own imagination." 

She said this^ but the vision did not fade. When she shut 
her eyes the fantom still faced her— even through her closed 
eyelids, and through the coverlids drawn up over her face. 
Say what she would, she did not succeed in sleeping till day- 
break. And, worst of all, night after night, the same vision 
haunted her, reviving the terror which she forgot during the 
daytime in the broad sunlight. For she would regain her 
courage and become skeptical again as soon as the morning 
broke. "How foolish it is to be afraid of something that does 
not exist !" she would remark, railing at herself. "To-night I 
will conquer this absurd weakness." But when evening came 
all her resolution vanished, and scarcely had she retired to 
her room than the same fears seized hold of her, and the same 
fantom rose before her eyes. She fancied that her nocturnal 
agonies would cease when the investigation ancnt the murder 
was over — ^that she would forget both her crime and promise; 
but the inquiry finished, and yet the same vision haunted her, 
and she did not forget. Darwin has remarked that it is when 
their safety is assured that great criminals really feel remorse, 
and Blanche might have vouched for the truth of this as- 
sertion, made by the deepest thinker and closest observer 
of the age. 

And yet her sufferings, atrocious as they were, did not in- 
duce her for one moment to abandon the plan she had formed 
on the occasion of Martial's visit. She played her part so 
well that, moved with pity, if not with love, he returned to 
see her frequently, and at last, one day, besought her to allow 
him to remain. But even this triumph did not restore her 
peace of mind. For between her and her husband rose the 
dreadful vision of Marie-Anne's distorted features. She knew 
only too well that Martial had no love to give her, and that 
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she would never have the slightest influence over him. And 
to crown her already intolerable sufferings came an incident 
which filled her with dismay. Alluding one evening to Marie- 
Anne's death, Martial forgot himself, and spoke of his oath 
of vengeance. He deeply regretted that Chupin was dead, he 
said, for he should have experienced an intense delight in 
making the wretch who murdered her die a lingering death 
in the midst of the most frightful tortures. As he spoke his 
voice vibrated with still powerful passion, and Blanche, in 
terror asked herself what would be her fate if her husband 
ever discovered that she was the culprit— and he might dis- 
cover it Now it was that she began to regret she had not 
kept her promise; and she resolved to commence the search 
for Marie-Anne's child. But to do this effectually it was 
essential she should be in a large city — ^in Paris, for instance — 
where she could procure discreet and skilful agents. Thus it 
was necessary to persuade Martial to remove to the capital. 
But with the Due de Sairmeuse's assistance she did not find 
this a very difficult task; and one morning, with a radiant 
face, she informed Aunt Medea that she and her husband 
would leave Courtomieu at the end of the coming week. 

In the midst of her anxiety, Blanche had failed to notice 
that Aunt Medea was no longer the same. The change in the 
dependent relative's tone and manner had, it is true, been a 
gradual one; it had not struck the servants, but it was none 
the less positive and real, and now it showed itself continually. 
For instance, the ofttime tyrannized-over chaperon no longer 
trembled when any one spoke to her, as formerly had been 
her wont, and there was occasionally a decided ring of inde- 
pendence in her voice. If visitors were present, she had been 
used to remain modestly in the background, but now she drew 
her chair forward, and unhesitatingly took part in the con- 
versation. At table, she gave free expression to her prefer- 
ences and dislikes; and on two or three occasions she had 
ventured to differ from her niece in opinion, and had even 
been so bold as to question the propriety of some of her orders. 
One day, moreover, when Blanche was going out, she asked 
Aunt Medea to accompany her; but the latter declared she 
had a cold, and remained at home. And, on the following 
Sunday, although Blanche did not wish to attend vespers. 
Aunt Medea declared her intention of going; and as it rained 
she requested the coachman to harness the horses to the car- 
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liage, wfakh was done. AH these little incidents could have 
beea nothing separately, but taken together they plainly showed 
diat the once hnmbie chaperon's character had changed. When 
her niece announced that she and Martial were about to leave 
the neighborhood, Aunt Medea was greatly surprised, for the 
project had never been discussed in her presence. *What! 
you arc going away," she repeated; "you are leaving Cour- 
lornieu ?" 

"And without regret." 

••And where are you going to, pray?" 

"To Paris. We shall reside there permanently; thafe 
decided. The capital's the proper place for my husband, and, 
with his name, fortimc, talents and the king's favor, he will 
secure a high position there. He will repurchase the Hotel 
de Sairmeuse, and furnish it magnificently, so that we shal! 
have a princely establishment." 

Aunt Medea's expression plainly indicated that she was suf- 
fering all Ihe tonnents of envy. "And what is to become 
of me?" she asked, in plaintive tones. 

"You — aunt! You will remain here; you will be mistress 
of the chateau. A trustworthy person must remain to watch 
over my poor father. You will be happy and contented here, 
I hope." 

But no; Aimt Medea did not seem satisfied. "I shall never 
have courage to stay all alone in this great chateau," she 
i/diined. 

"You foolish woman! won't you have the servants, the gar- 
deners, and the concierge to protect you?" 

"That makes no difference. I am afraid of insane people. 
When the marquis began to rave and howl this evening, I felt 
as if I should go mad myself." 

Blanche shrugged her shoulders. "What do you wish then?** 
she asked sarcastically. 

"I thought — I wondered — if you wouldn't take me with you.'^ 

"To Paris I You are crazy, I do believe. What would you 
do there?" 

"Blanche, I entreat you, I beseech you, to do so !" 

"Impossible, aunt, impossible l" 

Aunt Medea seemed to be in despair. ^And what if I told 
you that I can't remain here-Hrhat I dare not— that I should 
die!" 

BlajKhe flcnAied wi«h invpstieRce. "¥<« weary me beyond 
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endurance/' she said roughly. And with a gesture that in- 
creased the harshness of her words, she added: "If Courtomieu 
displeases you so much, there is nothing to prevent you from 
seeking a home more to your taste. You are free and of age." 

Aunt Medea turned very pale, and bit her lips. 'That is to 
say/' she said at last, "that you allow me to take my choice 
between dying of fear at G)urtomieu and ending my days in 
a hospital. Thanks, my niece, thanks. That is like you. I 
expected nothing less from you. Thanks!" She raised her 
head, and her once humble eyes gleamed in a threatening fash- 
ion. "Very well! this decides me/' she continued. "I en- 
treated you, and you brutally refused my request, so now I 
command you and I say, 1 will go !' Yes, I intend to go with 
you to Paris — and I shall go. Ah ! so it surprises you to hear 
poor, meek, much-abused Aunt Medea speak like this; but I've 
endured a great deal in silence for a long time, and now I 
rebel. My life in this house has been like life in hell. It is 
true you've given me shelter — fed and lodged me, but you've 
taken my entire life in exchange. What servant ever endured 
what I've had to endure? Have you ever treated one of your 
maids as you have treated me — your own flesh and blood? And 
I have had no wages; on the contrary, I was expected to be 
grateful since I lived by your tolerance. Ah, you have made 
me pay dearly for the crime of being poor. How you have 
insulted me — ^humiliated me — ^trampled me under foot!" 

The rebellious chaperon paused again. The bitter rancor 
which had been accumulating in her heart for years fairly 
choked her; but after a moment she resumed in a tone of 
irony : "You ask me what / should do in Paris ? I should enjoy 
myself, like you. You will go to court, to the play — ^into soci- 
ety, won't you? Very well, I will accompany you. I will attend 
these fetes. I will have handsome toilets, too. I have rarely 
seen myself in an3rthing but shabby black woolen dresses. Have 
you ever thought of giving me the pleasure of possessing a 
handsome dress? Twice a year, perhaps, you have given me 
a black silk, recommending me to take good care of it. But 
it was not for my sake that you went to this expense. It was 
for your own sake, and in order that your poor relation should 
do honor to your generosity. You dressed me in it, like you 
put your lackeys in livery, through vanity. And I endured 
all this; I made myself insignificant and humble; and when I 
was buffeted on one cheek, I offered the other. For after all 
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I must live — ^I must have food. And you, Blanche, how often 
you have said to me so that I might do your bidding, 'You 
must obey me if you wish to remain at Courtornieu !' And I 
obeyed you — I was forced to obey, as I didn't know where else 
to go. Ah ! you have abused my poverty in every way ; but now 
my turn has come !" 

Blanche was so amazed that she could scarcely articulate a 
syllable, and it was in a scarcely audible voice that at last 
she faltered: "I don't understand you, aunt; I don't under- 
stand you." 

The poor dependent shrugged her shoulders as her niece had 
done a few moments before. "In that case," said she slowly, 
*^ may as well tell you, that since you have made me your 
accomplice against my will, we must share everything in com- 
mon. I share the danger; so I will share the pleasure. Sup- 
pose everything should be discovered? Do you ever think of 
that? Yes, I've no doubt you do, and that's why you are seek- 
ing diversion. Very well I I desire diversion also, so I shall go 
to Paris with you." 

With a desperate effort Blanche managed to regain some 
degree of self-possession. "And if I still said no?" she coldly 
queried. 

^But you won't say no." 

"And why not, if you please?'' 

"Because—-" 

"Will you go to the authorities and denounce me?" 

Aunt Medea shook her head. "I am not such a fool," she 
retorted. "I should only compromise myself. No. I shouldn't 
do that; but I might, perhaps, tell your husband what hap- 
pened at the Borderie." 

Blanche shuddered. No other threat could have had such 
influence over her. "You shall accompany us, aunt," said she; 
**! promise it." And then in a gentle voice she added: "But 
it's quite unnecessary to threaten me. You have been cruel, 
aunt, and at the same time unjust. If you have been un- 
happy in our house, you have only yourself to blame. Why 
haven't you ever said anything? I attributed your complais- 
ance to your affection for me. How was I to know that a 
woman so quiet and modest as yourself longed for fine dresses. 
Confess that it was impossible. Had I known — But rest easy, 
aunt, I will atone for my neglect." And as Aunt Medea, hav- 
ing obtained all she desired, stammered an excuse, "Non- 
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sense!'* rejoined Blanche; "let us forget this foolish quarrel. 
You forgive me, don't you ?" And the two ladies embraced each 
other with the greatest effusion, like two friends united after a 
misunderstanding. 

Neither of them, however, was in the least degree deceived by 
this mock reconciliation. "It will be best for me to keep on the 
alert," thought the dependent relative. "God only knows with 
what joy my dear niece would send me to join Marie-Anne." 

Perhaps a similar thought flitted through Blanche's mind. 
"I'm bound to this dangerous, perfidious creature forever now," 
she reflected. "I'm no longer my own mistress; I belong to 
her. When she commands me, I must obey, no matter what 
may be her fancy — and she has forty years' humiliation and 
servitude to avenge." The prospect of such a life made the 
young marquise tremble; and she racked her brain to discover 
some way of freeing herself from such intolerable thraldom. 
Would it be possible to induce Aunt Medea to live independ- 
ently in her own house, served by her own servants? Might 
she succeed in persuading this silly old woman, who still longed 
for finery, to marry ? A handsome marriage portion will always 
attract a husband. However, in either case, Blanche would 
require money — a large sum of money, which no one must be 
in a position to claim an account of. With this idea she took 
possession of over two hundred and fifty thousand francs, in 
bank-notes and coin, belonging to her father, and put away in 
one of his private drawers. This sum represented the Marquis 
de Courtomieu's savings during the past three years. No one 
knew he had laid it aside, except his daughter; and now that 
he had lost his reason, Blanche could take it for her own use 
without the slightest danger. "With this," thought she, "I can 
enrich Aunt Medea whenever I please without having recourse 
to Martial." 

After these incidents there was a constant exchange of deli- 
cate attentions and fulsome affection between the two ladies. 
It was "my dearest little aunt," and "my dearly beloved niece," 
from morning until night ; and the gossips of the neighborhood, 
who had often commented on the haughty disdain with which 
Blanche treated her relative, would have found abundant food 
for comment had they known that during the journey to Paris 
Aunt Medea was protected from the possibility of cold by a 
mantle lined with costly fur, exactly like the marquise's own, 
and that instead of traveling in the cumbersome berlin with 
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the servants, she had a seat in the postchaise with the Marquis i 

de Sairmeuse and his wife. 

Before their departure Martial had noticed the gneat change 
which had come over Aunt Medea and the many attentions ' 

which his wife lavished on her, and one day, when be was alone 
with Blanche, he exclaimed in a tone of good-natured raillery: 
''What's the meaning of all this attachment? We shall finish 
by encasing this precious aunt in cotton, shan't we?" i 

Blanche trembled and flushed. "I love good Aunt Medea so I 

much !" said she. "I never can forget all the affection and ; 

devotion she lavished on me when I was so unhappy." 

It was such a plausible explanation that Martial took no 
further notice of the matter; and, indeed, just then his mind 
was fully occupied. The agent he had despatdied to Paris ia 
advance, to ptffchase the Hotel de Sairmeuse, if it were pos- 
sible, had written asking the marquis to hasten his journey, as 
there was some difficulty about concluding the bargain. "Plague 
take the fellow!" angrily said Martial on receiving this news. 
"He is quite stupid enough to let this opportunity, which we've 
been waiting for during the last ten years, slip through his 
fingers. I shan't find any pleasure in Paris if I can't own our 
old residence." 

He was so impatient to reach the capital that, on liie second 
day of their journey, he declared that if he were alone he would 
travel all night. "Do so now," said Blanche graciously;."! don't 
feel the least tired, and a night of travel does not frighten me." 
So they journeyed on without stopping, and the next morning 
at about nine o'clock they alighted at the Hotel Menrioe. 

Martial scarcely took time to eat his breakfast. "I must go 
and see my agent at once,** he said as he hurried orff. "I wiH 
soon be back." Two hours afterward he reappeared with a 
radiant face. "My agent was a simpleton," he exclaimed. "He 
was afraid to write me word that a man, on whom the con- 
clusion of the sale depends, requires a bonus of fifty thousand 
francs. He shall have it and welcome." Then, in a tone of 
gallantry, habitual to him whenever he addressed his wife, he 
added : ^Tt only remains for me to sign the papers, liut I won't 
do so unless the liouse suits 70U. If you are trot too tired, I 
would lite you to visit it at once. Time poresaes, ami we have 
many compctitorB." 

This visit was, of course, one of pore form^ \nA Blanche 
would have been liard to please if she had oat been satisfied 
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-wifh ihis mansion, tlien one of the most magnificent «i Paris, 
with a monumental entrance facing the Rue de Crenelle St. 
Germain and large tsnbrageous gardens, extending to the Rue 
dc Vaiennes. Unfortunately, this superb dwelling had not been 
occupied for several years, and required considerable repair. 
"It will take at least six months to restore ever3rthing," said 
Mattial, "perhaps more; though m three montiis, possibly, a 
portion of it might be arranged very comfortably/' 

"It would he living rn one's -own house, at least," observed 
Blanche, divining her husband's "wishes. 

"Ah ! then you agree with me ! In that case, you may rest 
Bssured that I will «3cpedite matters as swiftly as possible." 

In spite, or rather by reason of his immense fortune, the 
Marquis de Sairmeuse knew that one is never so well, nor so 
quickly, served as when one serves one's self, and so he re- 
solved to take the matter into his own hands. He conferred 
with iht architect, interviewed the contractors, and hurried on 
Hie workmen. A:s soon as he was up in the morning he started 
out "withottt: waiting for 'breakfast, and seldom returned before 
dinner. Although Blanche was compelled to pass most of her 
time indoors, on account n/ the bad weather, she was not in- 
clined to complain. Her journey, the unaccustomed sights and 
sounds trf Paris, the novelty of Rfe in a hotel, all combined to 
divert "her thoughts from herself. She forgot her fears, a sort 
of "haze enveloped the terrible scene at the Borderie, and the 
clamors of conscience were sinking into faint whispers. Indeed 
the past seemed fading away, and she was beginning to enter- 
tain hopes of a new and better life, when one day a servant 
knocked at the door and said : "There is a man downstairs who 
wishes to speak with madame." 




TJLANCHE was reclining on a sofa listening to a new bodk 

which Aunt Medea was reading aloud, and she did not even 

raise her head as the servant delivered his message. '"A man?" 

she said carelessly; "what man?" She was expecting no one; 

8— Vol. 2 
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it must be one of the assistants or overseers employed by 
Martial. 

"I can't inform madame who he is," replied the servant. "He 
is quite young; he is dressed like a peasant, and is, perhaps, 
seeking a place." 

"It is probably the marquis he wishes to see." 

"Madame will excuse me, but he particularly said that he 
wished to speak with her." 

"Ask his name and business then. Go on, aunt," she added; 
"we have been interrupted in the most interesting part." 

But Aunt Medea had not time to finish the page before the 
servant returned. "The man says madame will understand his 
business when she hears his name." 

"And his name?" 

"Chupin." 

It seemed as if a bombshell had burst into the room. Aunt 
Medea dropped her book with a shriek, and sank back, half 
fainting in her chair. Blanche sprang up with a face as color- 
less as her white cashmere morning dress, her eyes dazed, and 
her lips trembling. "Chupin," she repeated, as if she almost 
hoped the servant would tell her she had not understood him 
correctly; "Chupin!" Then, angrily, she added: "Tell this man 
I won't see him, I won't see him, do you hear?" But before 
the servant had time to bow and retire, the young marquise 
changed her mind. "One moment," said she; "on reflection I 
think I will see him. Bring him up." 

The servant then withdrew, and the two ladies looked at each 
other in silent consternation. "It must be one of Chupin's sons," 
faltered Blanche at last. 

"No doubt; but what does he desire." 

"Money, probably." 

Aunt Medea raised her eyes to heaven. "God grant that he 
knows nothing of your meetings with his father !" said she. 

"You are not going to despair in advance, are you, aunt? 
We shall know everything in a few minutes. Pray remain 
calm. Turn your back to us; look out of the window into the 
street and don't let him see your face." 

Blanche was not deceived. This unexpected visitor was in- 
deed Chupin's eldest son; the one to whom the dying poacher 
had confided his secret. Since his arrival in Paris, the young 
fellow had been running in every direction, inquiring every- 
where and of everybody for the Marquis de Sairmeuse's address. 
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At last he obtained it; and he lost no time in presenting him- 
self at the Hotel Meurice. He was now awaiting the result of 
his application at the entrance downstairs, where he stood whis- 
tling, with his hands in his pockets, when the servant returned 
and bade him follow. Chupin obeyed; but the servant, who 
was on fire with curiosity, loitered by the way in hope of 
obtaining from this country youth some explanation of the 
surprise, not to say fright, with which Madame de Sairmeuse 
had greeted the mention of his name. "I don't say it to flatter 
you, my boy/' he remarked, ''but your name produced a great 
effect on madame." The prudent peasant carefully concealed 
the joy he felt on receiving this information. "How does she 
happen to know you?" continued the servant "Are you both 
from the same place?" 

"I am her foster-brother." 

The servant did not believe this reply for a moment, and as 
they had now reached the marquise's apartment, he opened the 
door and ushered Chupin into the room. The latter had pre- 
pared a little story beforehand, but he was so dazzled by the 
magnificence around him that for a moment he stood motionless 
with staring eyes and gaping mouth. His wonder was increased 
by a large mirror opposite the door, in which he could survey 
himself from head to foo^ and by the beautiful flowers on the 
carpet, which he feared to crush with his heavy boots. 

After a moment, Blanche decided to break the silence. 
"What do you want of me?" she asked. 

In a rambling fashion young Chupin then explained that he 
had been obliged to leave Sairmeuse on account of the numerous 
enemies he had there, that he had been unable to find his 
father's hidden treasure, and that he was consequently without 
resources. 

"That'll do," interrupted Blanche, and then in far from a 
friendly manner, she remarked: "I don't at all understand why 
you should apply to me. You and all the rest of your family 
have an3rthing but an enviable reputation at Sairmeuse; still, 
as you are from that part of the country, I am willing to aid 
you a little on condition you don't apply to me again." 

Chupin listened to this homily with a half crii^ng, half im* 
pudent air ; but when Blanche had finished he raised his head, 
and proudly said: "I don't ask for alms." 

"What do ask for. then?" 

"My dues." 
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Blanche's heart sank, and yet she had courage enough to 
glance disdainfully at Chupin, and reply : "What ! do I owe you 
anything?" 

"You don't oWe me anything personally, madame; but you 
owe a heavy debt to my deceased father. Whose service did 
he perish in? Poor old man! he loved you devotedly. His 
last words were about you. 'A terrible thing has just happened 
at the Borderie, my boy/ said he. The young marquise hated 
Marie-Anne, and she has poisoned her. If it hadn't been for 
me she would have been lost. I am about to die, so let the 
whole blame rest on me; for it won't hurt me when I'm under 
the sod, and it will save the young lady. And by and by she 
will reward you; so that as long as you keep the secret you 
will want for nothing.'" Great as was young Chupin's im- 
pudence he paused abruptly, amazed by the air of perfect com- 
posure with which Blanche listened to him. In face of such 
wonderful dissimulation he almost doubted the truth of his 
father's story. 

The marquise's self-possession was indeed surprising. She 
felt that if she once yielded she would always be at this wretch's 
mercy, as she already was at Aunt Medea's. "In other words," 
said she calmly, "you accuse me of having murdered Mademoi- 
selle Lacheneur; and you threaten to denounce me if I don't 
yield to your demands." Chupin nodded his head in acquies- 
cence. "Very well !" added Blanche, "since that's the case, you 
may go." 

It seemed, indeed, that by audacity she might win this dan- 
gerous game on which her future peace depended. Chupin, 
greatly abashed, was standing before her undecided what course 
to pursue, when Aunt Medea, who was listening by the window, 
turned in affright, exclaiming: "Blanche! your husband — Mar- 
tial ! He is coming !" 

The game was lost. Blanche fancied her husband entering and 
finding Chupin there, conversing with him, and so discovering 
everything! Her brain whirled; she yielded. Hastily thrust- 
ing her purse into Chupin's hand, she dragged him through an 
inner door to the servants' staircase. "Take this," she said in 
a hoarse whisper. "I will see you again. And not a word — 
not a word to my husband, remember !" 

She had been wise to yield in time. When she returned to 
the drawing-room she found Martial there. He was gazing on 
the ground, and held an open letter in his hand. But he raised 
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kis head when his wile enAered the room, and die could detect 
aigB& ol great emotion in his features. "What has happened ?'' 
she fakered. 

Martial did not remark her trotdbkd manner. "^Mj father 
is dead, Blanche/'he replied. 

"The Due de Sairmeuse ! Good heavens ! how did it haippen^* 

"He was thrown from his horse in the forest near the Sa»- 
guiUe rocks." 

"Ah I it was there where toy poor father was nearly mnr- 
dered." 

"Yes, the very place." 

There was a moment's siknce. Martial's affection for his 
father had not been very deep^ and he was well aware that 
the duke had but little love for him. Hence he was astonished 
at the bitter grief he felt on hearing of his death. "From this 
letter, which was forwarded by a messenger from Sairmeuse,* 
he continued, "I gather that everybody believes it to have been 
an accident; but I — I — '' 

"Well?" 

"I believe he was murdered." 

An exclamation of horror escaped Aunt Medea, and Blanche 
turned pale. "Murder !" she whispered. 

"Yes, BJanche; and I could name the murderer. Oh! I am 
not deceived. My father's murderer is the same man who tried 
to kill the Marquis de Courtomieu — " 

"Jean Lacheneur !" 

Martial gravely bowed his head. It was his only ref^. 

"And will you not denounce him? Will you not demand 
jiustice ?" 

Martial's face grew gloomy. "What good would it do?" he 
replied. "I have no material proofs to furnish, and justice 
requires unimpeachable evidence." Then, as if communing with 
his own thoughtSy rather than addressing his wife, he added, 
de^ondingly: ''The Due de Sairmeuse and the Marquis de 
Courtornieu have reaped what they sowed. The blood of mur- 
dered innocence always calls for vengeance. Sooner or later 
the guilty must expiate their crimes." 

Blanche shuddered. EacJi word found an echo in her own 
soul. Had her husband intended his words for her, he would 
scarcely have expressed himself differently. ''Martial,'^ said 
she, trying to arouse him fnxn his gloomy reverie; "Martial T*^ 

But he did not seem to hear her,, and it was in the same tone 
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that he continued : "These Lacheneurs were happy and honored 
before our arrival at Sairmeuse. Their conduct was above all 
praise; their probity amounted to heroism. We might have 
made them our faithful and devoted friends. It was our duty, 
as well as our interest, to have done so. But we did not 
understand it; we humiliated, ruined, exasperated them. It 
was a fault for which we must atone. Who knows but what 
in Jean Lacheneur's place I should have done exactly what he 
has done ?" He was again silent for a moment ; then, with one 
of those sudden inspirations that sometimes enable one almost 
to read the future, he resumed: "I know Jean Lacheneur. I 
can fathom his hatred, and I know that he lives only in the 
hope of vengeance. It is true that we are very high and he 
is very low, but that matters little. We have everything to 
fear. Our millions form a rampart around us, but he will know 
how to open a breach. And no precautions will save us. At 
the very moment when we feel ourselves secure, he will be 
ready to strike. What he will attempt, I don't know; but his 
will be a terrible revenge. Remember my words, Blanche, if 
ruin ever overtakes our house, it will be Jean Lacheneur's 
work." 

Aunt Medea and her niece were too horror-stricken to articu- 
late a word, and for five minutes no sound broke the stillness 
save Martial's monotonous tread, as he paced up and down the 
room. At last he paused before his wife. "I have just ordered 
post-horses," he said. "You will excuse me for leaving you 
here alone. I must go to Sairmeuse at once, but I shall not be 
absent more than a week." 

He left Paris a few hours later, and Blanche became a prey 
to the most intolerable anxiety. She suffered more than she 
had done during the days that immediately followed her crime. 
It was not against fantoms that she had to shield herself now; 
Chupin existed, and his voice, even if it were not as terrible 
as the voice of conscience, might make itself heard at any 
moment. If she had known where to find him, she would have 
gone to him, and endeavored, by the payment of a large sum 
of money, to persuade him to leave France. But he had left 
the hotel without giving her his address. Then again Martial's 
gloomy apprehensions combined to increase her fears, and the 
mere thought of Jean Lacheneur made her shrink with terror. 
She could not rid herself of the idea that Jean suspected her 
guilt, and was watching her, waiting for revenge. Her wish 
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to find Marie- Anne's child now became stronger than ever; it 
seemed to her that the abandoned infant might be a protection 
to her some day. However, where could she find an agent in 
whom she could confide? At last she remembered that she had 
heard her father speak of a detective named Chefteux as an 
exceedingly shrewd fellow, capable of anything, even of hon- 
esty if he were well paid. This man was really a perfect 
scoundrel, one of Fouche's vilest instruments, who had served 
and betrayed all parties, and who, at last, after the most bare- 
faced perjury, had been dismissed from the police force. He 
had then established a private inquiry office, and after some 
little search Blanche ascertained that he lived in the Place 
Dauphine. One morning, taking advantage of her husband's 
absence, she donned her simplest dress, and, accompanied by 
Aunt Medea, repaired to Chefteux's residence. He proved to 
be a middle-aged man of medium height and inoffensive mien, 
and he cleverly affected an air of good humor. He ushered his 
client into a neatly furnished drawing-room, and Blanche at 
once told him that she was a married woman; that she lived 
with her husband in the Rue St. Denis; and that one of her 
sisters who had lately died had been led astray by a man who 
had disappeared. A child was living, however, whom she was 
very anxious to find. In short, she narrated an elaborate story 
which she had prepared in advance, and which, after all, sounded 
very plausible. Chefteux, however, did not believe a word of 
it; for as soon as it was finished he tapped Blanche familiarly 
on the shoulder, and remarked : "In short, my dear, we had our 
little escapades before our marriage." 

Blanche shrank back as if some venomous reptile had touched 
her. To be treated in this fashion! she — a Courtornieu, now 
Duchess de Sairmeuse! "I think you are laboring under a 
wrong impression," she haughtily replied. 

He made haste to apologize ; but while listening to the further 
details he asked for, he could not help remarking to himself: 
"What eyes ! what a voice I — ^they can't belong to a denizen of 
the Rue Saint-Denis!" His suspicions were confirmed by the 
reward of twenty thousand francs, which Blanche imprudently 
promised him in case of success, and by the five hundred francs 
which she paid in advance. "And where shall I have the honor 
of writing to you, madame ?" he inquired. 

"Nowhere," replied Blanche. "I shall be passing by here 
from time to time, and I will call." 
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When the two women left the house, Chefteux followed them. 
"For once," thought he, "I believe thatJortmie smiles on me." 
To discover his new client's name and rank was but child^s 
play for Fouche's former pupil; and indeed his task was all the 
easier since they had no suspicion whatever of his designs. 

Blanche, who had heard his powers of discernment so highly 
praised, was confident of success, and all the way back to the 
hotel she was congratulating herself on the step she had taken. 
"In less than a month," she said to Aunt Medea, "we shall have 
the child; and it will be a protection to us." 

But the following week she realized the extent of her im- 
prudence. On visiting Chefteux again, she was received with 
such marks of respect that she at once saw she was known. 
Still, she would have made another attempt to deceive the 
detective, but he checked her. "First of aQ," he said, with a 
good-humored smile, "I ascertain the identity of the persons 
who honor me with their confidence. It is a proof of my ability, 
which I give gratis. But madame need have no fears. I am 
discreet by nature and by profession. Many ladies of the high- 
est rank are in the position of Madame la Duchesse." 

So Chefteux still believed that the Duchess de Sairmeuse was 
searching for her own child. She did not try to convince him 
to the contrary, for it was better he should beHerc this than 
suspect the truth. 

Blanche's position was now truly pitiaUe. She found herself 
entangled in a net, and each movement, far from freeing her, 
tightened the meshes round her. Three persons were ac- 
quainted with the secret which threatened her life and honor; 
and under these drcnmstances, how could she hope to parevent 
it from becoming more widely known? She was, moreover, at 
the mercy of three unscrupulous masters; and at a word, a 
gesture, or a look from them, her haughty spirit must bow in 
meek subservience. And her time, moreover, was no longer 
at her own disposal; for Martial had retmmed, and they had 
taken up their abode at the Hotel de Sairmeuse, where the 
young duchess was compelled to live under the scrutiny of 
fifty servants, more or less interested in watching her, in 
criticizing her acts, and discovering her tiioughts. Aunt Medea, 
it is true, was o£ great assistance. Blanche purchased a new 
dress for her whenever she bought ofie for herself, took her 
about with her on all occasions, and the dependent relative 
expressed her satisfaction in the most enthusiastic terms, der 
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daring her willingness to do an3rthing for her benefactress. 
Nor did Cheftcux give Blanche much more annoyance. Every 
three months he presented a memorandum of investigation ex- 
penses, which usually amounted to some ten thousand francs; 
and so long as she paid him it was plain he would be silent. 
He had given her to understand, however, that he should ex- 
pect an annuity of twenty-four thousand francs; and once, 
when Blanche ^remarked that he must abandon the search if 
nothing had been discovered at the end of two years: "Never," 
replied he ; "I shall continue the search as long as I live." 

In addition to these two there was Chupin, who proved a 
constant terror. Blanche had been compelled to give him 
twenty thousand francs to begin with. He declared that his 
younger brother had come to Paris in pursuit of him, accusing 
him of having stolen their father's hoard, and demanding his 
share with his knife in his hand. There had been a battle, 
and it was with his he^d bound up in blood-stained linen that 
Chupin made his appearance before Blanche. "Give me the 
sum that the old man buried," said he, "and I will allow my 
brother to think I stole it. It is not very pleasant to be re- 
garded as a thief, when one's an honest man, but I will bear 
it for your sake. If you refuse, however, I shall be compelled 
to tell him where I've obtained my money, and how." Natu- 

^ rally enough Blanche complied with this demand, for how 

could she do otherwise? 

If her tormentor possessed all his father's vices, depravity, 
and cold-blooded perversity, he had certainly not inherited the 
parental intelligence or tact. Instead of taking the precautions 
which his interests required, he seemed to find a brutal pleasure 
in compromising the duchess. He was a constant visitor at the 

^ Hotel de Sairmeuse. He called at all hours, morning, noon, 

and night, without in the least troubling himself about Martial. 
And the servants were amazed to see their haughty mistress 
unhesitatingly leave everything to receive this suspicious-look- 
ing character, who smelled so strongly of tobacco and alcohol. 
One evening, while a grand entertainment was progressing at 
the Hotel de Sairmeuse, he made his appearance, half drunk, 

i and imperiously ordered the servants to go and tell Madame 

Blanche that he was there, waiting for her. She hastened to 
him in her magnificent evening dress, her face white with rage 
and shame beneath her tiara of diamonds. And when, in her 
exasperation, she refused to give the wretch what he demanded: 
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"So that's to say I'm to starve while yoa are reveling hei«I'' 
he exclaimed. "I am not strch a fooL Cdve me some money at 
once^ or I ¥rill tell everjrthing I know on the spot !" What 
could she do? She was obliged to yield, as she had always 
done before. And yet he grew more and more insatiable every 
day. Mon^ filtered through hb fingers as fast as water filters 
through a sieve. But he did not think of raising his vices to the 
height of the fortune \^ch he squandered. He did not even 
provide himself with decent clothing, and from his appearance 
he might have been supposed to be a penniless beggar. One 
night he was arrested for fomenting a row in a low drinking- 
den, and the police, surprised at finding so much gold in such 
a b^^rly-looking rascal's possesdoo, accused him of being a 
thief. But he mentioned the name of the Duchesse de Sair- 
meuse, and on the following morning — ^Martial fortunately was 
in Vienna at the time — ^an inspector of pohce presented himself 
at the mansion in the Rue de Grenelle, and Elandie had to 
imdergo the humiliation of confessing that . i^ liad given a 
large sum of money to this man, whose family she had known, 
and who, she added, had once rendered her an importa&t 
service. 

Sometimes her pertinacious tormentor changed his tactics. 
For instance, he declared that he disliked coming to the Hotel 
de Sairmeuse, as the servants treated him as if he were a men- 
dicant; so whenever he required money he would write. And 
effectively, every week or so, there came a letter Udding 
Blanche bring such a sum, to such a place, and at such an 
hour. And the proud duchess was always punctual at the ren-- 
dezvous. Soon afterward the rascal met, heaven knows where 1 
a certain Aspasie Qapard, to whom he took a violent fancy, 
and although she was much older than himself, he wished to 
marry her. It was Blanche who paid for the wedding least 
Then Chupin again announoed his desire of establishing him- 
self in business, having resolved, he said, to live by his own 
exertions. So he purchased a wine merchant's stock, which 
the duchess paid for, and which he drank in no time. Next, his 
wife gave birth to a child, and Madame de Sairmeuse must pay 
for the b2q>tism as she had paid for the wedding, only too 
happy that Chupin did not require her to stand as godmother 
tb little Pol3rte, which idea he had at first entertained. On two 
occasions Blanche accon^ianied her husband to Vieima and to 
Ix m d o n, where he went on important dipknoatic missions. She 
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remained abroad during three years, and during all that time 
she received at least one letter every week from Chupin. Ah ! 
many a time she envied her victim's lot! What was Marie- 
Anne's death compared with the life she led! Her sufferings 
were measured by years, Marie- Anne's by minutes; and she 
said to herself, again and again, that the tortures of poison 
could not be so intolerable as was her agony. 




TT may be asked how it was that Martial had failed to dis- 
'' cover or to suspect this singular state of affairs ; but a mo- 
ment's reflection will explain his ignorance. The head of a 
family, whether he dwells in an attic or in a palace, is always 
the last to know what is going on in his own home. He does 
not even suspect circumstances, with which every one else is 
fully acquainted; and, in Martial's case, the life he led was 
scarcely likely to lead him to the truth; for after all he and 
his wife were virtually strangers to one another. His manner 
toward her was perfect, full of deference and chivalrous cour- 
tesy; but they had nothing in common except a name and cer- 
tain interests. Each lived his own life. They met only at 
dinner, or at the entertainments they gave — which were consid- 
ered the most brilliant of Parisian society. The duchess had 
her own apartments, her private servants, carriages, horses, and 
table. At five-and-twenty. Martial, the last descendant of the 
great house of Sairmeuse — a man on whom destiny had appar- 
ently lavished every blessing — who was young, who possessed 
unbounded wealth, and a brilliant intellect, found himself lit- 
erally overburdened with ennui. Marie-Anne's death had de- 
stroyed all his hopes of happiness ; and realizing the emptiness 
of his life, he sought to fill the void with bustle and excitement. 
He threw himself headlong into politics, striving to find some 
relief from his despondency in the pleasures of power and 
satisfied ambition. 

It is only just to say that Blanche had remained superior to 
circumstances; and that she had played the part of a happy, 
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contented woman with consummate skill. Her frightful snf« 
ferings and anxiety never marred the haughty serenity of her 
features. She soon won a place as one of the queens of Paris- 
ian society; and plunged into dissipation with a sort of frenzy. 
Was she endeavoring to divert her mind? Did she hope to 
overpower thought by excessive fatigue ? To Aunt Medea alone 
did Blanche reveal her secret heart. "I am like a culprit who 
has been bound to the scaffold, and abandoned there by the exe- 
cutioner to live, as it were, till the ax falls of its own accord." 
And the ax might fall at any moment. A word, a trifle, an 
unlucky chance — she dared not say "a decree of Providence," 
and Martial would know everything. Such, in all its unspeak- 
able horror, was the position of the beautiful and envied Du- 
chesse de Sairmeuse. "She must be perfectly happy," said the 
world; but she felt herself sliding down the precipice to the 
awful depths bek>w. Like a shipwrecked mariner clinging to 
a floating spar, she scanned the horizoA with a despairing eye, 
and could only see the threatening clouds that betokened the 
coming tempest Once it happened that six weeks went by 
without any news coming from Chupin. A month and a half I 
What had become of him? To Madame Blanche this silence 
was as ominous as the calm that precedes the storm. A line in 
a newspaper solved the mystery, however. Chupin was in 
prison. After drinking more heavily than usual one evening, 
he had quarreled with his brother, and killed him by a blow on 
the head with an iron bar. Lacheneur's blood was being visited 
on his betrayer's children. Chupin was tried, condemned to 
twenty years' hard labor, and sent to Brest. But this sentence 
afforded the duchess no relief. The culprit had written to her 
from his Paris prison; and he found the means to write to her 
from Brest. He confided his letters to comrades, whose terms 
of imprisonment had expired, and who came to the Hotel de 
Sairmeuse demanding an interview with the duchess. And she 
received them. They told her all the miseries they had endured 
"out there"; and usually ended by requesting some slight 
assistance. 

One morning a man whose desperate manner quite fright- 
ened her brought the duchess this laconic note: "I am tired of 
starving here; I wish to make my escape. Come to Brest; you 
can visit the prison, and we will decide on some plan. If you 
refuse to do this, I shall apply to the duke, who will obtain 
my pardon in exchange for what I will tell him." Blanche was 
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danab witb hocror. It was impoMibte, slie thought, to smi 
lower than this. 

"Weill" said the rcttiriied convict, harshly. ''What answer 
aiiail 1 take to my comrade?" 

'1 will go — tell him I will go!" she said, driven to despera- 
tioo. And in fact she made the joamey, and visited the prison, 
but without finding Chupin. There had been a revolt the pre* 
vious week, the troops had fired on the prisoners, and Chupin 
had been killed. Still the duchess dared not rejoice, for she 
feared that her tormentor had told his wife the secret of his 
power. 

Indeed the widow— 4he Aspasie Clapard already mentioned 
— ^promptly made her appearance at the house in the Rue de 
Grenelle; but her manner was humble and supplicating. She 
had often heard her dear dead husband say that madame was 
his benefactress, and now she came to beg a little aid to enable 
her to open a small wine-shop. Her son Polyte — ah! such a 
good son ! just eighteen years old, and such a help to his poor 
mother — haid found a little house in a good situation for busi- 
ness, and if they only had three or four hundred francs — 
Blanche cut the story short by handing her supplicant a five 
hundred-franc note. "Either that woman's humility is a mask,** 
thought the duchess, "or her husband has told her nothing." 

Five days later Polyte Chupin presented himself. They 
needed three hundred fnmcs more before they could commence 
business, he said, and he came on behalf of his mother to 
entreat the kind lady to advance them that amount But being 
determined to discover exactly bow she was situated, with re- 
gard to the widow, the duchess curtly refused, and the young 
fellow went off without a word. Evidently the mother and 
son were ignorant of the facts. Chupin's secret had died with 
him. 

This happened early in January. Toward the close of Fefr- 
ruary. Aunt Medea contracted inflammation of the lungs on 
leaving a fancy ball, ^«diich she attended in an absurd cos- 
tume, in spite of all the attempts which her niece made to dis- 
suade her. Her passion for dress killed her. Her illness lasted 
only three days; but her sufferings, physical and mental, were 
terrible. Constrained by fear of death to examine her own 
conscience, she saw plainly enough that profiting by her niece's 
crime had been as culpaUe as if she had actually aided her in 
committing it Aunt Medea had been very devout in former 
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years, and now her superstitious fears were reawakened and 
intensified. Her faith returned, followed by a train of terrors. 
"I am lost, I am lost!" she cried, tossing to and fro on her 
bed; writhing and shrieking as if she already saw hell opening 
to engulf her. She called on the Holy Virgin and all the 
saints to protect her. She entreated Heaven to grant her time 
for repentance and expiation; and she even begged to see a 
priest, swearing she would make a full confession. 

Paler than the dying woman, but still implacable, Blanche 
watched over her, aided by one of her maids in whom she had 
most confidence. "If this lasts long, I shall be ruined," she 
thought. "I shall be obliged to call for assistance, and she will 
betray me." 

But it did not last long. The patient's delirium was followed 
by such utter prostration that it seemed as if each moment 
would be her last. But toward midnight she revived a little, 
and in^a voice of intense feeling, she faltered: "You have had 
no pity on me, Blanche. You have deprived me of all hope 
in the life to come. Heaven will punish you. You will die 
like a dog yourself, and alone without a word of Christian coun- 
sel or encouragement. I curse you !" And she expired, just as 
the clock was striking two. 

The time when Blanche would have given almost an3rthing 
to know that Aunt Medea was under the ground had long since 
passed away. Now the poor old woman's death deeply affected 
her. She had lost an accomplice who had often consoled her, 
and she had gained nothing in return. Every one who was inti- 
mately acquainted with the Duchesse de Sairmeuse noticed her 
dejection, and was astonished by it. "Is it not strange," re- 
marked her friends, "that the duchess — ^such a very superior 
woman — should grieve so much for that absurd relative of 
hers?" But Blanche's dejection was due in great measure to 
the sinister prophecies faltered by her dying aunt, to whom for 
self-protection she had denied the last consolations of religion. 
And as her mind reviewed the past she shuddered as the Sair- 
meuse peasants had done, when thinking of the fatality which 
pursued those who had shed, or helped to shed, so much inno- 
cent blood. What misfortunes had overtaken them all— from 
Chupin's sons to her father, the Marquis de Courtornieu, in 
whose mind not one spark of reason had gleamed for ten long 
years before his death. The Baron and the Baroness d'Escor- 
val and old Corporal Bav6is had departed this life within a 
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month oi each other the preriotis year, mourned by every one, 
so that of all the people of diverse condition who had been con- 
nected with tlie troubles of Montaignac, Blanche knew of only 
four who were still aliTc: Maurice d'Escorval, who having^ 
studied the law, was now an investigating magistrate attached 
to the tribimal of the Seine ; the Abbe Midon, who had cone 
to Paris with Maurice, and Martial and herself. 

There was another person at the recollection of whom she 
trembled, and whose name she dared not utter. This was Jean 
Lacheneur, Marie- Anne's brother. He had disappeared, and 
so completely that it might have been fancied he was dead, but 
an inward voice, more powerful than reason, told Blanche that 
this enemy was still alive, watching lor his hour of vengeance. 
More troubled by her presentiments now than she had been by 
Chupin's persecutions in days gone by, Madame de Sairmeuse 
decided to apply to Chefteux in order to ascertain, if possible, 
what she had to expect. Fouche's former agent had not wavered 
in his devotion to the duchess. Every three months he pre- 
sented his bill, which was paid vrithout discussion ; and to ease 
his conscience, he sent one of his men two or three times a 
yesLT to prowl round Sairmeuse for a while. Animated by the 
hope of a magnificent reward, the spy promised his cHent, and 
—what was more to the purpose — promised himself, that he 
would discover this dreaded enemy. He started in quest of 
him, and had already begtm to collect proofs of Jean's exist- 
ence, when his investigations abruptly came to a close. One 
morning « man's body, literally hadced to pieces, was found 
in an old well not far from Sairmeuse. It was Chefteux, who 
had been murdered by some one who remained unknown. 
When Blanche read this news in a local journal she felt as a 
culprit might feel on hearing his death-warrant read. ^The 
end is near,** she murmured. *l-.acheneur is coming." 

The duchess was not mistidcen. Jean had told the truth 
when he declared that he v^as not disposing of his sister's 
estate for his own benefit. In his opinion, Marie-Anne's for- 
tune must be consecrated to one sacred purpose ; and he would 
not divert the slightest portion of it to his personal require- 
ments. He was absolutely penniless when the manager of a 
traveling theatrical company sojourning at Montaignac engaged 
him for a consideration of forty-five francs a month. From 
Unt day he lived the precarious life of a strolling player. He 
was poorly paid, and often reduced to abject poverty by lack 
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of engagements, or the impecuniosity of managers. His hatred 
had lost none of its virulence; but to wreak the vengeance he 
wished to wreak, he must have time and money at his disposal. 
But how could he accumulate money when he was often too poor 
even to appease his hunger? Still he did not renounce his 
hopes. His was a rancor which was only intensified by years. 
He was biding his time while he watched from the depths of 
his misery the brilliant forttmes of the house of Sairmeuse. 
He had waited sixteen years, when one of his friends procured 
him an engagement in Russia. The engagement was nothing; 
but during his stay at St. Petersburg the poor comedian was 
fortunate enough to obtain an interest in a theatrical enterprise, 
from which he realized a clear profit of a hundred thousand 
francs in less than six years. "Now," said he, "I can give up 
this life, for I have money enough to begin the struggle." And 
six weeks later he arrived at his native village. 

Before carrying any of his designs into execution, he went 
to Sairmeuse to visit Marie-Anne's grave, the sight of which 
he felt would fan his smoldering animosity, and give him all 
the determination he needed as the cold, stern avenger of crime. 
This was his only motive in going, but, on the very evening 
of his arrival he learned through a garrulous old peasant woman 
that ever since his departure — that is to say, for a period of 
twenty years — ^two parties had been making persistent inquiries 
for a child which had been placed somewhere in the neighbor- 
hood. Jean knew that it was Marie-Anne's child they were 
seeking, and why they had not succeeded in finding it. But 
why were there two persons prosecuting these investigations? 
One was Maurice d'Escorval, of course, but who was the other? 
This information induced Jean to prolong his stay at Sair- 
meuse, where he tarried a whole month. By the expiration of 
that time he had traced the inquiries, which he could not at 
first comprehend, to one of Chefteux's agents. Through the 
latter, he reached Fouche's former spy himself; and finally suc- 
ceeded in discovering that the second search had been instituted 
by no less a person than the Duchesse de Sairmeuse. This dis- 
covery bewildered him. How could Blanche have known that 
Marie- Anne had given birth to a child; and, knowing it, what 
possible interest could she have had in finding this abandoned 
babe, now grown to manhood? These two questions puzzled 
Jean considerably, and he could give them no satisfactory an- 
swer. "Chupin's son could tell me perhaps," he thought, "but 
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to obtain information from that quarter, I must pretend to be 
reconciled to the sons of the wretdi who betrayed my father/' 

Howerer, the traitor's children had been ckad for seyeral 
years, and after a long search, Jean only found the Widow 
Cfaupin, nee Aspasie Clapard, and her son Polyte. They were 
keeping a driiiking-den not far from the Rue des Chateau-des- 
Rentiers; and their establishment, known as the Poivriere, en- 
joyed anything but an enviable reputation. Lacheneur cau- 
tiously questioned the widow and her son. He asked them if 
they knew of the crime at the Borderie — if they had heard that 
grandfather Chupin had coomiitted murder and had been assas- 
sinated in his turn — if they had erer been told of an abandoned 
child, and of searches prosecuted to find it But neither of 
ihese two had ever been at Sairmeuse in their lives, and when 
Lacheneur mentioned his name in hopes it might recall some 
recollection, they declared they had never heard it before. Jean 
was about to take his departure, despondently enough, when 
Mother Chupin, probably in the hope of pocketing a few pence, 
began to deplore her present misery, which was, she declared, 
all the harder to bear as she had wanted for nothing during her 
poor husband's lifetime, for he had always obtained as much 
money as he \vanted from a lady of high degree, called the 
Duchesse de Sairmeuse. 

Lacheneur uttered such a frightful oath that the old woman 
and her son started back m astonishment. He saw at once 
the close connection between Blanche's search for the chikl 
and her generosity to Chupin. 'It was she who poisoned 
Marie-Anne," he said to himseif. "It must have been through 
my sister herself that she became aware of the child's exist- 
ence. She loaded the young Chupin with favors because he 
knew the crime she had committed — that crime in whidi his 
father had been only an accomplice." 

He remembered Martial's oath at the murdered girl's bed- 
side, and his heart overflowed with savage exultation. For 
he could already see his two enemies, the last of the Sair- 
meuses and the last of the Courtomieus, con»immadng his 
. work of vengeance themselves. However, after all, this was 
mere conjecture; he must at^any price ascertain whether has 
suppositions were correct. Drawing from his podcet several 
pieces of gold, and, throwing them on the table, he said: "I 
am rich ; if you will obey me and keep my secret, your fortune 
is made." 
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A shrill cry of delight from mother and son outweighed 
any protestations of obedience. The Widow Chupin knew 
how to write, and Lacheneur then dictated this letter to her: 
"Madame la Duchesse— -I shall expect you at my establishment 
to-morrow between twelve and four o'clock. It is on business 
connected with the Borderie. If at five o'clock I have not 
seen you, I shall carry to the post a letter for the duke." 

"And if she comes, .what am I to say to her?" asked the 
astonished widow. 

"Nothing; you will merely ask her for money." 

"If she comes, it is as I have guessed," he reflected. 

She came. Hidden in the loft of the Poivriere, Jean, 
through an opening in the floor, saw the duchess hand Mother 
Chupin a bank-note. "Now, she is in my power I" he thought 
exultantly. "And I will drag her through sloughs of degra- 
dation before I deliver her up to her husband's vengeance!" 




A FEW lines of the article consecrated to Martial in the 
"General Biography of Men of the Time," fittingly epito- 
mize the history of his public life. "Martial de Sairmeuse," 
says the writer, "placed at the service of his party a highly 
cultivated intellect, unusual penetration, and extraordinary 
abilities. A leader at the time when political passion was 
raging highest, he had the courage to assume the sole re- 
sponsibility of the most unpopular measures. But the hostility 
he encountered, the danger in which he placed the throne, 
compelled him to retire from office, leaving behind him ani- 
mosities which will only be extinguished with his life." In 
thus summing up Martial's public career, his biographer omits 
to say that if the Due de Sairmeuse was wrong in his policy 
— ^and that depends entirely on the point of view from which 
his conduct is regarded — ^he was doubly wrong, since he was 
not possessed of that ardent conviction verging on fanaticism 
which makes men fools, heroes, and martyrs. He was not 
even truly ambitious. When those associated with him wit- 
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nessed his passionate struggles and unceasing activity, they 
thought him actuated by an insatiable thirst for power. But, 
in reality, he cared little or nothing for it. He considered 
its burdens heavy; its compensations slight His pride was 
too lofty to feel any satisfaction in applause; and flattery dis- 
gusted him. Often, during some brilliant fete, his acquaint* 
ances and subordinates, finding him thoughtful and pre- 
occupied, respectfully refrained from disturbing him. "His 
mind is occupied with momentous questions," they fancied. 
"Who can tell what important decisions may result from his 
reverie?" But in this surmise they were mistaken. And 
indeed, at that very moment when royal favor filled his rivals' 
hearts with envy, when occupying the highest position a 
subject can aspire to, and it seemed he could have nothing 
left to wish for in this world, Martial was saying to himself: 
"What an empty life ! What weariness and vexation of spirit ! 
To live for others — what a mockery !" 

He looked at his wife, radiant in her beauty, worshiped 
like a queen, and sighed. He thought of her who was dead — 
Marie-Anne — ^the only woman he had ever loved. She was 
never absent from his mind, and after all these years he saw 
her yet, stretched cold, rigid, lifeless, on the canopied bed- 
stead, in that luxurious room at the Borderie. Time, far from 
effacing from his heart the image of the fair girl whose 
beauty unwittingly had wrought such wo— had only intensified 
youthful impressions, endowing the k>st idol with almost super- 
human grace of person and character. Ah! if fate had but 
given him Marie- Anne for his wife! Thus said Martial, 
again and again, picturing the happiness which then would 
have been his. They would have remained at Sairmeuse. 
They would have had children playing round them! And he 
would not be condemned to this continual warfare — ^to this 
hollow, unsatisfying, restless life. The truly happy are not 
those who parade their dignities and opulence before the eyes 
of the multitude. They rather hide themselves from the 
curious gaze, and they are right; for here on earth happiness 
is almost a crime. So thought Martial; and he, the envied 
statesman, often said to himself, with a feeling of vexation: 
"To love, and to be loved— that is everything! All else is 
vanity." 

He had really tried to love his wife; he had done his best 
to resuscitate the feeling of admiration with which she had 
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inspired him at their first meeting; hut he had not succeeded. 
It seemed as if there was between them a wall of ice which 
nothing could mdt, and which only grew and expanded as time 
went on. "Why is it?'' he wondered, agaiirand again. "It 
is incomprehensible. There are days when I could swear she 
loves me. Her character, formerly so irritable, is entirely 
changed; she is gentleness itself.^' But still he could not 
conquer his aversion; it was stronger than his own will. 

These unavailing regrets, the disappointment and sorrow that 
preyed upon his mind, undoubtedly aggravated the bitterness 
and severity of Martial's policy. At least he knew how to 
fall nobly. He passed, even without a change of countenance, 
.from all but omnipotence to a position so compromising that 
his very life was endangered. On perceiving his antechambers, 
fonnerly thronged with flatterers and place-hunters, now empty 
and deserted, he laughed — naturally, sincerely, without the least 
affectation. "The ship is sinking," said he; **the rats have 
deserted it" He did not even turn pale when the mob gathered 
outside his house, hurling stones at his windows, and hooting 
and cursing the fallen statesman; and when Otto, his faithful 
valet de chambre, entreated him to assume a disguise, and make 
his escape through the gardens, he quietly replied: "By no 
means ! I am simply odious ; I don't wish to become ridiculous I" 
They could not even dissuade him from going to a window 
and loc^ng down on the rabble in the street below. A singular 
idea had just occurred to him. "If Jean Lacheneur is still 
alive," he thought, "how much he would enjoy this! And if 
he is alive, no doubt he is there in the foremost rank, urging 
on the crowd." And he wished to see. But Jean Lacheneur 
was in Russia at that epoch. 

The excitement eventually subsided; and the Hotel de Sair- 
meuse was not seriously threatened. However, Martial real- 
ized that it would be better for him to go away for a while, 
and allow people to forget him. He did not ask the duchess 
to accompany him. "The fault has been mine entirely," he 
said to her, ''and it would be most unjust to make you suffer 
for it by condemning you to exile. Remain here; I think it 
will be much better for you to remain." She did not offer 
to go with him, although she longed to do so, but then she 
dared not leave Paris. She knew that she must remain in 
order to secure her persecutor's silence. On the two occa- 
sions when she had left Paris before, everything was near 
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being discovered, and yet then she had had Aunt Medea to 
take her place. Martial went away, accompanied only by his 
servant, Otto. In intelligence, this man was decidedly superior 
to his position; he was indeed decently well-off, and he had a 
hundred reasons— one, by the way, was a very pretty one — for 
desiring to remain in Paris; but his master was in trouble, 
and so he did not hesitate. During four years the Due de 
Sairmeuse wandered through Europe, always chafing beneath 
the burden of a life no longer animated by interest or sus- 
tained by hope. He remained for a time in London, then he 
went to Vienna, and afterward to Venice. One day he was 
seized by an irresistible desire to see Paris again, and he re- 
turned. It was not a very prudent step, perhaps, for his bitter- 
est enemies — ^personal enemies, whom he had mortally offended 
and persecuted — ^were in power; but still he did not hesitate. 
Besides, how could they injure him, since he had no favors 
to ask, no cravings of ambition to satisfy? 

The exile which had weighed so heavily on him, the lone- 
liness he had endured, had softened his nature and inclined his 
heart to tenderness; and he returned firmly resolved to over- 
come his aversion to his wife, and seek a reconciliation. ''Old 
age is coming," he thought. "If I have not the love of youth 
by my fireside, I may at least have a friend." Blanche was 
astonished by his manner toward her when he returned. She 
almost believed she had found again the Martial of the old 
days at Courtornieu, but the realization of the dream, so fondly 
cherished and so long deferred, now proved only another tor- 
ture added to all the others. Still, Martial was striving to 
carry his plan into execution, when one day the following brief 
note came to him through the post: "Monsieur le Due — If I 
were in your place, I would watch my wife." 

It was only an anonymous letter, and yet on perusing it 
Martial's blood mounted to his forehead. "Can she have a 
lover ?" he thought. Then reflecting on his own conduct toward 
his wife since their marriage, he said to himself: "And if she 
has, what right have I to complain? Did I not tacitly give 
her back her liberty?" However, he was greatly troubled; and 
yet he did not once think of playing the spy. 

A few mornings afterward, at about eleven o'clock, he was 
returning from a ride on horseback, and was not thirty paces 
from the * Hotel de Sairmeuse when he suddenly perceived a 
lady hurriedly emerge from the house. She was very plainly 
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dressed — entirdy in black — ^but her viiole appearanoe recalled 
that of the duchess in a striking fasinon. 'That's certaiidjr 
my wife/' bought Martial, 'init wiqr is die dressed tn that 
fashion ?" Then, yielding to a aiddeB inpulse, he walked his 
horse up the Rue de Grenelie behind the woman in black. 
Blanche it was. She was tripping swiftly orer the pavement, 
keeping her face shronded by a thick vetl, asid she never once 
turned her head. On reaching die Rue Taranoe, she spoke 
hurriedly to a cab-driver on the stand, and then sprang into 
his vehicle. The Jehu was aheady on his box, and he at once 
gave his bony horse socli a vigoitms cut of the whip that it 
was evident he had just been promised a princely gratuity. 
The cab had already turned into die Rue du Dragon, and Mar- 
tial, ashamed of iHutt he had already done and irresolute as 
to what he should do now, was still tarrying at the comer oi 
the Rue des Saint-Peres, where he had originally stopped 
his horse. Scarcely daring to entertain the suspicions that 
fhtted across his mind, he tried to deceive himself. ''After 
all," he muttered, **k is of no use advancing. The cab's a 
long way ofF by now, and I couldn't overtake U." Still he 
mechanically gave his horse the rein, and when he reached the 
Croix Rouge he espied Blanche's vehicle among a crowd of 
others. He recognized it by its green body and wheels striped 
with white. This decided him. The cab-driver had just man- 
aged to extricate himself from the block which tra&c so fre- 
quently causes hereabout, and whipping up his horse once more 
turned literally at a gallop up the Rue du Vieux Cok>mbier — 
leading into the Place St. Sulpice. Thence he took the short- 
est cut to gain the outer boulevards. 

Martial's thoughts were busy as he trotbed along a hundred 
yards or so behind the vehicle. "She's in a terrible hurry," he 
said to himself, "fiut this is scarcely die quarter for a lover's 
rendezvous." The cab had indeed now reached tt^ squalid 
region extending beyond the Place dltalie. It turned into the 
Rue du Chateau des Rentiers and soon drew up before a tract 
of waste ground. The Duchesse de Sairmeuse then hastily 
alighted, and, without stopping to lode to the right or to the 
left, hurried across the open space. Martial had prudendy 
paused in the rear. Not far from him be espied a man sit- 
ting on a block of stone and af^arendy immersed in the task 
of coloring a day pipe. "Will you hoki my horse a moment?" 
inquired Martial. 
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"Certainly," answered the man, rising to his feet. He wore 
a workman's blouse and a long beard, and his aspect altogether 
was scarcely prepossessing. Had Martial been less preoccu- 
pied, his suspicions might have been aroused by the malicious 
smile that curved the fellow's lips; and had he scrutinized him 
closely, he would perhaps have recognized him. For the seem- 
ing vagrant was Jean Lacheneur. Since forwarding that anony- 
mous letter to the Due de Sairmeuse, he had compelled the 
duchess to multiply her visits to the Widow Chupin's den, and 
on each occasion he had watched for her arrival. ''So, if her 
husband decides to follow her I shall know it," he thought. 
It was indispensable for the success of his plans that Blanche 
should be watched by her husband. For from among a thou- 
sand schemes of revenge, Jean had chosen the most frightful 
his fevered brain could conceive. He longed to see the haughty 
Duchesse de Sairmeuse subjected to the vilest ignominy, and 
Martial in the hands of the lowest of the low. He pic- 
tured a bloody struggle in this miserable den; the sudden 
arrival of the police, stmimoned by himself, and the indis- 
criminate arrest of all the parties present. He gloated over 
the thought of a trial in which the crime committed at the 
Borderie would be brought to light; he saw the duke and the 
duchess in prison, and the great names of Sairmeuse and Cour- 
tornieu shrouded in eternal disgrace. And he believed that 
nothing was wanting to insure the success of his plans. He 
had two miserable wretches who were capable of any crime 
at his disposal ; and an unfortunate youth named Gustave, whom 
poverty and cowardice had made his willing slave, was in- 
tended to play the part of Marie-Anne's son. These three 
accomplices had no suspicions of Lacheneur's real intentions, 
while, as for the Widow Chupin and her son, if they suspected 
some infamous plot, all they really knew in regard to it was 
the duchess's name. Moreover, Jean held Polyte and his mother 
completely under his control by the wealth he had promised 
them if they served him faithfully. If Martial decided to fol- 
low his wife into the Poivriere the first time he watched her, 
Jean had, moreover, so arranged matters that the duke would 
at first suppose that Blanche had been led there by charity. 
"But he will not go in," thought the seeming vagrant, as, hold- 
ing Martial's horse some little distance off, he looked in the 
direction of the hovel. "Monsieur le Due it too cunning for that." 

And Martial did not go in. Though he was horrified when 
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he saw his wife enter so vile a den, as if she were at home 
there, he said to himself that he should learn nothing by fol- 
lowing her. He, therefore, contented himself by making a 
thorough exammation of the hovel from outside, and then re^ 
mounting his horse, and throwing Lacbeiwar a silver coin, be 
started back home at a galk>p. He was completely mysti^: 
he did not know what to think, what to imagioe, what to be- 
lieve. But, at the same time, be was fully resolved to fathom 
the mystery; and as soon as he returned home be sent Otto 
out in search of information. He could confide everything to 
this devoted servant from whom he had no secrets. At foor 
o'clock in the afternoon the faithful valet de cham/bre returned 
with an expression of consternation on his face. ''What is it?*' 
asked Martial, divining some great misfortime. 

'^Ah, sir, the mistress of that wretched dea is the widow of 
Chupin's son — " 

Martial's face turned ghastly pale. He ksiew Hie well enough 
to understand that since the duchess had been compelled to 
submit to these people's power, they must be masters of some 
secret which ^le was anxious at any price to keep unrevealed. 
But what secret could it be? The years which had furrowed 
Martial's brow had not coded the ardor of his blood. He W8S» 
as he had always been, a man of impulse, and so, without paus- 
ing, he rushed to his wife's apartments. 

''Madame has just gone downstairs to receive the Comtesse 
de Mussidan and the Marquise d'Arlange," said the maid whom 
he met on the landing. 

"Very well ; I will wait for her here. You may retire." 

So sa3ring. Martial entered Blanche's dres^ng-room. It was 
in disorder, for, after returning from the Poivriere, the duchess 
was still engaged at her toilet when visitors were announced. 
The wardrobe doors stood open, two or three chairs were e»i- 
cumbered with wearing apparel, and Blanche's watch, her purse, 
and several bunches of keys were lying on the dressing tab^ 
and the mantelpiece. Martial did not sit down. His self-pos- 
session was returning. "I will commit no act of folly," he 
thought; "if I question her, I shall learn nothing. I must be 
silent and watchful." 

He was about to retire, when, on glancing round the room, 
he noticed a lai^ casket, inlaid with silver, which had belonged 
to his wife ever since she was a girl, and which accompanied 
ber everywhere. "That, ao doubt, contains the sc^ution of the 
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mysikety/* he said to himself. This was one of those mometits 
when a man obeys die dictates of passion without pausing to 
reflect. Seeing the keys <mi the mantelpiece, he seized them, 
and endeavored to find one that would fit the lock of the ca^ct. 
The fourth key opened tt. It was full of papers. With feve^sh 
haste, Martial examined their contents. He had thrown aside 
several unimportant letters, when he came to a bill that read 
as follows: ''Search made for Madame de Sairmeuse's child. 
Expenses for the third quarter of the year i8 — ." Martial's 
brain reeled. A child! His wife had a child! But he read 

on: *'For the services of two agents at Sairmeuse, . For 

expenses attending my own journey, . Divers gratuities, 

. Etc., etc." The total amounted to six thousand francs; 

and it was recdpted *X!heftcvtx" With a sort of cold rage, 
Martial continued his examination of the caskef s contents, and 
found a miserably written note, which said: "Two thousand 
francs this evening, or I will tell the duke the history of the 
affair at the Borderie." Then there were several more o€ 
Chef teux's bills ; next, a letter from Aunt Medea, in which she 
spc^e of prison and remorse; and, finally, at the bottom of the 
casket, he found the marriage certificate of Marie-Anne Lache- 
neur and Maurice d'Esconral, drawn up by the cure of Vigano 
and signed by the old physician and Corporal Bavois. 

The truth was as clear as daylight. Stunned, frozen with 
horror. Martial scarcely had strength enough to i^ace the let- 
ters in the casket again and restore it to its place. Then he 
tottered back to his own room, clinging to the walls for sup- 
port. "It was she who murdered Marie-Anne," he murmured. 
He was confounded, terror-stricken, by the perfidy of this 
woman who was his wife — ^by her criminal audacity, cool 
calculation and assurance, and her marvelous powers of 
ifissimulation. 

Still he swore he would discover ever3rthing, either througli 
the duchess or through the Widow Chupin; and he ordered 
Otto to procure him a costume sudi as was generally worn 
by the frequenters of the Poivriere. He did not know how 
soon he might have need of it. This happened early in Feb- 
ruary, and from that moment Blanche did not take a single 
step without being watched. Not a letter reached her that her 
husband had not previously read. And she had not the slight- 
est suspicion of the constant supervision to which she was sub- 
jected. Martial did not leave his room; he pretended to be ill. 

9 — Vol. 2 
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He felt be could not meet his wife and remain silent. He re- 
membered the oath of vengeance which he had sworn over 
Marie-Anne's lifeless form only too well. However, the watch 
which Otto kept over the duchess, and the perusal of the let- 
ters addressed to her, did not yield any fresh information, and 
for this reason : Polyte Chupin had been arrested on a charge of 
theft, and this accident caused a delay in the execution of 
Lacheneur's plans. 

But at last the latter prepared everything for Shrove Sunday, 
the 20th of February. On the previous day, in accordance with 
her instructions, the Widow Chupin wrote to the duchess that 
she must come to the Poivriere on Sunday night at eleven 
o'clock. On that same evening Jean was to meet his accom- 
plices at a ball at the Rainbow — b. wine-shop bearing a very 
unenviable reputation — and give them their final instructions. 
These accomplices were to open the scene; he was only to 
appear at the denouement. "All is well arranged; the mech- 
anism will work of its own accord," he said to himself. But, as 
is already known, the "mechanism,'' as he styled it, failed to act. 

On receiving the Widow Chupin's summons, Blanche revolted 
for a moment. The lateness of the hour, the distance, the iso- 
lation of the appointed meeting-place, frightened her. Still, 
she was obliged to submit, and on Sunday evening she fur- 
tively left the house, accompanied by Camille, the same maid 
who had been present when Aunt Medea died. The duchess 
and Camille were attired like women of the lowest order, and 
felt no fear of being recognized. And yet a man was watch- 
ing who quickly followed them. This was Martial. He had 
perused the note appointing this rendezvous even before his 
wife, and had disguised himself in the costume Otto had pro- 
cured for him — ^that of a laborer about the quays. Then, in 
hope of making himself absolutely unrecognizable, he had soiled 
and matted his hair and beard ; his hands were grimed with dirt; 
and he really seemed to belong to the class of which he wore 
the attire. Otto had begged to be allowed to accompany his 
master; but the duke refused, remarking that his revolver would 
prove quite sufficient protection. He knew Otto well enough, 
however, to feel certain he would disobey him. 

Ten o'clock was striking when Blanche and Camille left the 
liouse, and it did not take them five minutes to reach the Rue 
Taranne. There was only one cab on the stand, which they 
at once hired. This circumstance drew from Martial an oath 
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worthy of his costume. But he reflected that, since he knew 
where to find his wife, a slight delay in obtaining a vehicle 
would not matter. He soon found one, and, thanks to a gra- 
tuity of ten francs, the driver started off to the Rue du da- 
teau-<ies-Rentiers as fast as his horse coukl go. However, the 
duke had scarcely alighted before he heard the rumbling of 
another vehicle, which pulled up abruptly a Iktie distance be- 
hind. ''Otto is evidently following me," he thought And he 
then started acrosi^ the open space in the direction of the 
Pbivriere. The prevailing silence and absence of life were 
rendered still more oppressive by a chill fog which heralded 
an approaching thaw* Martial stumbled and slipped at almost 
every step he took over the rough, snow-oovered ground; but 
at last through die mist he distinguished a building in the dis- 
tance. This was the Poivriere. The light burning inside fil-- 
tered through the heart-shaped apertures cut in the upper part 
of the shutters, and it almost seemed as if a pair of Itnid eyes 
were striving to peer through the fog: 

Could it really be possible that the Duchesse de Sairmeuse 
was tiiere! Martial cautiously apiMvached the window, and, 
dinging to the hinges of the shutters, raised himself vp so 
that he could glance through one of the apertures. Yes, tiiere 
¥fas no mistake. His wife and Camille were seated at a table 
be£ore a large punch-bowl, in the company of two ragged, leer- 
ing scoundrels, and a sc^er of youthful appearance. In the 
centre of the room stood the Widow Chupin, with a small glass 
in her hand. She was talking with great volubility, and punc- 
tuating her sentences with occasional sips of brandy. The im- 
pression this scene produced on Martial was so acute that his 
hold relaxed and he dropped to die ground. A ray of pity 
stole into his soul, for he vaguely realized the frightful suffer- 
ing which had been the murderess's chastisement. But he 
wished for another glance, and so once more he lifted himself 
up to the opening and ^looked in. The okl woman had dis- 
appeared; the young soldier had risen from the table^ and was 
taUdng and gesticulating earnestly. Blanche and Camille were 
listening to him with the closest attention. The two men 
who were sitting face to face, with their elbows on the table, 
were looking at each other; and Martial saw them exchange 
a stgnifkant glance. He Mras not wrong. The scoundrels were 
plotting "a rich haul." Bfamdie, who had dressed herself with 
mttdi care, and to render her disgnbie perfect had encased her 
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feet in large, coarse shoes, that were causing her well-nigh 
intolerable agony — Blanche had neglected to remove her superb 
diamond earrings. She had forgotten them, but Lacheneur's 
accomplices had noticed them, and were now glancing at them 
with eyes that glittered more brilliantly than the diamonds 
themselves. While awaiting Lacheneur's coming, these wretches, 
as had been agreed upon, were playing the part which he had 
imposed upon them. For this and .their assistance afterward 
they were to receive a certain sum of money. But they were 
thinking that this sum did not represent a quarter of the value 
of these jewels, and their looks only too plainly said: "What 
if we could secure them and go off before Lacheneur comes!" 
The temptation was too strong to be resisted. One of the 
scoundrels suddenly rose, and seizing the duchess by the back 
of the neck, forced her head down on the table. The dia- 
monds would have been at once torn from her ears if it had 
not been for Camille, who bravely came to her mistress's assist- 
ance. Martial could endure no more. He sprang to the door 
of the hovel, opened it, and entered, bolting it behind him. 

"Martial!" "Monsieur le Due!" cried Blanche and Camille 
in the same breath, for, despite his disguise, they had both 
recognized him. Their exclamations turned the momentary 
stupor of their assailants into fury; and both ruffians pre- 
cipitated themselves on Martial, determined to kill him. But, 
springing to one side, the duke avoided them. He had his 
revolver in his hand; he fired twice, and both the scoundrels 
fell. However, he was not yet safe, for the young soldier 
rushed forward and attempted to disarm him. Then began a 
furious struggle, in the midst of which Martial did not leave 
off crying, in a panting voice, "Fly! Blanche, fly! Otto is 
not far off. The name — save the honor of the name !" 

The two women obeyed him, making their escape through 
the back door, which opened into the garden; and they had 
scarcely done so before a violent knocking was heard at the 
front entry. The police were coming! This increased Mar- 
tial's frenzy; and in a supreme effort to free himself from 
his assailant, he hurled him backward so violently that, strik- 
ing his head against a corner of the table, the young soldier 
fell on to the floor, and lay there to all appearance dead. In 
the mean while, the Widow Chupin, who had hastened from 
the room above on hearing the uproar, was shrieking on the 
staircase, while at the front door a voice was crying: "Open 
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in the name of the law!" Martial might have fled; but if he 
fled the duchess might be captured, for he would certainly be 
pnrsued. He saw the peril at a glance, and determined to 
remain. Shaking the Widow Chupin by the arm, he said to 
her in an imperious voice: **li you know how to hold your 
tongue you shall have a hundred thousand francs." Then, 
drawing a table before the door opening into the back room, 
he intrenched himself behind it as a rampart, and awaited the 
enemy's approach. 

The next moment the door was forced open, and a squad of 
police agents, headed by Inspector Gevrol, entered the room. 
"Surrender I" cried the inspector. 

Martial did not move; his revolver was turned toward the 
intruders. "If I can parley with them and hold them in check 
only two minutes, all may yet be saved," he thought He 
obtained the required delay; then throwing his weapon to the 
ground, he was about to bound through the back door when 
a police agent, who had gone round to the rear of the house, 
seized him about the body and threw him to the floor. From 
this side he expected only assistance, hence he exclaimed: 
''Lost! It is the Prussians who are coming!" 

In the twinkling of an eye he was bound; and two hours 
later he was an inmate of the station-house at the Place d'ltalie. 
He had played his part so perfectly that he had deceived even 
Gevrol. His assailants were dead, and he could rely upon die 
Widow Chupin. But he knew that the trap had been set for 
him by Jean Lacheneur; and he read a wlu>le volume of sus- 
picion in the eyes of the young officer who had cut off his 
retreat, and who was called Lecoq by his companions. 




'T*HE Due de Sairmeuse was one of those men who remain 
* superior to circumstances. He was possessed of vast ex- 
perience and great natural shrewdness. His mind was quick 
to act and fertile in resources. But when he found himself 
immured in the damp and loathsome station-house at Ihe Place 
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d'ltalie, after the terrible scene we have just recalled, he felt 
inclined to relinquish all hope. He knew that justice does not 
trust to appearances, and that when an investigating magistrate 
finds himself in the presence of a mystery, he does not rest until 
he has fathomed it. He knew only too well, moreover, that if 
his identity were established the authorities would endeavor to 
discover the reason that had led him to the Poivriere; now he 
could scarcely doubt but what this reason would soon be dis- 
covered, and in that case the crime at the Borderie, and the 
duchess's guilt, would undoubtedly be made public. This meant 
the Assize Court for the woman who bore his name — imprison- 
ment, perhaps execution; at all events, a frightful scandal, dis- 
honor, eternal disgrace! And the power he had wielded in 
former days was a positive disadvantage to him now, when his 
past position was filled by his political adversaries. Among 
them were two personal enemies, whose vanity he once had 
wounded, and who had never forgiven him. They would cer- 
tainly not neglect the present opportunity for revenge. At the 
thought of such an ineffaceable stain on the great name of 
Sairmeuse, which was his pride and glory, reason almost for- 
sook him. "My God, inspire me," he murmured. "How shall 
I save the honor of the name?" 

He saw but one chance of salvation— death. They now be- 
lieved him to be one of the miserable loafers who haunt the 
suburbs of Paris ; if he were dead they would not trouble them- 
selves about his identity. "It is the only way !" he thought, and 
he was indeed endeavoring to find some means of committing 
suicide when suddenly he heard a bustle outside his cell. A 
few moments afterward the door was opened and a man was 
thrust in — ^a man who staggered a few steps, fell heavily on 
to the floor, and then began to snore. The new arrival was 
apparently only some vulgar drunkard. 

A minute or so elapsed, and then a vague, strange hope 
touched Martial's heart — no, he must be mistaken — and yet — 
yes, certainly this drunkard was Otto — Otto in disguise, and 
almost unrecognizable ! It was a bold ruse and no time must be 
lost in profiting by it. Martial stretched himself on a bench, as if 
to sleep, and in such a way that his head was close to Otto's. 
"The duchess is out of danger," murmured the faithful servant. 

"For to-day, perhaps. But to-morrow, through me, every- 
thing will be discovered." 

"Have you told them who you are?" 
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"No; all the police agents but one took me for a vagabond." 

''You must continue to personate that character/' 

"What good will it do? Jean Lacheneur will betray me." 
But Martial, though, he little knew it, had no need to fear 
Lacheneur for the present, at least. A few hours previously, 
on his way in the dark from the Rainbow to the Poivriere, 
Jean had fallen to the bottom of a stone quarry, and fractured 
his skull. The laborers, on returning to their work early in the 
morning, found him lying there senseless; and that very mo- 
ment they were carrying him to the hospital. 

Although Otto also was ignorant of this circumstance, he 
did not seem discouraged. "There will be some way of getting 
rid of Lacheneur," said he, "if you will only sustain your pres- 
ent character. An escape is an easy matter when a man has 
millions at his command." 

"They will ask me who I am, where I've come from, and how 
I've lived." 

"You speak English and German, don't you? Tell them that 
you have just returned from foreign parts; that you were a 
foundling, and that you have always lived a roving life." 

"How can I prove that?" 

Otto drew a little nearer his master, and said, impressively: 
"We must agree on our plans, for success depends on a perfect 
understanding between us. I have a sweetheart in Paris — and 
no one knows of our connection. She is as sharp as steel. Her 
name is Milner, and she keeps the Hotel de Mariembourg, in 
the Rue Saint-Quentin. You can say that you arrived here 
from Leipsic on Sunday; that you went to that hotel, that you 
left your trunk there, and that it has a card nailed to the top 
with your name — say May, foreign artist." 

"Capital!" said Martial, approvingly. And then, with ex- 
traordinary quickness and precision, they agreed, point by point, 
on their plan of defense. When everything had been arranged. 
Otto pretended to awake from the heavy sleep of intoxication; 
he clamored to be released, and the keeper finally opened the 
door and set him at liberty. Before leaving th6 station-house, 
however, he succeeded in throwing a note to the Widow Chu- 
pin, who was imprisoned in the opposite cell. So, when Lecoq, 
after his skilful investigations at the Poivriere, rushed to the 
Place d'ltalie, panting with hope and ambition, he found him- 
self outwitted by these men, who were inferior to him in pene- 
tration, but whose tact was superior to his own. 
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Martiars plans being fully f ormed, he intended to carry them 
out with absolute perfection of detail, and, after his removal to 
the Depot, he was preparing himself for the investigating 
magistrate's visit, when Maurice d'Escorval entered his cell. 
They recognized each other. They were both terribly agitated, 
and the examination was an examination only in name. After 
Maurice's departure Martial attempted to destroy himself; for 
he had no faith in his former enemy's generosity. But when 
he fotmd M. Segmuller occupying Maurice's place the next 
morning, he really believed that he was saved. 

Then began that struggle between the magistrate and Lecoq 
on one side, and the prisoner on the other— a struggle in which 
neither conquered. Martial knew that Lecoq was the only per- 
son he had to fear, still he bore him no ill-will. Faithful to 
his nature, which compelled him to be just even to his ene- 
mies, he could not help admiring the astonishing penetration 
and perseverance of this young police agent, who, undismayed 
by the obstacles surrounding him, struggled on, unassisted, to 
reach the truth. But Lecoq was always outwitted by Otto, the 
mysterious accomplice, who seemed to know his every move- 
ment in advance. At the Morgue, at the Hotel de Mariem- 
bourg, with Toinon, the wife of Polyte Chupin, as well as with 
Polyte himself, Lecoq was always just a little too late. He 
detected the secret correspondence between the prisoner and 
his accomplice, and he was even ingenious enough to discover 
the key to it, but this served no purpose. A man, who had seen 
a rival, or rather a future master, in Lecoq — in short, Gevrol 
— ^had betrayed him. If his efforts to arrive at the truth through 
the jeweler and the Marquise d'Arlange had failed, it was 
only because Blanche had not purchased the diamond earrings 
she wore at the Poivriere at any shop, but from one of her 
friends, the Baroness de Watchau. And finally, if no one in 
Paris had missed the Due de Sairmeuse, it was because — ^thanks 
to an understanding between the duchess, Otto, and Camille — 
no other inmates of the Hotel de Sairmeuse suspected his ab- 
sence. All th^ servants supposed that the duke was confined 
to his room by illness. His breakfast and dinner were taken 
up to his private apartments every day; and soups and tisanes 
were prepared ostensibly for his benefit. 

So the weeks went by, and Martial was expecting to be sum- 
moned before the Assize Court and condemned under the name 
of May, when he was afforded an opportunity to escape. Too 
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shrewd not to discern the trap that had been set for him, it 
was only after horrible hesitation that he decided to alight from 
the prison-van, determined to run the risk, and commending 
himself for protection to his lucky star. And he decided 
wisely, for that same night he leaped over his own garden wall, 
leaving an escaped convict, Joseph Couturier by name, whom 
he had picked up in a low eating-house, as a hostage in Lecoq's 
hands. Warned by Madame Milner, thanks to a blunder which 
Lecoq committed. Otto was waiting for his master. In the 
twinkling of an eye^ Martial's beard fell unfler the razor; he 
plunged into the bath which was already prepared, and his 
clothes were burned. And he it was who, during the search 
a few minutes later, had the hardihood to call out: "Otto, by 
all means allow these men to do their duty." But he did not 
breathe freely until the police agents had departed. "At last," 
he exclaimed, "honor is saved ! We have outwitted Lecoq !" 

He had just left his bath, and assumed a dressing-gown, 
when Otto handed him a letter from the duchess. He hastily 
opened the envelope and read: "You are safe. You know 
everything. I am dying. Farewell. I loved you." 

With two bounds he reached his wife's apartments. The 
outer door was locked: he burst it open; but he came too late. 
Blanche was dead — poisoned, like Marie- Anne; but she had 
procured a drug having an instantaneous effect, and extended 
on her couch, clad in her wonted apparel, her hands folded 
over her breast, she seemed only asleep. A tear glistened in 
Martial's eye. "Poor, unhappy woman!" he murmured; "may 
God forgive you as I forgive you — ^you whose crime has been 
so frightfully, expiated here below !" 




CAFE, in his own princely mansion, and surrounded by an 
^ army of retainers, the Due de Sairmeuse had triumphantly 
exclaimed : "We have outwitted Lecoq I" 

In this he was right; for the young detective was certainly 
nonplused for the time being; but when his grace fancied him« 
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self forever beyond this wily, keen-witted, aspirii^ a^feat's 
reach, he was most decidedly wrong. Lecoq was oot the man 
to sit down with folded hands and brood over the humiliation 
of defeat. Before he went to old Tabaret, he was beginning io 
recover from his despondency; and when he left that expe- 
rienced detective's presence, he had regained his courage, en- 
ergy, and command over his faculties. ''Well, my worthy 
friotxl," he remarked to Father Absinthe, who was trottii^ 
along by his side, ''you heard what the great Monsieur Tabaret 
said, didn't you? So, you see, I was right." 

But his companion evinced no enthusiasm. ''Yes, you were 
right," he responded, in wobegone tones^ 

^'Do you think we are mined by two or three mistakes? 
Nonsense I I will soon turn to-day's defeat into a glorious 
victory."* 

'^Ah! you might do so perhaps, if — ^they don't dismiss us 
from the force." 

This doleful remark recalled Lecoq to a sense of his pres^it 
position. He and Absinthe had allowed a prisoner to slip 
through their fingers. That was vexatious, it is true; but, on 
the other hand, they had capttored a most notorious criminal — 
Joseph Couturier. Surely there was some comfort in that 
Still, of course, they both might be dismissed — ^and yet Lecoq 
couki have borne the prospect, dismal as it was, if it had not 
been for the thought that dismissal would forever prevent him 
from following up the Poivriere affair. What would his supe* 
riors say when he told them that May and the Due de Sair- 
meuse were one and the saxne person. They would, no doubt, 
shrug their shoulders and turn up their noses. "Still, M. Seg- 
muller will believe me," he thought. "But will he dare to take 
any action in the matter without plain evidence before him?" 

This was very unlikely, as Lecoq fully realized, and for a 
moment he a^ed himself if he and his fellows could not make 
a descent on the Hotel de Sairmeuse, and, on some pretext or 
other, compel the duke to show himself. It would then be easy 
to identify him as the prisoner May. However, after a little 
thought he dismissed the idea. "It would be a stupid expedi- 
ent!" he exclaimed. "Two such men as the duke and his 
accomplice are not likely to be caught napping. They are pre- 
pared for such a visit, and we should only have our labor for 
our pains." 

He made these reflections in a low tone of voice; and Father 
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Absinthe's curiosity was aroused. ''Excuse me/' said the old 
veteran, "I don't quite understand you." 

"I say that we must find some tangible proof before asking 
permission to proceed further — " Lecoq paused with knitted 
brows. An idea had occurred to him. He fancied he could 
prove complicity between at least one of the witnesses sum- 
moned to give evidence, and some member of the duke's house- 
hold. He was indeed thinking of Madame Milner, the land- 
lady of the Hotel de Mariembourg, and of his first meeting 
with her. He saw her again, in his mind's eye, standing on 
a chair, her face on a level with a cage, covered with a large 
piece of black silk, while she persistently repeated three or four 
German words to a starling, who with equal persistency re- 
torted: "Camille! Where is Camille?" "One thing is certain," 
exclaimed Lecoq aloud, "if Madame Milner — who is a German, 
and who speaks French with the strongest possible German 
accent — had reared this bird, it would either have spoken in 
German or else in French, and in the latter case with the 
same accent as its mistress. So it can't have been in her pos- 
session long; but then who can have given it to her?" 

"Father Absinthe was beginning to grow impatient "In 
sober earnest, what are you talking about ?" he asked, petulantly. 

"I say that if there is any one at the Hotel de Sairmeuse 
named Camille, I have the proof I wish for. Come, Papa 
Absinthe, let us hurry on." And without another word of 
explanation, he dragged his companion rapidly toward the 
Seine. 

When they reached the Rue de Crenelle, Lecoq perceived 
a commissionaire leaning against the door of a wine-shop. He 
walked straight toward him. "Come, my good fellow," said 
he. "I want you to go to the Hotel de Sairmeuse and ask for 
Camille. Tell her that her uncle is waiting for her here." 

"But, sir—" 

"What, you haven't gone yet?" 

The messenger started oif, and the two police agents entered 
the wine-shop. Father Absinthe scarcely having time to swal- 
low a glass of brandy before the envoy returned. "I was 
unable to see Mademoiselle Camflle," said he. ''The house is 
closed from top to bottom. The duchess died very suddenly 
this morning." 

"Ah ! the wretch !" exclaimed the young police agent. Then 
controlling himself, he mentally added: "He must have killed 
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his wife on retnrniiig home, bat his fate is sealed. Now, I 
shall be allowed to continue m^r inTesttgatioiis.'' 

In less than twentj mimites they arrived at the Palais de 
Justice. M. S^mtdler did not seem to be immoderately sur- 
prised by Lecoq's revelations, though he listened with evident 
doabt to the young poHce agent's ingemous deductions; it vras 
the circumstance of the starHng which at last decided him. 
"Perhaps you are right, my dear Leooq,'* he said, ''and to tdl 
the truth, I quite agree widi yoiL But I can take no further 
action in the matter until 3rou can furnish proof so convincing. 
in its nature that the Due de Sairmeuse will be unable td. 
think of denying it" 

^Ah t my superiors won't allow xat^^" 

^On the contrary,^ interrupted the magistrate, ''they will 
allow yovL the fullest liberty after I have ^)dken to thenw" 
Such action on M. Segmulkr's part required no little courage; 
for in official circles there had bees ooosiderahle merriment 
over the magistrate's n^erious man with the iron mask, dis^ 
gnised as a mountebank; and the former by his persistent sufk- 
port of the young detectivc^s theories had almost become an 
oibject of ridicule. 

"And when vnll 3rou speak to them?" timidly inquired Lecoq.. 

"At once." 

The magistrate had already turned toward the door whea 
the young police agent stopped him. "I have one more ^vor 
to ask you, sir," he said, entreatingly. "You are so kind, yo«i 
are the first person who has given me any encouragement — who 
has had any faith in me." 

"Speak, my good fellow." 

"Ah I sir, wilt you give me a message for M. d'Escorval2 
Any insignificant message— inform him of the prisoner's escape. 
I will take it myself, and then — Oh I fear nodiing, sir; I wilt 
be very prudent." 

"Very well I" replied the magistrate "I will vnrite him «a 
note." 

When he finally left the office^ Lecoq was fuUj authorized 
to proceed with his investigations, and he carried in Ins pocket 
M. Segmuller's letter to M. d'Escorval. His satisfaction was 
so intense that he did not deign to notice the sneers bestowed 
upon him as he passed along the corridors ; but on the Ares- 
hold downstairs he encountered Gevrot, the general, who was 
evidently watching for him. "Ah, haP hiugfaed the inspector. 
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as Lccoq passed otit, ^'here's one of those simpletons who fish 
for whaJbs and don't even catch a gudgeon." 

For an instant Lecoq feh angry. He turned round ahrupdy 
and looked Gcvrol full in the face. **At all events," retorted 
he in the tone of a man who knows what he's saying, '^at's 
better than assisting prisoners to carry on a surreptitious cor- 
respondence with people oatside.'' 

In his surprise, Gevrol almost lost countenance, and his blush 
was equivalent to a confession. But Lecoq did not add 
another word. What did it matter to him now if Gevrol 
had betrayed him? Was he not about to win a glorious 
revenge ! 

He spent the remainder of the day in preparing his plan of 
action, and in thinking what he should say when he took M. 
Segmuller's note to Maurice d'Escorval. The next morning, 
at about eleven o'ck>ck, he presented himself at the tatter's 
house. "M. d'Escorval is in his study with a young man," re- 
plied the servant to the young detective's inquiry, "but, as he 
gave me no orders to the contrary, you may go in." 

Lecoq entered, but found the study unoccupied. From the 
adjoining room, however, only separated from the study by 
velvet hangings, came a sound of stifled exclamations, of sobs 
mingled with kisses. Not knowing whether to remain or to 
retire, the young police agent stood for a moment undecided; 
when suddenly he perceived an open letter lying on the carpet. 
Impelled by an impulse stronger than his will, Lecoq picked the 
letter up, and his eyes meeting the signature, he started back in 
surprise. He could not now refrain from reading this missive, 
which ran as follows: 

**The bearer of this letter is Marie-Anne's son — ^your son, 
Maurice. I have given him all the proofs necessary to estab- 
lish his identity. It was to his education that I consecrated 
poor Marie-Anne's inheritance. Those to whose care I con- 
fided him have made a noble man of him. If I restore him to 
you, it is only because the life I lead is not a fitting Kfe for 
him. Yesterday, the miserable woman who murdered my sister 
died from poison administered by her own hand. Poor Marie- 
Anne 1 she would have been far more terribly avenged had not 
an accident which happened to me saved the Due and the 
Duchesse de Sairmeuse from the snare into which I had drawn 
them. Jean Lachbneur." 
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Lecoq stood as if petrified. Now he understood the terrible 
drama enacted in the Widow Chupin's cabin. "I must go to 
Sairmeuse at once," he said to himself ;* "there I can discover 
everything." He left the room without seeing M. d'Escorval, 
and even successfully resisted the temptation to take Lache*- 
neur's letter with him. 

Exactly a month had transpired since Blanche's death. His 
grace the Due de Sairmeuse was reclining on a divan in his 
library, reading one of his favorite authors, when Otto, his 
valet de chambre, came in to inform him that a messenger was 
below, charged with delivering into his grace's own hands a 
letter from M. d'Escorval. 

Martial sprang to his feet. "It is impossible," he exclaimed; 
and then he quickly added: "Let the messenger come up." 

A tall man, with florid complexion, and red hair and beard, 
timidly handed the duke a letter. Martial instantly broke the 
seal, and read: 

"I saved you, monsieur, by not recognizing the prisoner, May. 
In your turn assist me. By noon on the day after to-morrow, I 
must have two hundred and sixty thousand francs. I have 
sufficient confidence in your honor to apply to you. 

"Maurice d'Escorval." 

For a moment Martial stood bewildered, then springing to 
a table he began writing, without noticing that the messenger 
was looking over his shoulder: "Monsieur— Not the day after 
to-morrow, but this evening, what you ask will be at your 
service. My fortune and my life are at your disposal. It is 
but a slight return for the generosity shown by you in with- 
drawing, when, under the rags of May, you recognized your 
former enemy, but now your devoted friend. 

"Martial de Sairmeuse." 

The duke folded this letter with a feverish hand, and giving 
it to the messenger with a louis, he said: "Here is the 
answer, make haste!" 

But the messenger did not stir. He slipped the letter into 
his pocket, and then hastily cast his red beard and wig on the 
floor. 

"Lecoq I" exclaimed Martial, paler than death. 

"Lecoq, yes, sir," replied the young detective. "I was obliged 
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to take my revenge ; my future depended on it, and so I ventured 
to imitate M. d'Escorval's writing." And as Martial offered 
no remark: "I must also say to Monsieur le Due," he con- 
tinued, "that if your grace will transmit a confession of your 
presence at the Poivriere in your own handwriting to the 
investigating magistrate I can and will at the same time 
furnish proofs of your grace's innocence — ^that you were 
dragged into a snare, and that you only acted in self-defense." 

Martial looked up in fair astonishment, but to show that 
he was acquainted with everything^ Lecoq slowly added: "As 
madame is dead, there will be nothing said concerning what 
took place at the Borderie." 

A week later a private report setting forth that there were 
no grounds to proceed against the Due de Sairmeuse was 
forwarded by M. Segmuller to the public prosecutor. 

Appointed to the position of inspector, which he coveted, 
Lecoq had the good taste, or perhaps, the shrewdness, to wear 
his honors modestly. But on the day of his promotion, he 
ordered a seal, on which was engraved the exultant rooster, 
his chosen armorial design, with a motto to .which he ever 
remained faithful: ** Semper VigUans.'* 



THE END 
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THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

ON Thursday, the 6th of March, 1862, two days after 
Shrove Tuesday, five women belonging to the village of 
La Jonchere presented themselves at the police station, 
at Bougival. They stated that for two days past no one had 
seen the Widow Lerouge, one of their neighbors, who lived by 
herself in an isolated cottage. They had several times knocked 
at the door, but all in vain. The window-shutters as well as 
the door were closed; and it was impossible to obtain even a 
glimpse of the interior. This silence, this sudden disappearance, 
alarmed them. Apprehensive of a crime, or at least of an acci- 
dent, they requested the interference of the police to satisfy 
their doubts by forcing the door and entering the house. 

Bougival is a pleasant riverside village, peopled on Sundays 
by crowds of boating parties. Trifling offenses are frequently 
heard of in its neighborhood, but crimes are rare. The com- 
missary of police at first refused to listen to the women, but 
their importunities so fatigued him that he at length acceded 
to their request. He sent for the corporal of gendarmes, with 
two of his men, called into requisition the services of a lock- 
smith, and, thus accompanied, followed the neighbors of the 
Widow Lerouge. 

La Jonchere owes some celebrity to the inventor of the slid- 
ing railway, who for some years past has, with more enterprise 
than profit, made public trials of his system in the immediate 
neighborhood. It is a hamlet of no importance, resting upon 
the slope of the hill which overlooks the Seine between La 
Malmaison and Bougival. It is about twenty minutes' walk 
from the main road, which, passing by Rueil and Port-Marly, 
goes from Paris to St. Germain; and is reached by a steep 
and rugged lane, quite unknown to the government engineers. 

The party, led by the gendarmes, followed the main road which 
here bordered the river until it reached this lane, into which 
it turned, and stumbled over the rugged inequalities of the 

643 
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ground for about a hundred yards, when it arrived in front of 
a cottage of extremely modest yet rei^ctable appearance. This 
cottage had probably been built by some little Parisian shop- 
keeper in love with the beauties of nature; for all the trees had 
been carefully cut down. It consisted merely of two apart- 
ments on the ground floor with a loft above. Around it ex- 
tended a much-neglected garden, badly protected against mid- 
night prowlers by a very dilapidated stone wall about three feet 
high, and broken and crumbling in many places. A light 
wooden gate, clumsily held in its place by pieces of wire, gave 
access to the garden. 

"It is here," said die women. 

The commissary stopped. During his short walk, the iram* 
her of his followers had been rapidly increasing, and now in- 
cluded all the inquisitive and idle persons of the neighborhood. 
He found himself surrounded by aboat forty individuals burn- 
ing with curiosity. 

"No one must enter the garden," said he; and, to insure 
obedience, he placed the two gendarmes on sentry before the 
entrance, and advanced toward the house, accompanied by the 
corporal and the locksmith. 

He knocked several times loudly with his leaded cane, first 
at the door, and then successively at all the window*shiitters» 
After each blow, he placed his ear against the wood and lis- 
tened. Hearing nothing, he turned to the locksmith. 

"Open r said he. 

The workman unstrapped his satchel, and produced his imr 
plements. He had already introduced a skeleton key into the 
lock, when a loud exclamation was heard from the crowd out- 
side the gate. 

'The key!" they cried. "Here is the key !" 

A boy about twelve years old, playing with one of his 
companions, had seen an enormous key in a ditch by the 
roadside; he had picked it up and carried it to tiie cottage 
in triumph. 

"Give it to me, youngster," said the corporal. '^Wc shall 
see." 

The key was tried, and it proved to be the key of the house. 
The commissary and the locksmith exchanged glances full of 
sinister misgivings. "This looks bad," mattered the corporal. 
They entered the house, while the crowd, restrained with diffi* 
ctdty by the gendarmes, stamped with in^tience, or leaned 
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over the garden wall, stretching their necks eagerly, to see or 
hear something of what was passing within the cottage. 

Those who anticipated the discovery of a crime were unhap- 
pily not deceived. The commissary was convinced of this as 
soon as he crossed the threshold. Ever)rthing in the first room 
pointed with a sad eloquence to the recent presence of a 
malefactor. The furniture was knocked about, and a chest of 
drawers and two large trunks had been forced and broken 
open. In the inner room, which served as a sleeping apart- 
ment, the disorder was even greater. It seemed as though some 
furious hand had taken a fiendish pleasure in upsetting every- 
thing. Near the fireplace, her face buried in the ashes, lay the 
dead body of Widow Lerouge. All one side of the face and the 
hair were burnt; it seemed a miracle that the fire had not 
caught her clothing. 

"Wretches!" exclaimed the corporal. "Could they not have 
robbed without assassinating the poor woman?" 

"But where has she been wounded?" inquired the commis- 
sary; "I do not see any blood." 

"Look! here between the shoulders," replied the corporal; 
two fierce blows, by my faith. I'll wager my stripes she had 
no time to cry out." 

He stooped over the corpse and touched it. "She is quite 
cold," he continued, "and it seems to me that she is no longer 
very stiff. It is at least thirty-six hours since she received her 
death-blow." 

The commissary began writing, on the comer of a table, a 
short official report. "We are not here to talk, but to discover 
the guilty," said he to the corporal. "Let information be at 
once conveyed to the justice of the peace and the mayor, and 
send this letter without delay to the Palais de Justice. In a 
couple of hours an investigating magistrate can be here. In 
the mean while, I will proceed to make a preliminary inquiry." 

"Shall I carry the letter?" asked the corporal of gendarmes. 

"No, send one of your men; you will be useful to me here 
in keeping these people in order, and in finding any witnesses 
I may want. We must leave ever)rthing here as it is. I will 
install myself in the other room." 

A gendarme departed at a run toward the station at Rueil; 
and the commissary commenced his investigations in regular 
form, as prescribed by law. 

"Who was Widow Lerouge? Where did she come from? 
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What did she do? Upon what means, and how did she live? 
What were her habits, her morals, and what sort of company 
did she keep? Was she known to have enemies? Was she a 
miser? Did she pass fen- betng rich?" The commissary knew 
the importance of ascertaining all this: but although the wit- 
nesses were ntnnerons enough, they possessed but little ialor- 
mation. The depositions of the neighbors, successively interro- 
gated, were empty, incoherent, and incomplete. No one knew 
anything of the victim, who was a stranger in the country. 
Many presented themselves as witnesses, moreover, who came 
forward less to afford information than to gratify their curi- 
osity. A gardener's wife, who had been friendly widi the de- 
ceased, and a milkwoman with whom she dealt, were alone aUe 
to give a few insignificant though precise details. In a wofd, 
after three hours of laborious investigation, after having un- 
dergone the infliction of 'all the gossip of the country, after 
receiving evidence the most contradictory, and listening to 
commentaries the most ridiculous, the following is what ap- 
peared the most reliable to the commtssaiy: 

Twelve years before, at the beginning of 1850, the woman 
Lerouge IukI made her appearance at Bougival with a large 
wagon piled with furniture, linen, and her personal effects. 
She had alighted at an irni, declaring her intention of settling 
in the neighboriiood, and had immediately gone in quest of a 
house. Finding this one unoccupied, and thinking it would 
suit her, she had taken it without trying to beat down the 
terms, at a rental of three hundred and twenty francs, payable 
half yearly and in advance, but had refused to sign a lease. 
The house taken, she occupied it the same day, and eaqpended 
about a hundred francs on repairs. 

She was a woman about fifty-four or fifty-five years of age, 
well preserved, active, and in the enjoyment of ejocellent health. 
No one knew her reasons for taking up her abode in a country 
where she was an absolute stranger. She was supposed to have 
come from Normandy, having been frequently seen in the early 
morning to wear a white cotton cap. This night-cap did not 
prevent her dressing very smartly during the day; indeed, she 
ordinarily wore very handsome dresses, very showy ribbons in 
her caps, and covered herself with jewels like a saint in a 
chapel. Without doubt she lived on the coast, for ships and 
the sea recurred incessantly in her conversation. 

She did not like spesddng of her husband, who had, she said. 
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perished in a shipwreck. But she had never given the slightest 
detail. On one particular occasion she had remarked, in pres- 
ence of the milkwoman and three other persons: "No woman 
was ever more miserable than I during my married life." And 
at another she had said : "All new, all fine ! My defunct hus- 
band only loved me for a year !" 

Widow Lerouge passed for rich, or at least for being very 
well off, and she was not a miser. She had lent a woman at 
La Malmaison sixty francs with which to pay her rent, and 
would not let her return them. At another time she had ad- 
vanced two hundred francs to a fisherman of Port-Marly. She 
was fond of good living, spent a good deal on her food, and 
bought wine by the half-cask. She took pleasure in treating 
her acquaintances, and her dinners were excellent. If compli- 
mented on her easy circumstances, she made no very strong 
denial. She had frequently been heard to say : "I have nothing 
in the funds, but I have everything I want. If I wished for 
more, I could have it." 

Beyond this, the slightest allusion to her past life, her coun- 
try, or her family had never escaped her. She was very talka- 
tive, but all she would say would be to the detriment of her 
neighbors. She was supposed, however, to have seen the world, 
and to kno^ a great deal. She was very distrustful and bar- 
ricaded herself in her cottage as in a fortress. She never 
went out in the evening, and it was well known that she got 
tipsy regularly at her dinner and went to bed very soon 
afterward. 

Rarely had strangers been seen to visit her ; four or five times 
a lady accompanied by a young man had called, and upon one 
occasion two gentlemen, one young, the other old and decorated, 
had come in a magnificent carriage. 

In conclusion, the deceased was held in but little esteem by 
her neighbors. Her remarks were often most offensive and 
odious in the mouth of a woman of her age. She had been 
heard to give a young girl the most detestable counsels. A pork 
butcher, belonging to Bougival, embarrassed in his business, 
and tempted by her supposed wealth, had at one time paid her 
his addresses. She, however, repelled his advances, declaring 
that to be married once was enough for her. On several occa- 
sions men had been seen in her house : first of all, a young 
one, who had the appearance of a clerk of the railway com- 
pany: then another, a tall, elderly man, very sunburnt, who 
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was dressed in a blouse, and looked very villainotts. These mm 
were reported to be her lovers. 

While questioning the witnesses, the commissary wrote down 
their depositions in a more condensed form, and he had got 
so far, when the investigating magistrate arrived, attended by 
the chief of the detective police, and one of his subordinates. 
M. Daburon was a man thirty-eight years of age, and of pre- 
possessing appearance; sympathetic notwithstanding his cold- 
ness; wearing upon his countenance a sweet and rather sad 
expression. This settled melancholy had remained with him 
ever since his recovery, two years before, from a dreadful 
malady, which had well-nigh proiaed fatal. Investigating mag- 
istrate since 1859, he had rapidly acquired the most l»rilliant 
reputation. Laborious, patient, and acute, he knew with sin- 
gular skill how to disentangle the skein of the most complicated 
affair, and from the midst of a thousand threads lay hold of 
tiie right one. None better than he, armed with an implacable 
logic, could solve those terrible problems in which x represents 
the criminal. Clever in deducing the unknown from the known, 
he excelled in collecting facts, and in uniting in a bundle of 
overwhelming proofs circumstances the most trifling, and in 
appearance the most insignificant. 

Although possessed of qualifications for his ofiice so numer- 
ous and valuable, he was tremblingly distrustful of his own 
abilities and exercised his terrible functions with diffidence and 
hesitation. He wanted audacity to risk those sudden surprises 
so often resorted to by his colleagues in the pursuit of truth. 
Thus it was repugnant to his feelings to deceive even an ac- 
cused person, or to lay snares for him: in fact, the mere idea 
of the possibility of a judicial error terrified him. They saad 
of him in the courts : "He is a trembler." What he sought was 
not conviction, nor the most probable presumptions, but the 
most absolute certainty. No rest for him until the day when 
the accused was forced to bow before the evidence ; so mtich so 
that he had been jestingly reproached with seeking not to 
discover criminals but innocents. 

The chief of detective police was none other than the cdic- 
brated Gevrol. He was really an able man, but wanting in per- 
severance, and liable to be blinded by an incredible obstinacy. 
If he lost a clue, he could not bring himself to acknowledge i^ 
still less to retrace his steps. His audacity and coolness, how- 
ever, rendered it impossible to disconcert him; and being pos- 
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sessed of imoiense personal strength, hidden under a most 
meagre appearance, he never hesitated to confront the most 
daring of malefactors. But his specialty, his triumph, his glory, 
was a memory of faces, so prodigious as to exceed helief. If 
he saw a face for five minutes, it was enough. Its possessor 
was catalogued, and would be recognized at any time. The 
impossibilities of place, the unlikelihood of circumstances, the 
most incredible disguises would not lead him astray. The rea- 
son for this, so he pretended, was because he only looked at a 
man's eyes, without noticing any other features. This faculty 
was severly tested some months back at Poissy by the follo>#- 
ing experiment. Three prisoners were draped in coverings so 
as to completely disguise their height Over their faces were 
thick veils, allowing nothing of the features to be seen except 
the eyes, for which holes had been made ; and in this state they 
were shown to GevroL Without the slightest hesitation he 
recognized the prisoners and named them. Had chance alone 
assisted him? 

The subordinate Gevrol had brought with him was an old 
offender, reconciled to the law. A smart fellow in his profes- 
sion, crafty as a fox, and jealoos of his chief, whose abilities 
he held in light estimation. His name was Lecoq. 

The commissary, by this time heartily tired of his responsi- 
bilities, welcomed the investigating magistrate and his agents 
as liberators. He nq>idly related the facts collected and read 
his official report. 

"You have proceeded very well," observed the investigating 
magistrate. "All is stated clearly; yet there is one fact you 
have omitted to ascertain." 

"What is that, sir?" inquired the commissary. 

"On what day was Widow Lerouge last seen, and at what 
hour?" 

"I was coming to that presently. She was last seen and 
q>oken to on the evening of Shrove Tuesday, at twenty minutes 
past five. She was then returning from Bougival with a 
basketful of purchases." 

"You are sure of the hour, sir?" inquired Gevrol. 

"Perfectly, and for this reason; the two witnesses who fur- 
nished me with this fact, a woman named TelHer and a cooper 
who lives hard by, alighted from the omnibus which leaves 
Maiiy every hour, when they perceived the widow in the cross- 
mad, and hastened to overtake her. They conversed with hef 
lo— Vol. 2 
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and only left her when they reached the door of her own 
house." 

"And what had she in her basket ?" asked the investigating 
magistrate. 

"The witnesses can not say. They only know that she car- 
ried two sealed bottles of wine, and another of brandy. She 
complained to them of headache, and said: Though it is cus- 
tomary to enjoy one's self on Shrove Tuesday, I am going 
to bed.'" 

"So, so!" exclaimed the chief of detective police. "I know 
where to search!" 

"You think so ?" inquired M. Daburon. 

'Why, it is clear enough. We must find the tall, sunburnt 
man, the gallant in the blouse. The brandy and the wine were 
intended for his entertainment. The widow expected him to 
supper. He came, sure enough, the amiable gallant!" 

"Oh !" cried the corporal of gendarmes, evidently scandalized, 
"she was very old, and terribly ugly !" 

Gevrol surveyed the honest fellow with an expression of 
contemptuous pity. "Know, corporal," said he, "that a woman 
who has money is always young and pretty, if she desires to 
be thought so !" 

"Perhaps there is something in that," remarked the magis- 
trate; "but it is not what strikes me most. I am more impressed 
by the remark of this unfortunate woman: 'If I wished for 
more, I could have it.'" 

"That also attracted my attention," acquiesced the com- 
missary. 

But Gevrol no longer took the trouble to listen. He stuck 
to his own opinion, and began to inspect minutely every corner 
of the room. Suddenly he turned toward the commissary. 
"Now that I think of it," cried he, "was it not on Tuesday 
that the weather changed ? It had been freezing for a fortnight 
past, and on that evening it rained. At what time did the rain 
commence here?" 

"At half-past nine," answered the corporal. "I went out 
from supper to make my circuit of the dancing halls, when I 
was overtaken opposite the Rue des Pecheurs by a heavy 
shower. In less than ten minutes there was half an inch of 
water in the road." 

"Very well," said Gevrol. "Then if the man came after half- 
past nine his shoes must have been very muddy. If they were 
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dry, he arrived sootier. This mast have been noticed, for the 
floor is a polished one. Were there any imprints of footsteps, 
Mr. Commissary?" 

"I most confess we never thought of looking for them." 

"Ah I" exclaimed the chief detective, in a tone of irritatioa, 
'^hat is vexatious I" 

"Wait," added the commissary; "there is yet time to see if 
there are any, not in this room, but in the other. We have 
disturbed absolutely nothing there. My footsteps and the cor- 
poral's will be easily distinguished. Let us see." 

As the commissary opened the door of the second chamber, 
Gevrol stopped him. "I ask permission, sir," said he to the 
investigating magistrate, "to examine the apartment before any 
one else is permitted to enter. It is very important for me." 

"Certainly," approved M. Daburon. 

Gevrol passed in first, the others remaining on the threshold. 
They all took in at a glance the scene of the crime. Every- 
thing, as the commissary had stated, seemed to have been over- 
turned by some furious madman. In the middle of the room 
was a table covered with a fine linen cloth, white as snow. 
Upon this was placed a magnificent wineglass of the rarest 
manufacture, a very handsome knife, and a plate of the finest 
porcdain. There was an opened bottle of wine, hardly touched, 
and another of brandy, from which about five or six small glass* 
fuls had been taken. On the right, against the wall, stood two 
handsome walnut-wood wardrobes, with ornamental locks ; they 
were placed one on each side of the window ; both were empty, 
and the contents scattered about on all sides. There were 
clothing, linen, and other effects unfolded, tossed about, and 
crumpled. At the end of the room, near the fireplace, a large 
cupboard used for keeping the crockery was wide open. On 
the other side of the fireplace, an old secretary with a marble 
top had been forced, broken, smashed into bits, and rummaged, 
no doubt, to its inmost recesses. The desk, wrenched away, 
hung by a single hinge. The drawers had been pulled out and 
thrown upon the floor. To the left of the room stood the bed, 
which had been completely disarranged and upset. Even the 
straw of the mattress had been pulled out and examined. 

"Not the slightest imprint," murmured Gevrol, disappointed. 
"He must have arrived before half-past nine. You can all 
come in now." 

He walked right up to the corpse of the widow, near which 
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he knelt "It can not be said/' grumbled he, "that the work is 
not properly done 1 the assassin is no apprentice \" Then look- 
ing right and left, he continued: "Oh! oh! the poor devil was 
busy with her cooking when he struck her ; see her pan of ham 
and eggs upon the hearth* The brute hadn't patience enough 
to wait for the dinner. The gentleman was in a hurry, he 
struck the blow fasting; therefore he can't invoke the gaiety of 
dessert in his defense !" 

"It is evident," said the commissary to the investigating 
magistrate, "that robbery was the motive of the crime." 

"It is probable," answered Gevrol in a sly way; "and that 
accounts for the absence of the silver spoons from the table." 

"Look here ! Some pieces of gold in this drawer !" exclaimed 
Lecoq, who had been searching on his own account, "just three 
hundred and twenty francs!" 

"Well, I never!" cried Gevrol, a little disconcerted. But he 
soon recovered from his embarrassment, and added: "He must 
have forgotten them; that often happens. I have known an 
assassin, who, after accomplishing the murder, became so utterly 
bewildered as to depart without remembering to take the 
plunder, for which he had committed the crime. Our man 
became excited perhaps, or was interrupted. Some one may 
have knocked at the door. What makes me more willing to 
think so is that the scamp did not leave the candle burning. 
You see, he took the trouble to put it out." 

"Pooh !" said Lecoq. "That proves nothing. He is probably 
an economical and careful man." 

The investigations of the two agents were continued all over 
the house; but their most minute researches resulted in dis- 
covering absolutely nothing; not one piece of evidence to con- 
vict; not the faintest indication which might serve as a point 
of departure. Even the dead woman's papers, if she possessed 
any, had disappeared. Not a letter, not a scrap of paper even, 
to be met with. From time to time Gevrol stopped to swear or 
grumble. "Oh! it is cleverly done! It is a tiptop piece of 
work ! The scoundrel is a cool hand !" 

"Well, what do you make of it?" at length demanded the 
investigating magistrate. 

"It is a drawn game, monsieur," replied Gevrol. "We are 
baffled for the present. The miscreant has taken his measures 
with great precaution; but I will catch him. Before night, I 
shall have a dozen men in pursuit. Besides, he is sure to fall 
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into our hands. He has carried off the plate and tbe jewels. 
He is lost r 

"Despite all that," said M. Daburon, "we are no further 
advanced than we were this morning I" 

'Well I" growled Gevrol, "a man can only do what he can I** 

"Ah !" murmured Lecoq in a low tone, perfectly audible, how- 
ever, "why is not old Tirauclair here?" 

"What could he do more than we have done?" retorted 
Gevrol, directing a furious glance at his subordinate. Lecoq 
bowed his head and was silent, inwardly delighted at having 
woiuided his chief. 

"Who is old Tirauclair?" asked M. Daburon. "It seems to 
mt that I have heard the name, but I can't remember where.*^ 

"He is an extraordinary man!" exclaimed Lecoq. 

"He was formerly a clerk at the Mont de Piete," added 
Gevrol; "but he is now a rich oM fellow, whose real name 
is Tabaret. He goes in for playing the detective by way of 
amusement." 

"And to augment his revenues," insinuated the commnsary. 

"He?" cried Lecoq. "No danger of that. He works so nrach 
for the glory of success that he often spends money from his 
own pocket It's his amusement, you seel At the Prefecture 
we have nicknamed him Tirauclair,' from a phrase he is con- 
stantly in the habit of repeating. Ah I be is sharp, the old 
weasel ! It was he who in the case of that banker's wife, you 
remember, guessed that the lady had robbed herself, and who 
proved it." 

"True!" retorted Gevrol; "and it was also he who almost 
had poor Dereme guillotined for killing his wife, a thorougii 
bad woman ; and all the while the poor man was innocent" 

"We are wasting our time, gentlemen," interrupted M. Dabu- 
roa. Then, addressing himself to Lecoq, he added: "Go and 
find M. Tabaret. I have heard a great deal of him, and shaU be 
glad to see him at work here." 

Lecoq started off at a run. Gevrol was seriously humiliated 
"You have, of course, sir, the right to demand the services of 
whom you please," commenced he, "but yet — " 

"Do not," interrupted M. Daburon, "let us lose our tempers^ 
M. Gevrol. I have known you for a long time, and I know 
your worth; but to-day we happen to differ in opinion. Yo« 
hold absolutely to your sunburnt man in the blouse, and I, on 
»y side, am convinced that you are not on tbe right tradk !" 
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"I think I am right," replied the detective, "and I hope to 
prove it. I shall find the scoundrel, be he whom he may f " 

"I ask nothing better," said M. Daburon. 

"Only permit me, sir, to give — ^what shall I say without fail- 
ing in respect — ^a piece of advice?" 

"Speak!" 

"I would advise you, sir, to distrust old Tabaret." 

"Really? And for what reason?" 

"The old fellow allows himself to be carried away too much 
by appearances. He has become an amateur detective for the 
sake of popularity, just like an author; and, as he is vainer 
than a peacock, he is apt to lose his temper and be very obsti- 
nate. As soon as he finds himself in the presence of a crime, 
like this one, for example, he pretends he can explain every- 
thing on the instant. And he manages to invent a story that 
will correspond exactly with the situation. He professes, with 
the help of one single fact, to be able to reconstruct all the 
details of an assassination, as a savant pictures an antediluvian 
animal from a single bone. Sometimes he divines correctly; 
very often, though, he makes a mistake. Take, for instance, 
the case of the tailor, the unfortunate Dereme, without me — *' 

"I thank you for your advice," interrupted M. Daburon, "and 
will profit by it. Now, commissary," he continued, "it is most 
important to ascertain from what part of the country Widow 
Lerouge came." 

The procession of witnesses under the charge of the corporal 
of gendarmes were again interrogated by the investigating mag- 
istrate. But nothing new was elicited. It was evident that 
Widow Lerouge had been a singularly discreet woman; for, 
although very talkative, nothing in any way connected with her 
antecedents remained in the memory of the gossips of La Jon- 
chere. All the people interrogated, however, obstinately tried 
to impart to the magistrate their own convictions and personal 
conjectures. Public opinion sided with Gevrol. Every voice 
denounced the tall sunburnt man with the gray blouse. He 
must surely be the culprit. Every one remembered his ferocious 
aspect, which had frightened the whole neighborhood. He had 
one evening menaced a woman, and another day beaten a child. 
They could point out neither the child nor the woman; but no 
matter: these brutal acts were notoriously public. M. Daburoa 
began to despair of gaining the least enlightenment, when some 
one brought the wife of a grocer of Bougival, at whose shop 
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the victim used to deal, and a child thirteen years old, who 
knew, it was said, something positive. 

The grocer's wife first made her appearance. She had heard 
Widow Lerouge speak of having a son still living. 

"Are you quite sure of that?" asked the investigating mag- 
istrate. 

"As of my existence,** answered the woman, "for, on that 
evening, yes, it was evening, she was, saving your presence, 
a little tipsy. She remained in my shop more than an hour." 

"And what did she say?" 

"I think I see her now," continued the shopkeeper: "she 
was leaning against the counter near the scales, jesting with 
a fisherman of Marly, old Husson, who can tell you the same; 
and she called him a fresh-water sailor. 'My husband,' said 
she, 'was a real sailor, and the proof is, he would sometimes 
remain years on a voyage, and always used to bring me back 
cocoanuts. I have a son who is also a sailor, like his dead 
father, in the imperial navy.' " 

"Did she mention her son's name?" 

"Not that time, but another evening, when she was, if I may 
say so, very drunk. She told us that her son's name was 
Jacques, and that she had not seen him for a very long time." 

"Did she speak ill of her husband?" 

"Never I She only said he was jealous and brutal, though 
a good man at bottom, and that he led her a miserable life. He 
was weak-headed, and forged ideas out of nothing at all. In 
fact, he was too honest to be wise." 

"Did her son ever come to see her while she lived here?" 

"She never told me of it." 

"Did she spend much money with you?" 

"That depends. About sixty francs a month; sometimes 
more, for she always buys the best brandy. She paid cash for 
all she bought." 

The woman, knowing no more, was dismissed. The child, 
who was now brought forward, belonged to parents in easy 
circumstances. Tall and strong for his age, he had bright, 
intelligent eyes, and features expressive of watchfulness and 
cunning. The presence of the magistrate did not seem to in- 
timidate him in the least. 

"Let us hear, my boy," said M. Daburon, "what you know?" 

"Well, sir, a few days ago, on Sunday last, I saw a man at 
Madame Lerouge's garden gate." 
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"At what time of the day?*' 

"Early in the morning. I was going to church, to serve in 
tht second mass." 

"Well/' continued the magistrate, "and this man was tall and 
stmbumt, and dressed in a blouse?" 

"No, sir; on the contrary, he was short, very fat, and 
old" 

"Yon are sure you are not mistaken ?" 

"Quite sure," replied the urchin; "I saw him close face to 
face, for I spoke to him." 

**Tell, me, then, what occurred?" } 

"Well, sir, I was passing when I saw this fat man at tiie | 

gate. He appeared very much vexed, oh! but awfully vexed! ' 

His face was red, or rather purple, as far as the middle of 
his head, which I could see very well, for it was* bare, and had 
very little hair on it." 

"And did he speak to you first?" 

"Yes, sir, he saw me, and called out, 'Halloa? youngster!* ^ 

as I came up to him, and he asked me if I had got a good I 

pair of legs. I answered yes. Then he took me by the ear, ^ 

but without hurting me, and said : 'Since that is so, if you will 
run an errand for me, I will give you ten sous. Run as far 
as the Seine; and when you reach the quay, yoo will notice 
a large boat moored. Go on board, and ask to see Captain ; 

Gervais: he is sure to be there. Tell him that he can prepare I 

to leave, that I am ready.' Then he put ten sous in my hand, t 

and off I went." S 

"If all the witnesses were like this bright little fellow," mur- j 

mured the commissary, "what a pleasure it would be !" \ 

"Now," said the magistrate, "tell us how you executed your \ 

commission. 

"I went to the boat, sir, found the man, and I told him; I 

and that's all." 

Gcvrol, who had listened with the most lively attention, I 

leaned over toward the ear of M. Daburon, and said in a 
low voice: "Will you permit me, sir, to ask the brat a few 
questions ?" 

"Certainly, M. Gevrol." 

"Come now, my little friend," said Gevrol, "if you saw this | 

man again, wofuld you know him?" 

"Oh, yes!" 

"Then there was something remarkable about him?" 1 
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"Yes, I should think so! his face was the color of a 
brick." 

"And is that all?" 

"Well, yes, sir." 

"But you must remember how he was dressed; had he a 
blouse on?" 

"No; he wore a jacket. Under the arms were very large 
pockets, and from out of one of them peeped a blue-spotted 
handkerchief." 

"What kind of trousers had he on?" 

"I do not remember." 

"And his waistcoat?" 

"Let me see," answered the child. "I don't think he wore 
a waistcoat. And yet — ^but no, I remember he did not wear 
one; he had a long cravat, fastened near his neck by a large 
ring." 

"Ah!" said Gevrol with an air of satisfaction, "you are a 
bright boy; and I wager that if you try hard to remember you 
will find a few more details to give us." 

The boy hung down his head and remained silent. From 
the knitting of his young brows it was plain he was making 
a violent effort of memory. "Yes," cried he suddenly, *1 re- 
member another thing." 

"What?" 

"The man wore very large rings in his ears." 

"Bravo!" cried Gevrol, "here is a complete description. I 
shall find the fellow now. M. Daburon can prepare a :nrarrant 
for his appearance whenever he likes." 

"I believe, indeed, the testimony of this child is of the high- 
est importance," said M. Daburon; and turning to the boy, 
added: "Can you tell us, my little friend, with what this boat 
was loaded?" 

"No, sir, I couldn't see, because it was decked." 

"Which way was she going, up the Seine or down?" 

"Neither, sir; she was moored." 

"We know that," said Gevrol. "The magistrate asks you 
which way the prow of the boat was turned — ^toward Paris or 
toward Marly?" 

"The two ends of the boat seemed alike to me." 

The chief of the detective police made a gesture of dis- 
appointment. 

"At least," said he, addressing the child again, "you noticed 
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the fiame of die boat? you can read, I suppose. One should 
always know the names of the boats one goes aboard of." 

"No, I didn't see any name," said the little boy. 

"If this boat was moored at the quay," remarked M. Daburon, 
''it was probably noticed by the inhabitants of Bougival." 

"That is true, sir," approved the commissary. 

"Yes," said Gevrol, "and the sailcM^ must have come ashore. 
I shall find out all abont it at the wine-shop. But what sort 
of a man was Gervais, the master, my little friend?" 

"Like all the sailors hereabouts, sir." 

The child was preparing to depart when M. Daburon re- 
called him. 

"Before you go, my boy, tell me, have you spoken to any 
cme of this meeting before to-day?" 

"Yes, sir, I told all to mama when I got back from church, 
and gave her the ten sous." 

"And you have told us the whole truth?" continued the 
magistrate. "You know that it is a very grave matter to 
attempt to impose on justice. She always finds it out, and it 
is my duty to warn you that she inflicts the most terrible 
punishment upon liars." 

The little fellow blushed as red as a cherry, and held down 
his head. 

"I see," pursued M. Daburon, "that you have concealed some- 
thing from us. Don't you know that the police know every- 
thing?" 

"Pardon! sir," cried the boy, bursting into tears; "pardoa 
. Don't punish me, and I will never do so again." 

"Tell us, then, how you have deceived us?" 

"Well, sir, it was not ten sous that the man gave me ; it was 
twenty sous. I only gave half to mama; and I kept the rest 
to buy marbles with." 

"My little friend," said the investigating magistrate, "for 
this time I forgive you. But let it be a lesson for the re- 
mainder of your life. You may go now, and remember it is 
tiseless to t^ and hide the truth; it always comes to light!" 
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'T^HE two last depositions awakened in M. Daburon's mind 
* some slight gleams of hope. In the midst of darkness the 
humblest rushlight acquires brilliancy. 

"I will go at once to Bougival, sir, if you approve of this 
step," suggested Gevrol. 

"Perhaps you would do well to wait a little," answered M. 
Daburon. "This man was seen on Stmday morning; we will 
inquire into Widow Lerouge's movements on that day." 

Three neighbors were called. They all declared that the 
widow had kept her bed all Sunday. To one woman who, 
hearing she was unwell, had visited her, she said: "Ah! I had 
last night a terrible accident." Nobody at the time attached 
any significance to these words. 

"The man with the rings in his ears becomes more and more 
important," said the magistrate when the woman had retired. 
"To find him again is indispensable: you must see to this, 
M. Gevrol." 

"Before eight days I shall have him," replied the chief of 
detective police, "if I have to search every boat on the Seine, 
from its source to the ocean. I know the name of the captain, 
Gervais. The navigation office will tell me something." 

He was interrupted by Lecoq, who rushed into the house 
breathless. "Here is old Tabaret," he said. "I met him just 
as he was going out. What a man ! He wouldn't wait for the 
train, but gave I don't know how much to a cabman; and we 
drove here in fifty minutes!" 

Almost immediately a man appeared at the door whose aspect 
it must be admitted was not at all what one would have ex- 
pected of a person who had joined the police for honor alone. 
He was certainly sixty years old, and did not look a bit younger. 
Short, thin, and rather bent, he leaned on the carved ivory 
handle of a stout cane. His round face wore that expression 
of perpetual astonishment, mingled with uneasiness, which has 
ittade the fortunes of two comic actors of the Palais Royal 



600 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

Theatre. Scrupulously shaved, he presented a very short chm, 
large and good-natured lips, and a nose disagreeably elevated, 
like the broad end of one of Sax's horns. His eyes, of a dull 
gray, were small and red at the lids, and absolutely void of 
expression; yet they fatigued the observer by their insupport- 
able restlessness. A few straight hairs shaded his forehead, 
which receded like that of a greyhound, and through their scan- 
tiness barely ccHicealed his long, ugly ears. He was very com- 
fortably dressed, clean as a new franc piece, displaying linen 
of dazzling whiteness, and wearing silk gloves and leather 
gaiters. A long and massive gold chain, very vulgar looking, 
was twisted thrice round his neck, and fell in cascades into 
the pocket of his waistcoat. 

M. Tabaret, surnamed Tirauclair, stood at the threshold, and 
bowed almost to the ground, bending his old back into an arch, 
and in the humblest of voices asked: "The investigating mag- 
istrate has deigned to send for me ?" 

"Yes!" replied M. Daburon, adding under his breath; "and 
if you are a man of any ability, there is at least nothing to 
indicate it in your appearance." 

"I am here," continued the old fellow, "completely at the 
service of justice." 

"I wish to know," said M. Daburon, "whether you can dis- 
cover some clue that will put us upon the track of the assassin. 
I will explain the — " 

"Oh, I know enough of it !" interrupted old Tabaret. "Lecoq 
has told me the principal facts, just as much as I desire to 
know." 

"Nevertheless — " commenced the commissary of police. 

"If you will permit me, I prefer to proceed without receiving 
any details, in order to be more fully master of my own im- 
pressions. When one knows another's opinion it can't help 
influencing one's judgment. I will, if you please, at once com- 
mence my researches, with Lecoq's assistance." 

As the old fellow spoke his little gray eyes dilated and be- 
came brilliant as carbuncles. His face reflected an internal 
satisfaction; even his wrinkles seemed to laugh. His figure 
became erect, and his step was almost elastic, as he darted into 
the inner chamber. He remained there about half an hour; 
then came out running, then reentered, and then again came 
out; once more he disappeared and reappeared again almost 
immediately. The magistrate could not help comparing him 
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to a pointer on the scent, his turned-up nose even moved aboiil 
as if to discover some subtle odor left by the assassin. All 
the while he talked loudly and with much gesticulation, apos- 
trophizing himself, scolding himself, uttering little cries of tri- 
umph or self-encouragement. He did not allow Lecoq to have 
a moment's rest. He wanted this or that or the other thing. 
He demanded paper and pencil. Then he wanted a spade; 
and finally he cried out for plaster of Paris, some water, and 
a bottle of oil. When more than an hour had elapsed, the 
investigating magistrate began to grow impatient, and asked 
what had become of the amateur detective. 

"He is on the road," replied the corporal, "lying flat in the 
mud, and mixing some plaster in a plate. He sa3rs he has 
nearly finished, and that he is coming back presently." 

He returned in fact almost instantly, joyous, triumphant, look- 
ing at least twenty years younger. Lecoq folk>wed him, carrying 
with the utmost precaution a large basket. "I have solved the 
riddle!" said Tabaret to the magistrate. "It is all dear now, 
and as plain as noonday. Lecoq, my lad, put the basket oa 



Gevrol at this moment returned from his expedition equally 
delighted. ''I am on the track of the man with the earrings," 
said he; "the boat went down the river. I have obtained an 
exact description of the master Gervais." 

"What have you discovered, M. Tabaret?" asked the mag- 
istrate. 

The old fellow carefully emptied upon the table the contents 
of the basket — a big lump of clay, several large sheets of paper, 
and three or four small lumps of plaster yet damp. Standing 
behind this table, he presented a grotesque resemblance to those 
mountebank conjurers who in the public squares juggle the 
money of the lookers-on. His clothes had greatly suffered: he 
was covered with mud up to his chin. "In the first place," 
said he at last in a tone of affected modesty, "robbery has had 
nothing to do with the crime that occupies our attention." 

"Oh I of course not !" muttered Gevrol. 

"I shall prove it," continued old Tabaret, "by the evidence. 
By and by I shall offer my humble opinion as to the real motive. 
In the second place, the assassin arrived here before half-past 
nine; that is to say, before the rain fell. No more liian M. 
Gevrol have I been able to discover traces of muddy footsteps; 
hat under the table, on the spot jvhere his feet rested, I ini 
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dust. We are thus assured of the hour. The widow did not in 
the least expect her visitor. She had commenced undressing, 
and was winding up her cuckoo clock when he knocked.'^ 

"These are absolute details !" cried the commissary. 

"But easily established," replied the amateur. "You see this 
cuckoo clock above the secretary: it is one of those which run 
fourteen or fifteen hours at most, for I have examined it. Now 
it .is more than probable, it is certain, that the widow wound 
it up every evening before going to bed. How, then, is it that 
the clock has stopped at five ? Because she must have touched 
it As she was drawing the chain the assassin knocked. In 
proof, I show this chair standing under the clock, and on the 
seat a very plain footmark. Now look at the dress of the vic- 
tim; the body of it is off. In order to open the door more 
quickly, she did not wait to put it on again, but hastily threw 
this old shawl over her shoulders. 

"By Jove!" exclaimed the corporal, evidently struck. 

"The widow," continued the old fellow, "knew the person 
who knocked. Her haste to open the door gives rise to this 
conjecture; what follows proves it. The assassin then gained 
admission without difficulty. He is a young man, a little above 
the middle height, elegantly dressed. He wore on that even- 
ing a high hat. He carried an umbrella, and smoked a trabucos 
cigar in a holder." 

"Ridiculous !" cried Gevrol. "This is too much." 

"Too much, perhaps," retorted old Tabaret. "At all events, 
it is the truth. If you are not minute in your investigations, 
I can not help it; anyhow, I am. I search, and I find. Too 
much, say you? Well deign to glance at these lunq)s of damp 
plaster. They represent the heels of the boots worn by the 
assassin, of which I found a most perfect impression near the 
ditch where the key was picked up. On these sheets of paper 
I ha^e marked in outline the imprint of the foot which I can 
not take up, because it is on some sand. Look! heel high, 
instep pronounced, sole small and narrow— an elegant boot, 
belonging to a foot well cared for evidently. Look for this 
impression all along the path, and you will find it again twice. 
Then you will find it five times repeated in the garden where 
no one else had been; and these footprints prove, by the way, 
that the stranger knocked not at the door, but at the window- 
shutter, beneath which shone a gleam of light. At the entrance 
to the garden the man leaped to avoid a flower-bed ! the point 
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of the foot, more deeply imprinted than usaal, shows it. He 
leaped more than two yards with ease, proving that he is active, 
and theiefore young." 

Old Tabaret spoke in a low voice, clear and penetrating; and 
his eye glanced from one to the other of his auditors, watching 

^ the impression he was making. "Does the hat astonish you, 

M. Gevrol ?" he pursued. ''Just look at the circle traced in the 
dust on the marble top of the secretary. Is it because I have 
mentioned his height that you are surprised? Take the trouble 
to examine the tops of the wardrobes and you will see that 
the assassin passed his hands across them. Therefore he is taller 
than I am. Do not say that he got on a chair, for in that case he 
would have seen and would not have been obliged to feel. Are 
you astonished about the umbrella ? This lump of earth shows an 
admirable impression not only of the end of the stick, but even 
of the little round piece of wood which is always placed at the 
end of the silk. Perhaps you can not get over ibt statement 
that he smoked a cigar? Here is the end of a trabucos that I 

} found among the ashes. Has the end been bitten? No. Has 

it been moistened with saliva? No. Then he who smoked it 
used a cigar-holder." 

Lecoq was unable to conceal his enthusiastic admiration, and 
noiselessly rubbed his hands together. The commissary ap- 
peared stupefied, while M. Daburon was delighted. Gevrol's 
face, on the contrary, was sensibly elongated. As for the cor- 
poral, he was overwhelmed. 

^ "Now," continued the old fellow, "follow me closely. We 

have traced the young man into the house. How he explained' 
his presence at this hour, I do not know; this much is certain, 

^* he told the widow he had not dined. The worthy woman was 

delighted to hear it, and at once set to work to prepare a meal. 
This meal was not for herself; for in the cupboard I have 
fotmd the remains of her own dinner. She had dined off fish; 
the autopsy will confirm the truth of this statement. Besides 
you can see yourselves, there is but one glass on the table 

V and one knife. But who is this young man? Evidently the 

r widow looked upon him as a man of superior rank to her own ; 

for in the cupboard is a table-cloth still very clean. Did she 
use it ? No. For her guest she brought out a clean Hnen one, 
her very best. It is for him this magnificent glass, a present, 
no doubt, and it is evident she did not often use this knife wi^ 

/ the ivory handle." 



I 
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"That is all true," murmured M. Daburon, "very true" 

"Now then we have got the young man seated. He began 
by drinking a glass of wine, while the widow was putting her 
pan on the fire. Then, his heart failing him, he asked for 
brandy, and swallowed about five small glassfuls. After an 
internal struggle of ten minutes (the time it must have taken 
to cook the ham and eggs as much as they are), the young 
man arose and approached the widow, who was squatting 
down and leaning forward over her cooking. He stabbed her 
twice in the back; but she was not killed instantly. She half 
arose seizing the assassin by the hands; while he drew back, 
lifting her suddenly, and then hurling her down in the position 
in which you see her. This short struggle is indicated by the 
posture of the body; for, squatting down and being struck in 
the back, it is naturally on her back that she ought to have 
fallen. 

"The murderer used a sharp narrow weapon, which was, 
unless I am deceived, the end of a foil, sharpened, and with 
the button broken off. By wiping the weapon upon his vic- 
tim's skirt, the assassin leaves us this indication. He was 
not, however, hurt in the struggle. The victim must have 
clung with a death-grip to his hands; but, as he had not taken 
off his lavender kid gloves — " 

"Why this is romance," exclaimed Gevrol. 

"Have you examined the dead woman's finger-nails, M. 
Gevrol ? No. Well, do so, and then tell me whether I am mis- 
taken. The woman, now dead, we come to the object of her 
assassination. What did this well-dressed young gentleman 
want? Money? Valuables? No! no! a hundred times no! 
What he wanted, what he sought, and what he found, were 
papers, documents, letters, which he knew to be in the pos- 
session of the victim. To find them, he overturned everything, 
upset the cupboards, unfolded the linen, broke open the secre- 
tary, of which he could not find the key, and even emptied 
the mattress of the bed. At last he found these documents. 
And then do you know what he did with them ? Why, burned 
them, of course; not in the fire-place, but in the little stove in 
the front room. His end accomplished, what does he do next? 
He flies, carrying with him all that he finds valuable, to baffle 
detection, by suggesting a robbery. He wrapped everything 
he found worth taking in the napkin which was to have served 
him at dinner, and blowing out the candle, he fled, locking the 
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door on the outside, and throwing the key into a ditch. And 
that is all." 

''M. Tabaret/' said the magistrate, ''your investigation is ad« 
mirable; and I am persuaded your inferences are correct." 
"Ah!" cried Lecoq, ''is he not colossal, my old Tiraudair?" 
"Pyramidal!" cried Gevrol' ironically. "I fear, however, your 
well-dressed yotmg man must have been just a little embar- 
rassed in carrying a bundle covered with a snow white napkin, 
which could be so easily seen from a distance." 

"He did not carry it a hundred leagues," responded old 
Tabaret. "You may well believe, that, to reach the railway 
station, he was not fool enot^^ to take the omnibus. No, he 
returned on foot by the shortest way, which borders the river. 
Now on reaching the Seine, unless he is more knowing than 
I take him to be, his first care was to throw this telltale bundle 
into the water." 
"Do you believe so, M. TiraucUur?" asked Gevrol. 
"I don't mind making a bet on it; and the best evidence of 
my belief is, that I have sent three men, under the surveillance 
of a gendarme, to drag the Seine at the nearest spot from here. 
If they succeed in finding the bundle, I have promised them a 
recompense." 

"Out of your own pocket* old enthusiast?" 
"Yes, M. Gevrol, out of my own pocket." 
"If they should, however, find this bundle!" murmured M. 
Daburon. 

He was interrupted by the entrance of a gendarme, who 
said: "Here is a soiled table-napkin, filled with plate, money, 
and jewels, which these men have found; they claim the hun- 
dred francs' reward, promised them." 

Old Tabaret took from his podcet-book a bank-note, which 
he handed to the gendarme. "Now," demanded he, crushing 
Gevrol with one disdainful glance, "what thinks the investigat- 
ing magistrate after this?" 

"That, thanks to your remarkable penetration, we shall dis- 
cover, and — " 

He did not finish. The doctor summoned to*make the post- 
mortem examination entered the room. That unpleasant task 
accomplished, it only confirmed the assertions and conjectures 
of old Tabaret. The doctor explained, as the old man had 
done, the positicm ol the body. In his opinion also, tiiere had 
been a struggle. He pointed out a bluish drde, hardly per- 
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ceptible, round the neck of the victim, produced apparently by 
the powerful grasp of the murderer; finally he declared that 
Widow Lerouge had eaten about three hours before being 
struck. 

Nothing now remained except to collect the different objects 
which would be useful for the prosecution, and might at a 
later period confound the culprit Old Tabaret examined with 
extreme care the dead woman's finger nails; and, using infinite 
precaution, he even extracted from behind them several small 
particles of kid. The largest of these pieces was not above 
the twenty-fifth part of an inch in length; but all the same 
their color was easily distinguishable. He put aside also the 
part of the dress upon which the assassin had wiped his weapon. 
These with the bundle recovered from the Seine, and the 
different casts taken by the old fellow, were all the traces the 
murderer had left behind him. It was not much ; but this little 
was enormous in the eyes of M. Daburon; and he had strong 
hopes of discovering the culprit. The greatest obstacle to 
success in the unraveling of mysterious crimes is in mistaking 
the motive. If the researches take at the first step a false 
direction, they are diverted further and further from the truth, 
in proportion to the length they are followed. Thanks to old 
Tabaret, the magistrate felt confident that he was on the right 
path. 

Night had come on. M. Daburon had now nothing more 
to do at La Jonchere; but Gevrol, who still clung to his own 
opinion of the guilt of the man with the rings in his ears, 
declared he would remain at Bougival. He determined to 
employ the evening in visiting the different wine-shops, and 
finding, if possible, new witnesses. At the moment of departure, 
after the commissary and the entire party had wished M. 
Daburon good night, the latter asked M. Tabaret to accom- 
pany him. 

"I was about to solicit that honor," replied the old fellow. 
They set out together; and naturally the crime which had 
been discovered, and with which they were mutually preoc- 
cupied, formed the subject of their conversation. 

"Shall we, or shall we not, ascertain the antecedents of this 
woman !" repeated old Tabaret. "All depends upon that now !" 

"We shall ascertain them, if the grocer's wife has told the 
truth," replied M. Daburon. "If the husband of Widow Le- 
rouge was a sailor, and if her son Jacques is in the navy, the 
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minister of marine can furnish information that will soon 
lead to their discovery. I will write to the minister this very 
night." 

They reached the station at Rueil, and took their places in 
the train. They were fortunate enough to secure a first-class 
carriage to themselves. But old Tabaret was no longer dis- 
posed for conversation. He reflected, he sought, he combined; 
and in his face might easily be read the working of his thoughts. 
M. Daburon watched him curiously and felt singularly attracted 
by this eccentric old man, whose very original taste had led 
him to devote his services to the secret police of the Rue de 
Jerusalem. "M. Tabaret," he suddenly asked, "have you been 
long associated with the police?" 

''Nine years, M. Daburon, more than nine years; and permit 
me to confess I am a little surprised that you have never before 
heard of me." 

"I certainly knew you by reputation," answered M. Daburon; 
"but your name did not occur to me, and it was only in conse- 
quence of hearing you praised that I had the excellent idea 
of asking your assistance. But what, I should like to know, is 
your reason for adopting this employment?" 

"Sorrow, sir, loneliness, weariness. Ah! I have not always 
been happy!" 

"I have been told, though, that you are rich." 

The old fellow heaved a deep sigh, which revealed the 
most cruel deceptions. "I am well off, sir," he replied; "but I 
have not always been so. Until I was forty-five years old, my 
life was a series of absurd and useless privations. I had a 
father who wasted my youth, ruined my life, and made me the 
most pitiable of human creatures." 

There are men who can never divest themselves of their 
professional habits. M. Daburon was at all times and seasons 
more or less an investigating magistrate. "How, M. Taba- 
ret?" he inquired; "your father the author of all your mis- 
fortimes?" 

"Alas, yes, sir! I have forgiven him at last; but I used to 
curse him heartily. In the first transports of my resentment, 
I heaped upon his memory all the insults that can be inspired 
by the most violent hatred, when I learnt . . . But I will 
confide my history to you, M. Daburon. When I was five and 
twenty years of age, I was earning two thousand francs a year, 
as a clerk at the Monte de Piete. One morning my father 
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entered my lodging, and abniptly announced to me I9iat 1^ 
was ruined, and without food or shelter. He appeared in 
dispair, and talked of killing himself. I loved my father. 
Naturally, I strove to reassure him ; I boasted of my situation, 
and explained to him as some length, tiiat, while I earned the 
means for living, he should want for nothing; and, to commence, 
I insisted that henceforth we should live together. No sooner 
said than done, and during twenty years I was encumbered 
with the old—" 

"What! you repent of your admirable conduct, M. Tabarct?*' 

"Do I repent of it ! That is to say he deserved to be poisoned 
by the bread I gave him." 

M. Daburon was unable to repress a gesture of surprise, 
which did not escape the old fellow's notice. 

"Hear, before you condemn me," he continued. "There was 
I at twenty-five, imposing upon myself the severest privations 
for the sake of my father, — no more friends, no more flirta- 
tions, nothing. In the evenings, to augment our scanty 
revenues, I worked at copying law papers for a notary. I denied 
myself even the luxury of tobacco. Notwithstanding this, the 
old fellow complained without ceasing; he regretted his lost 
fortune; he must have pocket-aa<Hiey, with which to buy this, 
or that; my utmost exertions failed to satisfy him. Ah, 
Heaven alone knows what I suffered. I was not bom to live 
alone and grow old like a dog. I longed for the pleasures of 
a home and a family.' My dream was to marry, to adore a 
good wife, by whom I might be loved a little, and to see inno* 
cent healthy Httle ones gamboling about my knees. But pd^aw I 
when such thoughts entered my heart and forced a tear or two 
from my eyes, I rebelled against mysell I said: 'My lad, 
when you earn but three thousand francs a year, and have an 
old aiKl cherished father to support, it is your duty to stifle 
such desires, and remain a bachelor.' And yet I met a young 
girl. It is thirty years now since that time; well! just look 
at me, I am sure I am blushing as red as a tomato. Her name 
was Hortense. Who can tell what has become of heri She 
.was beautiful and poor. Well, I was quite an old man when 
my father died, the wretch, the—** 

"M. Tabaret!" interrupted the magistrate, '^r shame^ M. 
Tabaret!" 

"But I have already told you, I have &>rgiven him^ sir. 
However you will soon under^nd my anger« On t^e day of 
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his death, looking in his secretary, I found a memorandum 
of an income of twenty thousand francs !" 

"How so! was he rich?" 

"Yes, very rich; for that was not all; he owned near 
Orleans a property leased for six thousand francs a year. He 
owned, besides, the house I now live in, where we lived to- 
gether; and I, fool, sot, imbecile, stupid animal that I was, 
used to pay the rent every three months to the concierge!" 

"That was too much !" M. Daburon could not help saying. 

"Was it not, sir? I was robbing myself of my own money! 
To crown his hypocrisy, he left a will wherein he declared, in 
the name of the Holy Trinity, that he had no other aim in view, 
in thus acting, than my own advantage. He wished, so he wrote, 
to habituate me to habits of good order and economy, and 
keep me from the commission of follies. And I was forty-five 
years old, and for twenty years I had been reproaching myself 
if ever I spent a single sou uselessly. In short, he had specu- 
lated on my good heart, he had — Bah! on my word, it is 
enough to disgust the human race with filial piety !" 

M. Tabaret's anger, albeit very real and justified, was so 
highly ludicrous, that M. Daburon had much difficulty to 
restrain his laughter, in spite of the real sadness of the recital. 

"At least," said he, "this fortune must have given you 
pleasure." 

"Not at all, sir, it came too late. Of what avail to have the 
bread when one has no longer the teeth? The marriageable 
age had passed. I resigned my situation, however, to make 
way for some one poorer than myself. At the end of a month 
I was sick and tired of life; and, to replace the affections that 
had been denied me, I resolved to give myself a passion, a 
hobby, a mania. I became a collector of books. You think, 
sir, perhaps that to take an interest in books a man must have 
studied, must be learned?" 

"I know, dear M. Tabaret, that he must have money. I 
am acquainted with an illustrious bibliomaniac who may be 
able to read, but who is most certainly unable to sign his own 
name." 

"This is very likely. I, too, can read; and I read all the 
books I bought. I collected all I could find which related, no 
matter how little to the police. Memoirs, reports, pamphlets, 
speeches, letters, novels— all suited me; and I devoured them. 
^ much so, that little by little I became attracted toward the 
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mysterious power which, from the obscurity of the Rue de 
Jerusalem, watches over and protects society, which penetrates 
everywhere, lifts the most impervious veils, sees through every 
plot, divines what is kept hidden, knows exactly the value of a 
man, the price of a conscience, and which accumulates in its 
portfolios the most terrible, as well as the most shameful 
secrets ! In reading the memoirs of celebrated detectives, more 
attractive to me than the fables of our best authors, I became 
inspired by an enthusiastic admiration for those men, so keen 
scented, so subtle, flexible as steel, artful and penetrating, fertile 
in expedients, who follow crime on the trail, armed with the 
law, through the brushwood of legality, as relentlessly as the 
savages of Cooper pursue their enemies in the depths of the 
American forests. The desire seized me to become a wheel 
of this admirable machine — ^a small assistance in the punish- 
ment of crime and the triumph of innocence. I made the essay; 
and I found I did not succeed too badly." 

''And does this employment please you?" 

'1 owe to it, sir, my liveliest enjojrments. Adieu weariness ! 
since I have abandoned the search for bodes to the search 
for men. I shrug my shoulders when I see a foolish fellow 
pay twenty-five francs for the right of hunting a hare. What 
a prize ! Give me the hunting of a man ! That, at least, calls 
the faculties into play, and the victory is not inglorious! The 
game in my sport is equal to the hunter; they both possess 
intelligence, strength, and cunning. The arms are nearly 
equal. Ahl if people but, knew the excitement of these games 
of hide and seek which are played between the criminal and 
the detective, everybody would be wanting employment at the 
office of the Rue de Jerusalem. The misfortune is, that the 
art is becoming lost Great crimes are now so rare. The race 
of strong fearless criminals has given place to the mob of 
vulgar pick-pockets. The few rascals who are heard of oc- 
casionally are as cowardly as foolish. They sign their names 
to their misdeeds, and even leave their cards lying about 
There is no merit in catching them. Their crime found out, 
you have only to go and arrest them." 

"It seems to me, though," interrupted M. Daburon, smiling, 
"that our assassin is not such a bungler." 

"He, sir, is an exception ; and I shall have greater delight 
in tracking him. I will do everything for that, I will even 
compromise myself if necessary. For I ought to confess, M. 
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Daburon " added he, slightly embarrassed, ''that I do not 
boast to my friends of my exploits; I even conceal them as 
carefully as possible. They would perhaps shake hands with 
me less warmly did they know that Tirauclair and Tabaret 
were one and the same/' 

Insensibly the crime became again the subject of conversa- 
tion. It was agreed, that, the first thing in the morning, M. 
Tabaret should install himself at Bougival. He boasted that in 
eight days he should examine all the people round about. On 
his side M. Daburon promised to keep him advised of the 
least evidence that transpired, and recall him, if by any chance 
he should procure the papers of Widow Lerouge. 

'To you, M. Tabaret/' said the magistrate in conclusion, 
"I shall be always' at home. If you have any occasion to speak 
to me, do not hesitate to come at night as well as during the 
day. I rarely go out, and you will always find me either at my 
home. Rue Jacob, or in my office at the Palais de Justice. I 
will give orders for your admittance whenever you present 
yourself." 

The train entered the station at this moment. M. Daburon, 
having called a cab, offered a seat to M. Tabaret. The old 
fellow declined. "It is not worth while," he replied, "for I 
live, as I have had the honor of telling you, in the Rue St 
Lazare, only a few steps from here." 

"Till to-morrow, then!" said M. Daburon. 

"Till to-morrow," replied old Tabaret; and he added, "We 
shall succeed." 




MTABARET'S house was in fact not more than four min- 
• utes' walk from the railway terminus of St. Lazare. It 
was a fine building carefully kept, and which probably yielded 
a fine income, though the rents were not too high. The old 
fellow found plenty of room in it. He occupied on the first 
floor, overlooking the street, some handsome apartments, well 
arranged and comfortably furnished, the principal of which was 
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his collection of books. He lived very simply from taste, as 
well as habit, waited on by an old servant, to whom on great 
occasions the concierge lent a helping hand. 

No one in the house had the slightest suspicion of the avoca- 
tions of the proprietor. Besides, even the humblest agent of 
police would be expected to possess a degree of acuteness for 
which no one gave M. Tabaret credit Indeed, they mistook for 
incipient idiocy his continual abstraction of mind. It is true 
that all who Imew him remarked the singularity of his habits. 
His frequent absences from home had given to his proceedings 
an appearance at once eccentric and mysterious. Never was 
young libertine more irregular in his habits than this old man. 
He came or failed to come home to his meals, ate it mattered 
not what or when. He went out at every hour of the day and 
night, often slept abroad, and even disappeared for entire weeks 
at a time. Then, too, he received the strangest visitors, odd- 
looking men of suspicious appearance, and fellows of ill-favored 
and sinister aspect. This irregular way of living had robbed 
the old fellow of much consideration. Many believed they saw 
in him a shameless libertine, who^ squandered his income in dis- 
reputable places. They would remark to one another: "Is it 
not disgraceful in a man of his age?*' He was aware of all this 
tittle-tattle, and laughed at it. This did not, however, prevent 
many of his tenants from seeking his society and paying court 
to him. They would invite him to dinner, but he almost in- 
variably refused. 

He seldom visited but one person of the house, but with that 
one he was very intimate, so much so, indeed, that he was 
more often in her apartment than in his own. She was a widow 
lady, who for fifteen years had occupied an apartment on the 
third floor. Her name was Madame Gerdy, and she lived with 
her son Noel, whom she adored. 

Noel Gerdy was a man thirty-three years of age, but looking 
older; tall and well made, he had a noble and intelligent face, 
large black eyes, and black hair which curled naturally. A 
barrister, he passed for having great talent, and greater industry, 
and had already gained a certain amount of notoriety. He was 
an obstinate worker, cold and meditative, though devoted to his 
profession, and affected, with some ostentation, perhaps, a great 
rigidity of principle, and austerity of manners. 

In Madame Gerd/s apartment, old Tabaret felt himself quite 
at home. He considered her as a relation, and looked upon 
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Noel as a son. In spite of her fifty years, he had often thought 
of 'asldng the hand of his charming widow, and was restrained 
less by the fear of a refosal than its consequence. To propose 
and to be rejected would sever the existing relations, so pleas- 
urable to him. However, he had by his will, which was de- 
posited wi^ his notary, constituted this young barrister his sole 
legatee ; with the single condition of founding an annual priie 
of two thousand francs to be bestowed on the police agent who 
during the year had unraTded the most obscure and myste- 
rious crime. 

Short as was the distance to his house, old Tafaaret was a 
good quarter of an hour in reaching it. On leaving M. Dabu- 
ron his thoughts reverted to the scene of the murder; and so 
blinded was the old fellow to external objects that be moved 
along the street, first jostled on the right, then on the left, by 
the busy passers-by, advancing one step and receding two. He 
repeated to himself for the fiftieth time the words uttered by 
Widow Lerouge, as reported by the milkwoman. "If I wished 
for any more, I could have it.'* , 

^All is in ^at,^ murmured he. '^idow Lerouge possessed 
some important secret, which persons rich and powerful had the 
strongest motives for concealing. She had them in her power, 
and that was her fortune. She made them sing to her tune; 
she probably went too far, and so they supprened her. But 
of what nature was this secret, and how did she become pos- 
sessed of it? Most likely she was in her youth a servant in 
some great family; and while there, she saw, heard, or dis- 
covered something. What? Evidently there is a woman at the 
bottom of it. Did she assist her mistress in some love intrigue? 
What more probable? And in that case the affair becomes even 
more complicated. Not only must the woman be found but her 
lover also; for it is the lover who has moved in this affair. 
He is, or I am greatly deceived, a man of noble birth. A per- 
son of inferior rank would have simply hired an assassin. 
This man has not hung bade; he himself has struck the blow, 
and by that means avoiding the indiscretion or the stupidity of 
an accomplice. He is a courageous rascal, full of audacity and 
coolness, for the crime has been admirably executed. The fel- 
low left nothing behind of a nature to compromise him seri- 
ously. But for me, Gevrol, believing in the robbery, would have 
seen nothing. Fortunately, however, I was there. . . . But yet 
it can be hardly that,** continued the old man. ^It must be 

II— Vol. 2 
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something worse than a mere love affair." Old Tabaret entered 
the porch of the house. The concierge, seated by the window 
of his lodge, saw him as he passed beneath the gas-lamp. "Ah," 
said he, "the proprietor has returned at last." 

"So he has," replied his wife, "but it looks as though his 
princess would have nothing to do with . him to-night. He 
seems more loose than ever." 

"Is it not positively indecent?" said the concierge, "and isn't 
he in a state ! His fair ones do treat him well ! One of these 
fine mornings I shall have to take him to a lunatic asylum in 
a strait waistcoat." 

"Look at him now!" interrupted his wife, "just look at him 
now, in the middle of the courtyard !" 

The old fellow had stopped at the extremity of the porch. 
He had taken off his hat, and, while talking to himself, ges- 
ticulated violently. "No," said he, "I have not yet got hold 
of the clue, I am getting near it; but have not yet found it 
out." 

He mounted the staircase, and rang his bell, forgetting that 
he had his latch-key in his pocket. His housekeeper opened 
the door. "What, is it you, sir," said she, "and at this hour !" 

"What's that you say?" asked the old fellow. 

"I say," replied the housekeeper, "that it is more than half- 
past eight o'clock. I thought you were not coming back this 
evening. Have you at least dined?" 

"No, not yet." 

'Well, fortunately I have kept your dinner warm. You can 
sit down to it at once." 

Old Tabaret took his place at the table, and helped himself 
to soup, but mounting his hobby-horse again, he forgot to eat, 
and remained, his spoon in the air, as though suddenly struck 
by an idea. 

"He is certainly touched in the head," thought Manette, the 
housekeeper. "Liwk at that stupid expression. Who in his 
senses would lead the life he does?" She touched him on the 
shoulder, and blawled in his ear, as if he were leaf: "You do not 
eat. Are you not hungry?" 

"Yes, yes," muttered he, trying mechanically to escape the 
voice that sounded in his ears, "I am very hungry, for since 
the morning I have been obliged — " He interrupted himself, 
remaining with his mouth open, his eyes fixed on vacancy. 

"You were obliged—?" repeated Manette. 
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'Tinuiderr cried he, raising liis dendicd fists toward the 
ceiliiig — "heaven's thtmder! I have ttP 

His movement was so violent and sudden that the hoose- 
keeper was a Httle aJarmed, and retired to the furtiier end of 
the dining-room, near the door« ''Yes," continued he, **it is 
certain there is a child !'' 

Manette approached him qinddy. ''A chUd?^ she asked in 
astonishment 

''What nextl" cried he in a fnrioas tone. ''What are you 
<k>ing there? Has your hardihood come to this that you pick 
up the words which escape me? Do me the pleasure to retire 
to your kitchen, znd stay there until I call you.*' 

"He is going crazy!" thought Manette, as she disappeared 
very quickly. 

Old Taharet resumed his sei^. He hastily swallowed his 
soup which was completely cold. "Why," said he to himself, 
"did I not thidc of it before? Poor humanity! I am growing 
iAd, and my hrain is worn out For it is clear as day ; the cir- 
cumstances all point to that conclusion.'' He rang the bell 
placed on the table beside him; die servant reappeared. "Bring 
the roast," he said, "and leave me to myself." 

"Yes," continued he, furiously carving a leg of presaU mut- 
ton — "yes, there is a child, and here is his history! Widow 
Lerot^ is in the service of a great lady, immensely rich. Her 
husband, a sailor probably, departs on a kmg voyage. The 
lady, who has a lover, finds herself enceinte. She confides in 
Widow Lerouge, and with her assistance is clandestinely con- 
fined." 

He rang again. "Manette, bring the dessert, and then leave 
tile room!" 

Certainly such a master was unwordiy of so excellent a cook. 
He would have been puzzled to say .what he had eaten for his 
dinner, or even what he was eating at that moment ; it was some 
preserved pears. 

"But the child; what has become of the child?" murmured 
he. "Has it been destroyed? No; for Widow Lerouge, an 
accomplice in an infanticide, would be no longer formidable. 
The lover wished it to live, and it was confided to tfie care of 
our widow, by whom it has been reared. They have been able 
to take the child from her, but not the proofs of its birth and its 
existence. That's what bothered them. The father is the man 
with the fine carriage; the mother is no other than the woman 
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who came with the handsome young man. Ha ! ha ! I can well 
believe the dear old dame wanted for nothing! Some secrets 
are worth a farm in Brie. Two persons to fleece. It is true, 
though, that indulging in a lover, her expenses were bound to 
increase every year. Poor humanity! the heart has its wants. 
She turned the screw too much and it broke. She has threat- 
ened. They have been frightened, and said: 'Let's put a stop 
to it !' But who has been charged with the commission ? The 
papa ? No ; he is too old. It is the son ! of course. He wished 
to save his mother, the pretty boy! He has killed the widow 
and burned the proofs!" 

Manette all this time had her ear to the keyhole, and listened 
intently. From time to time she gleaned a word, an oath, the 
noise of a blow upon the table; but that was all. "For cer- 
tain," thought she, "he is worried about his women. They 
want him to believe he is a father." Her curiosity so over- 
came her prudence that, being no longer able to withstand the 
temptation, she ventured to open the door a little way. "Did 
you call for your coffee, sir?" she stammered timidly. 

"No, but you may bring it to me," replied old Tabaret. He 
attempted to swallow it at a gulp, but scalded himself so 
severely that the pain brought him suddenly from speculation 
to reality. 

"Thunder !" growled he : "but it is hot ! Devil take the case ! 
it has set me beside myself. They are right when they say I 
am too enthusiastic. But who among the whole lot of them 
could have, by the sole exercise of observation and reason, es- 
tablished the whole history of the assassination ? Certainly not 
Gevrol, poor man ! Won't he feel vexed and humiliated, being 
altogether out of it. Shall I seek M. Daburon? No, not yet. 
The night is necessary to me to sift to the bottom all thd par- 
ticulars, and arrange my ideas systematically. But, on the 
other hand, if I sit here all alone, this confounded case will 
keep me in a fever of speculation, and as I have just eaten a 
great deal, I may get an attack of indigestion. My faith ! I 
will call upon Madame Gerdy: she has been ailing for some 
days past. I will have a chat with Noelj and that will change 
the course of my ideas." He got up from the table, put on his 
overcoat, and took his hat and cane. 

"Are you going out, sir?" asked Manette. 

"Yes." 

"Shall you be late?" 



THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 6T7 

*'Bmt you will return to-night?" 

''I do not know/' One minute later, M. Tabatet was ringing 
his friend's bell. 

Madame Gerdf Irved m respectable style. Slie possessed suf- 
ficient for her wants ; and her son's practise, already large, had 
made them almost rich. She lived ^rcry quietly, and with the 
csception of one or two friends, wImmr Nod occasionally in- 
vited to dhmer, received very Sew ▼tsitors. Daring more than 
fifteen years that M. Tabaret came familiarly to the apartments, 
he had only met the cure of the parish, one of Noefs old pro- 
fessors, asid Madame Gerd/s brother, a retired colonel. When 
these three visitors happened to call on the sanw efcning, an 
event somewhat rare, they played at a nxrad game called Bos- 
ton; on other evenings piquet or all-fonrs was tiie mle. Noel, 
however, seldom remained in tlie drawiag-Toora, bat €Aittt him- 
self ifp after dnmer in his study, which with his bedroom formed 
a separate apartment to his motliei^a, and immersed himself m 
his law papers. He was supposed to work far into the mght 
Often in winter his lamp was not eaftingm^ed before dawn. 
Mother and son absolntdly li^ed lor one another, as all who 
Jmew them took pleasure in repeating. They loved and honored 
Noel for the care he bestowed upon his mother, for his more 
than filial devotion, for the sacrifices which afl supposed he 
made in living at his age like an old man. The neighbors were 
in the habit of contrasting ^e conduct of this eicemplary young 
man with that of M. Tabaret, the incorrigd)le old rake, the 
hairless dangler. As for Madame Gerdy, she saw nothing hfut 
her son in all the woHd. Her love had actually taken the form 
of worship. In Noel she believed she saw united all the physi- 
cal and moral perfections. To her he seemed of a superior 
order to tiie rest of humanity. If he spoke, she was silent and 
listened : his word was a commaad, his advice a decree of Provi- 
dence. To care for her son, study his tastes, anticipate his 
wishes, was the sole aim of her Hfe. She was a mother. 

"Is Madame Gerdy visible?" asked old Tabaret of the gM 
who opened the door; and, without waiting for an answer, he 
walked mto the room Hke a man assured that hts presence can 
not be i no ppor tu ne, and ought to be agrees^le. 

A single candle lighted the drawing-room, which was not in 
its accastomed order. The small maitle-top table, usually in 
the middle of the room, had been rolled into a comer. Madame 
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Gerdy's large armchair was near the window ; a newspaper, all 
crumpled, lay before it on the carpet The amateur detective 
took in the whole at a glance. "Has any accident happened?'' 
he asked of the girl. 

"Do not speak of it, sir: we have just had a fright! oh, such 
a fright!" 

"What was it? Tell me quickly!" 

"You know that madame has been ailing for the last month. 
She has eaten I may say almost nothing. This morning, even, 
she said to me — " 

"Yes, yes! but this evening?" 

"After her dinner, madame went into the drawing-room as 
usual. She sat down and took up one of M. Noel's newspapers. 
Scarcely had she begun to read, when she uttered a great cry 
—oh, a terrible cry! We hastened to her; madame had fallen 
on to the floor, as one dead, M. Noel raised her in his arms, 
and carried her into her room. I wanted to fetch the doctor, 
sir, but he said there was no need; he knew what was the 
matter with her." 

"And how is she now?" 

"She has come to her senses; that is to say, I suppose so; 
for M. Noel made me leave the room. All that I do know is, 
that a little while ago she was talking, and talking very loudly 
too, for I heard her. Ah, sir, it is all the same, very strange?" 

"What is strange?" 

"What I heard Madame Gerdy say to M. Noel." 

"Ah, ha! my girl!" sneered old Tabaret; "so you listen at 
keyholes, do you?" 

"No, sir, I assure you; but madame cried out like one lost. 
She said—" 

"My girl!" interrupted old Tabaret severely, "one always 
hears wrong through keyholes. Ask Manette if that is not so." 

The poor girl, thoroughly confused, sought to excuse herself. 

"Enough, enough !" said the old man. "Return to your work : 
you need not disturb M. Noel; I can wait for him very well 
here." 

And satisfied with the reproof he had administered, he picked 
up the newspaper, and seated himself beside the fire, placing the 
candle near him so as to read with ease. A minute had scarcely 
elapsed when he in his turn bounded in his chair, and stifled 
a cry of instinctive terror and surprise. These were the first 
words that met his eye : 



THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 679 

''A horrible crime has plunged the village of La Jonchere in 
consternation. A poor widow, named Lerouge, who enjoyed 
the general esteem and love of the community, has been assas- 
sinated in her home. The officers of the law have made the 
usual preliminary investigations, and ever3rthing leads us to 
believe that the police are already on the track of the author 
of this dastardly crime." 

"Thunder !" said old Tabaret to himself, "can it be that Ma- 
dame Gerdy— ?" The idea but flashed across his mind; he fell 
back into his chair, and, shrugging his shoulders, murmured: 
"Really, this affair of La Jonchere is driving me out of my 
senses! I can think of nothing but this Widow Lerouge. I 
shall be seeing her in everything now." An uncontrollable curi- 
osity caused him to peruse the entire paper. He found nothing, 
however, with the exception of those lines, to justify or explain 
a fainting fit, a cry, or even the slightest emotion. 

"This coincidence is extremely singular," thought the incor- 
rigible police agent. Then, noticing that the newspaper was 
slightly torn at the lower part, and crumpled, as if by a con- 
vulsive grasp, he repeated: "It is very strange!" 

At this moment the door of Madame Gerdy's bedroom opened, 
and Noel appeared on the threshold. Without doubt the 
accident to his mother had greatly excited him; for he was 
very pale, and his countenance, ordinarily so calm, wore an 
expression of great worry. He appeared surprised to see M. 
Tabaret. 

"Ah, my dear Noel !" cried the old fellow. "Ease my anxiety. 
How is your mother ?" 

"Madame Gerdy is as well as can be expected." 

"Madame Gerdy!" repeated the old fellow with an air of 
astonishment; then he continued: "It is plain you have been 
seriously alarmed." 

"In truth," replied the barrister, seating himself, "I have 
experienced a rude shock." 

Noel was visibly making the greatest effort to appear calm, 
to listen to the old fellow, and to answer him. M. Tabaret, 
full of anxiety, perceived nothing. "At least, my dear boy," 
said he, "tell me how this happened !" 

The young man hesitated a moment, as if debating with him- 
self. No doubt he was unprepared for this point-blank ques- 
tion, and knew not what answer to make; at last he replied: 
"Madame Gerdy has received a severe blow in learning from 



eSO THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

a paragraph in this paper that a woman in whom she took a 
strong interest has been murdered." 

"Well, I never f* cried old Tabaret. 

The old fellow was so astonished that he almost betra3red 
himself and revealed his connection with the police. He was 
on the point of saying: *Whatf yotir mother knew the Widow 
Lerouge?" By an effort he restrained himselL He had more 
trouble to hide his satisfaction, for he was delighted to find 
himself so unexpectedly on the trace of the antecedents of the 
victim of La Jonchere. 

"She was," continued Noel, **the slave of Madame Gerdy, 
devoted to her in every way I She would have sacrificed her- 
self for her at a sign from her hand." 

"Then you, my dear friend, you knew this poor woman !" 

"I had not seen her for a very long time," replied Noel, whose 
voice seemed broken by emotion ; "but I knew her welL I ought 
even to say I loved her tenderly. She was my nurse." 

**She, this woman?" stammered old Tabaret. 

This time he was thunderstruck. Widow Leronge Noel's 
nurse? He was most fortunate. Providence had evidently 
chosen him for its instrument, and was leading him by the 
hand. He was about to obtain all the information, which half 
an hour ago he had almost despaired of procuring. He re- 
mained seated before Noel, amazed and speechless. Yet he 
understood that, unless he would compromise himself, 4ie must 
speak. "It is a great misfortune," he murmured at last. 

"What it is for Madame Gerdy, I can not say," replied Noel 
with a gloomy air; "but for me it is an overwhelming misfor- 
tune! I am struck to the heart by the blow which has slain 
this poor woman. Her death, M. Tabaret, has annihilated 
all my dreams of the future, and probably overthrown my 
most cherished hopes. I had to avenge myself for cruel 
injuries; her death breaks the weapon in my hands, and 
reduces me to despair, to impotence. Alas! I am indeed 
unfortunate." 

"You unfortunate?" cried old Tabaret, singularly affected by 
his dear Noel's sadness. 'In heaven's name, what has hap- 
pened to you?" 

"I suffer," murmured the barrister, "and very cruelly. Not 
only do I fear that the injustice is irreparable; but here am 
I totally without defense delivered over to the shafts of 
cahimny. I may be accused of inventing falsehood, of being 
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an ambitious intriguer, having no regard for truth, no scruples 
of conscience." 

Old Tabaret was puzzled. What connection could possibly 
exist between Noel's honor and the assassination at La Jon- 
chere? His brain was in a whirl. A thousand troubled and 
confused ideas jostled one another in inextricable confusion. 
"Come, come, Noel," said he, "compose yourself. Who would 
believe any calumny uttered about you? Take courage, have 
you not friends? am I not here? Have confidence, tell me 
what troubles you, and it will be strange, indeed, if between 
us two — " 

The barrister started to his feet, impressed by a sudden 
resolution. 

"Well! yes," interrupted he; "yes, you shall know all. In 
fact, I am tired of carrying all alone a secret that is stifling 
me. The part I have been playing irritates and wearies me. 
I have need of a friend to console me. I require a counselor 
whose voice will encourage me, for one is a bad judge of his 
own cause, and this crime has plunged me into an abyss of 
hesitations." 

"You know," replied M. Tabaret kindly, "that I regard you 
as my own son. Do not scruple to let me serve you." 

"Know then," commenced the barrister — "but no, not here: 
what I have to say must not be overheard. Let us go into 
my study." 




TXfHEN Noel and old Tabaret were seated face to face in 
^^ Noel's study, and the door had been carefully shut, the 
old fellow felt uneasy, and said: "What if your mother should 
require anything." 

"H Madame Gerdy rings," replied the young man dryly, "the 
servant will attend to her." 

This indifference, this cold disdain, amazed old Tabaret, ac- 
customed as he was to the affectionate relations always existing 
between mother and son. "For heaven's sake, Noel," said he. 
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'^cahn yourseH Do not allow joorsdf to be oyeffoome by a 

feeling of irritation. You have, I see, some little piqiie against 
your mother, vduch you wiU have f orgo tte n to-morrow. Don't 
speak of her in this icy tone; hot tell me ^diat yon mean by 
calling her Madame Gerdy.** 

''What I mean?" rejoined tiie barrister in a hollow tone; 
^SH»t I mean?*' Then rising from hb armdudr, be took sev- 
eral strides about the room, and, retumii^ to his pbce near 
the ok! feUow, said: ''Because, M. Tabaret, Madame Gerdy is 
not my mother!" 

This sentence fell like a heavy blow on the head of the 
amateur detective. "Ohl" he said in the tone one assumes 
when rejecting an absurd proposition, "do you really know 
what you are saying, Noel? Is it credit? Is it probaible?" 

"It is improbable," replied Noel with a peculiar emphasis 
which was habitual to him; "it is incredible, if you will, but 
yet it is true. That is to say, for thirty-three years, ever since 
my birdi, thb woman has played a most marvekras and un- 
worthy comedy, to ennoUe and enrich her son — lor she has a 
son — at my expense!" 

"My friend,^ commenced oM Tabarct, who in the background 
of the picture presented by this singubr revelation saw again 
me f antom of the murdered Widow Lerotige. 

'But Noel heard not, and seemed hardly in a state to hear. 
The young man, usually so cold, so self-contained, could no 
longer control his anger. At the sound of his own voice he 
became more and more animated, as a good horse might at the 
jingling of his harness. '*Was ever man," continued he, "more 
cruelly deceived, more miserably duped, than I have been? I, 
who loved this wcHnan, who knew not how to show my affec- 
tion for her, who, for her sake, sacrificed my youth! How 
she must have laughed at me! Her infamy dates from the 
moment when for the first time she took me on her knees; 
and, until these few days past, she has sustained without fal- 
tering her execrable role. Her love for me was nothing but 
hypocrisy! her devotion, falsehood! her caresses, lies! And I 
adored her! Ah! why can I not take back all the embraces 
I bestowed on her in exchange for her Judas kisses? And 
for what was all this heroism of deception, this caution, this 
duplicity? To betray me more securely, to despoil me, to rob 
me, to give to her bastard all that lawfully appertained to me : 
my name, a noble name, my fortune, a prince^ ii^eritance T 
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"We are getting near it!" thought old Tabaret, who was 
fast relapsing into the colleague of M. Gevrol; then aloud he 
said: "This is very serious, all that you have been saying, my 
dear Noel, terribly serious, ^e must believe Madame Gerdy 
possessed of an amount of audacity and ability rarely to be 
met with in a woman. She must have been assisted, advised, 
compelled perhaps. Who have been her accomplices? She 
could never have managed this unaided; perhaps her husband 
himself." 

"Her husband !" interrupted the barrister with a laugh. "Ah I 
you too have believed her a widow. Pshaw ! She never had a 
husband; the defunct Gerdy never existed. I was a bastard, 
dear M. Tabaret, very much a bastard; Noel, son of the girl 
Gerdy and an unknown father!" 

"Ah !" cried the old fellow ; "that, then, was the reason why 
your marriage with Mademoiselle Levernois was broken off 
four years ago?" 

"Yes, my friend, that was the reason. And what misfortunes 
might have been averted by this marriage with a young girl 
whom I loved! However, I did not complain to her whom I 
then called my mother. She wept, she accused herself, she 
seemed ready to die of grief ; and I, poor fool ! I consoled her 
as best I could; I dried her tears and excused her in her own 
eyes. No, there was no husband. Do such women as she 
have husbands? She was my father's mistress; and on the 
day when he had had enough of her, he took up his hat and 
threw her three hundred thousand francs, the price of the 
pleasures she had given him." 

Noel would probably have continued much longer to pour 
forth his furious denunciations, but M. Tabaret stopped him. 
The old fellow felt he was on the point of learning a history 
in every way similar to that which he had imagined ;^ and his 
impatience to know whether he had guessed aright almost 
caused him to forget to express any sympathy for his friend's 
misfortunes. 

"My dear boy," said he, "do not let us digress. You ask 
me for advice; and I am perhaps the best adviser you could 
have chosen. Come, then, to the point. How have you learned 
this? Have you any proofs? where are they?" 

The decided tone in which the old fellow spoke should, no 
doubt, have awakened Noel's attention; but he did not notice 
it. He had not leisure to reflect. He therefore answered: 
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•1 hav« known tke truth f<wr three weeks past* I made the 
discovery hy chance. I have important moral proofs, hut they 
are mere presumptive evidence. A word from Widow Lerouge, 
one single word, would have rendered them decisive. This 
word she can not now pronounce, since they have killed her; 
hut she had said it to me. Now Madame Gerdy will deny all. 
I know her; with her head on the block she will deny it. 
My father doubtless will turn against me. I am certain, and 
I possess proofs; now this crime makes my certitude but a 
vain boast, and renders my proofs null and void I** 

"Explain it all to me,'* said old Tabaret after a pause— "all, 
you understand. We old ones arc sometimes abje to give good 
advice. We will decide what* s to be done afterward." 

"Three weeks ago," commenced Noel, "searching for some 
old documents, I opened Madame Gerd3r's secretary. Accident- 
ally I displaced one of the small shelves: some papers tum- 
bled out, and a packet of letters fell in front of my eyes. A 
mechanical impulse, which I can not explain, prompted me to 
untie the string, and, impelled by an invincible curiosity, I reatf 
the first tetter which came to my hand." 

"You did wrong," remarieed M. Tabaret. 

"Be it so; anyhow, I read. At the end of ten lines I was 
convinced that these ktters were from my father, whose name, 
Madame Gerdy, in spite of my prayers, had always hidden 
from me. You can understand my emotion. I carried off 
the packet, shut myself up in this room, and devoured the 
eorrespondence from beginning to end.^ 

"And you have been cruelly punished, my poor boy!" 

"It is true; but who in my position could have resisted? 
These letters have given me great pain; but they afford the 
proof of what I just now told you." 

"You have at least preserved these letters?" 

"I have them here, M. Tabaret," replied Noel, "and, that 
you may understand the case in which I have requested your 
advice, I am going to read them to you." 

The barrister opened one of the drawers of his bureau, 
pressed an invisible spring, and from a hidden receptacle con- 
structed in the thick upper shelf he drew out a bundle of let- 
ters. "You understand, my friend," he resumed, '•that I wilt 
spare you all insignificant details, which, however, add their 
own weight to the rest. I am only going to deal with the more 
important facts, treating directly of the affair." 
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OU Tabaret nestled in kia anndiair, buniing^ with curiosity; 
bis face and his eyes expressing the most anxious attention. 
After a selection, which he was aome time in making, the bar- 
rister opened a letter and commeneed reading in a Toice which 
trembled at times, in ^ite of his efforts to render it cahn. 

" 'Uy dearly k)ved Vakrie'— Vakti<^" said he, ''is Madame 
Gerdy." 

'1 know, I know. Do not interrupt yotirself." 

Noel then resumed. 

***My dearly loved Valerie: 

"'This is a happy day. This morning I received your dar- 
ling letter; I have covered it with kisses, I have reread it a 
hundred timea; and now it has gone to join the others, here 
upon my heart. This letter, oh, mj lovel has nearly killed 
me with joy. You were not deceived then; it was true! 
Heaven has blessed our k>ve. We shall have a son. 

" 1 shall have a son, the living image of n^ adored Valerie 1 
Oht why are we separated fay audi an immense distance? 
Why have I not wings, that I might fly to yoor feet and fall 
into your arms, full of the sweetest voloptuousness ! No I 
never as at this moment have I cursed die &tal union im- 
posed upon me by an inexoraUe family^ whom my tears could 
not move. 

** 1 can not help hating tlus woman, who, in ^e of me, 
bears my name, innocent victim thoi^h die is of the barbarity 
of our parents. And, to complete my misery, she too will soon 
render me a father. Who can describe my sorrow vrhen I com- 
pare the fortunes of these two children? 

** The one, the son of the object of my tenderest love, will 
have neither father nor family, nor even a name, since a law 
framed to make lovers unhappy prevents my acknowledging 
him. While the other, the soa of my detei^ed wife, by the 
sole fact of his birth, will be rich, noble^ surrounded by devo- 
tion and homage, with a great position in the world. I can 
not bear the thought of this terrible injustice! How it is to 
be prevented, I do not know; but rest assured I shall find a 
way. It is to him who is the most desired, the most cherished, 
the most beloved, that the greater fortunes should come; and 
come to htm it shall, for I so will it' *' 

•Trom where is that letter dated?" asked old Tabaret. The 
style in which it was written had already settled one point in 
his mind. 
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"See," replied Noel. He handed the letter to the old fellow, 
who read: "Venice, December, 1828." 

"You perceive," resumed the barrister, "all the importance 
of this first letter. It is like a brief statement of the facts. 
My father, married in spite of himself, adores his mistress and 
detests his wife. Both find themselves enceinte at the same 
time, and his feelings toward the two infants about to be born 
are not at all concealed. Toward the end one almost sees 
peeping forth the germ of the idea which later on he will 
not be afraid to put into execution, in defiance of all law, 
human or divine!" 

He was speaking as though pleading the cause, when old 
Tabaret interrupted him. "It is not necessary to explain it," 
said he. "Thank goodness, what you have just read is explicit 
enough. I am not an adept in such matters, I am as simple as 
a juryman; however, I understand it admirably so far." 

"I pass over several letters," continued Noel, "and I come 
to this one, dated January 23, 1829. It is very long, and filled 
with matters altogether foreign to the subject which now oc- 
cupies us. However, it contains two passages, which attest the 
slow but steady growth of my father's project. *A destiny 
more powerful than my will, chains me to this country; but 
my soul is with you, my Valerie! Without ceasing, my 
thoughts rest upon the adored pledge of our love which moves 
within you. Take care, my darling, take care of yourself, now 
doubly precious. It is the lover, the father, who implores you. 
The last part of your letter wounds my heart. Is it not an 
insult to me for you to express anxiety as to the future of our 
child? Oh, heaven! she loves me, she knows me, and yet she 
doubts !' 

"I skip," said Noel, "two pages of passionate rhapsody, and 
stop at these few lines at the end. The comtesse's condition 
causes her to suffer very much! Unfortunate wife! I hate 
and at the same time pity her. She seems to divine the reason 
of my sadness and my coldness. By her timid submission and 
unalterable sweetness one would think she sought pardon for 
our unhappy union. Poor, sacrificed creature! She also may 
have given her heart to another before being dragged to the 
altar. Our fates would then be the same. Your good heart 
will pardon my pitying her.' 

"That one was my mother," cried the barrister in a trem- 
bling voice. "A saint ! And he asks pardon for the pity she 
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iasfmtst Poor woman/' He passed his hands over his e3Fe% 
as if to force back his tears, and added: "She is deadT 

In spite of his impatience, old Tabaret dared not otter a 
word. Besides, he fek keenly the profomid sorrow of his 
jroung friend, and respected it After a rather kmg silence, 
Noel raised his head, and returned to the corre^iondenoe. 

''All the letters which follow/' said he, ''carry traces of the 
preoccnpadan of my father's mind on the subject of his bas- 
tard son. I lay them, however, aside. But this is what strikes 
me in the one written from Rome^ on March 5, 1&19. 'My son, 
our son, that is my preat, my only anxiety. How to secure ian 
him the future position of which I dream? The nobles of 
former times were not worried in this way. In those days I 
would have gone to the kii^, who, widi a word, would have 
assured the child's position in the wtvld. To-day the king who 
governs widi difficulty his disaffected subjects can do nothing. 
The nobility has lost its rights, and the highest in the land are 
treated die same as the meanest peasants !' Lower down I find: 
'My heart loves to picture to itself the likeness of our son. He 
will have the ^irit, the mind, the beauty, the grace, all the 
fascinations of his mother. He will inherit from his father, 
pride, valor, and the sentiments of a noble race. And the 
other, what will he be like? I tremble to think of it. Hatred 
can only engender a monster. Heaven reserves strength and 
beauty for the children of love!' The monster, that is I!" 
said the barrister widi intense rage. "While the other — But 
let us ignore these preliminaries to an outrageous action. I 
only desired up to the present to show you the aberration of 
my father's reason under the infinence of his passion. We shall 
soon come to the point." 

M. Tabaret was astonished at die strength of this passion, 
of which Noel was disturbing the ashes. Perhaps he felt it 
all the more keenly on account of those expressions which re- 
called his own youth. He understood how irresistible must 
have been the strength of such a love; and he trembled to 
speculate as to the result. 

"Here is," resmned Noel, holding up a sheet of paper, "not 
one of those interminable epistles from which I have read you 
short extracts, but a simple billet It is dated from Venice at 
the beginning of May; it is short but nevertheless decisive: 
*Dcar Valerie — Tell me, as near as possible, the probable date 
c^ your oondmement I await 3rour reply with an anxiety you 
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would imagine could you but guess my projects with regard to 
our child!' 

"I do not know," said Noel, "whether Madame Gerdy under- 
stood; anyhow she must have answered at once, for this is 
wiiat my father wrote on the 14th : 'Your reply, my darling, is 
what I did not dare expect it to be. The project I had con-» 
ceived is now practicable. I begin to feel more calm and secure. 
Our son shall bear my name ; I shall not be obliged to separate 
myself from him. He shall be reared by my side, in my man- 
sion, under my eyes, on my knees, in my arms. Shall I have 
strength enough to bear this excess of happiness? I have a 
soul for grief, shall I have one for joy? Oh! my adored one, 
oh! my precious child, fear nothing, my heart is vast enough 
to love you both ! I set out to-morrow for Naples, from whence 
I shall write to you at length. Happen what may, however, 
though I should have to sacrifice the important interests con- 
fided to me, I shall be in Paris for the critical hour. My pres- 
ence will double your courage; the strength of my love will 
diminish your sufferings.'" 

"I beg your pardon for interrupting you, Noel," said old 
Tabaret, "do you know what important affairs detained your 
father abroad ?" 

"My father, my old friend," replied the barrister, "was, in 
spite of his youth, one of the friends, one of the confidants, of 
Charles X; and he had been entrusted by him with a secret 
mission to Italy. My father is Comte Rheteau de Commarin." 

"Whew!" exclaimed the old fellow; and the better to engrave 
the name upon his memory, he repeated several times, between 
his teeth, "Rheteau de Commarin." 

For a few minutes Noel remained silent. After having ap- 
peared to do ever)rthing to control his resentment, he seemed 
utterly dejected, as though he had formed the determination to 
attempt nothing to repair the injury he had sustained. "In the 
middle of the month of May, then," he continued, "my father 
is at Naples. It is while there that he, a man of prudence and 
sense, a dignified diplomatist, a nobleman, prompted by an in- 
sensate passion, dares to confide to paper this most monstrous 
of projects. Listen ! 'My adored one— It is Germain, my old 
valet, who will hand you this letter. I am sending him to Nor- 
mandy, charged with a commission of the most delicate nature. 
He is one of those servitors who may be trusted implicitly. 
The time has come for me to explain to you my projects respect- 
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sng my son. In three weeks, at the latest, I shall be in Paris. 
If my previsions are not deceived, the comtesse and you will 
be confined at the same time. An interval of three or four 
days will not alter my plan. This is what I have resolved. My 

two diildren will be entrusted to two nurses of N , where my 

estates are nearly all situated. One of these women, known to 
Germain, and to whom I am sending him, will be in our in- 
terests. It is to this person, Valerie, that our son will be con- 
fided. These two women will leave Paris the same day, Ger- 
main accompanying her who will have charge of the son of the 
comtesse. An accident, devised beforehand, will compel these 
two women to pass one night on the road. Germain will ar- 
range so they will have to sleep in the same inn and in the 
same chamber! During the ni^t our nurse will change the 
infants in their cradles. I have foreseen everything, as I will 
escplain to you, and every precaution has been taken to prevent 
our secret from escaping. Germain has instructions to procure, 
while in Paris, two sets of baby linen exactly similar. Assist 
him with your advice. 

" 'Your maternal heart, my sweet Valerie, may perhaps bleed 
at the thought of being deprived of the innocent caresses of 
your child. You will console yourself by thinking of the posi- 
tion secured to him by your sacrifice. What excess of tender- 
ness can serve him as powerfully as this separation? As to 
die other, I know your fond heart, you will cherish him. Will 
it not be another proof of your love for me ? Besides, he will have 
nothing to complain of. Knowing nothing, he will have noth- 
ing to regret; and all that money can seeing in this world he 
shall have. Do not tell me that this attempt is criminal. No, 
my well beloved, no. The success of our plan depends upon so 
many unlikely circimistances, so many coincidences, independent 
of our will, that, without the evident protection of Providence, 
we can not succeed. If, then, success crowns our efforts, it 
will be because heaven decreed it. Meanwhile I hope.''' 

"Just what I expected," murmured old Tabaret. 

"And the wretched man," cried Noel, "dares to invoke 
the aid of Providence! He would make heaven his accom- 
plice !" 

"But," asked the old fellow, "how did your mother— par- 
don me, I would say, how did Madame Gerdy receive this 
proposition ?" 

"She would appear to have rejected it at first, for here are 



690 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

twenty pages of eloquent persuasion from the comte, urging her 
to agree to it, trying to convince her. Oh, that woman !" 

"Come, my child," said M. Tabaret softly, "try not to be too 
unjust. You seem to direct all your resentment against Madame 
Gerdy. Really, in my opinion, the comte is far more deserving 
of your anger than she is." 

"True," interrupted Noel, with a certain degree of violence — 
"true, the comte is guilty, very guilty. He is the author of the 
infamous conspiracy, and yet I feel no hatred against him. He 
has committed a crime, but he has an excuse, his passion. More- 
over, my father has not deceived me, like this miserable woman, 
every hour of my life, during thirty years. Besides, M. de Com- 
marin has been so cruelly punished that, at the present moment, 
I can only pardon and pity him." 

"Ah I so he has been punished ?" interrogated the old fellow. 

"Yes, fearfully, as you will admit. But allow me to continue. 
Toward the end of May, or, rather, during the first days of 
J[ une, the comte must have arrived in Paris, for the correspond* 
ence ceases. He saw Madame Gerdy, and the final arrange- 
ments of the conspiracy were decided on. Here is a note which 
removes all uncertainty on that point. On the day it was written 
the comte was on service at the Tuileries, and unable to leave 
his post. He has written it even in the king's study, on the 
king's paper; see the royal arms! The bargain has been con- 
cluded, and the woman who has consented to become the instru- 
ment of my father's projects is in Paris. He informs his mis- 
tress of the fact. 'Dear Valerie — Germain informs me of the 
arrival of your son's, our son's, nurse. She will call at your 
house during the day. She is to be depended upon ; a magnifi- 
cent recompense insures her discretion. Do not, however, men- 
tion our plans to her; for she has been given to understand 
that you know nothing. I wish to charge myself with the sole 
responsibility of the deed; it is more prudent. This woman is 

a native of N . She was born on our estate, almost in our 

house. Her husband is a brave and honest sailor. Her name 
is Claudine Lerouge. Be of good courage, my dear love! I 
am exacting from you the greatest sacrifice that a lover can 
hope for from a mother. Heaven, you can no longer doubt it, 
protects us. Everything depends now upon our skill and our 
prudence, so that we are sure to succeed V'* 

On one point, at least, M. Tabaret was sufficiently enlight- 
ened. The researches into the past life of Widow Lerouge were 
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no longer difficult. He could not restrain an exclamation of 
satisfaction, which passed unnoticed by Noel. 

"This note," resumed the barrister, "closes the comte's cor- 
respondence with Madame Gerdy/' 

"What!" exclaimed the old fellow, "you arc in possession 
of nothing more?" 

"I have also ten lines, written many years later, which cer- 
tainly have some weight, but after all are only a moral proof." 

"What a misfortune !" murmured M. Tabaret. Noel laid on 
the bureau the letters he had held in his hand, and turning 
toward his old friend, he looked at him steadily. 

"Suppose," said he slowly and emphasizing every syllable — 
"suppose that all my information ends here. We will admit, 
for a moment, that I know nothing more than you do now. 
What is your opinion?" 

Old Tabaret remained some minutes without answering; he 
was estimating the probabilities resulting from M. de Com- 
marin's letters. "For my own part," said he at length, "I believe 
on my conscience that you are not Madame Gerdy's son." 

"And you are right !" answered the barrister forcibly. "You 
will easily believe, will you not, that I went and saw Claudine. 
She loved me, this poor woman who had given me her milk; 
she suffered from the knowledge of the injustice that had been 
done me. Must I say it, her complicity in the matter weighed 
upon her conscience; it was a remorse too great for her old 
age. I saw her, I interrogated her, and she told me all. The 
comte's scheme, simply and yet ingeniously conceived, succeeded 
without any effort. Three days after my birth the crime was 
committed, and I, poor, helpless infant, was betrayed, despoiled, 
and disinherited by my natural protector, by my own father 1 
Poor Claudine ! She promised me her testimony for the day on 
which I should reclaim my rights !" 

"And she is gone, carrying her secret with her 1" murmured 
the old fellow in a tone of regret. , 

"Perhaps !" replied Noel, "for I have yet one hope. Claudine 
had in her possession several letters which had been written 
to her a long time ago, some by the comte, some by Madame 
Gerdy, letters both imprudent and explicit. They will be found, 
no doubt, and their evidence will be decisive. I have held these 
letters in my hands, I have read them; Claudine particularly 
wished me to keep tihem; why did I not do so?" 

No! there was no hope on that side, and old Tabaret knew 
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so better than any one. It was these very letters, no doubt, 
that the assassin of La Jonchere wanted. He had lotnd them 
and burned them with the other papers in the little stove. The 
old amateur detective was beginning to understand. ''All the 
same/' said he, "from what I know of your affairs, which I 
think I know as well as my own, it appears to me that the 
comte has not overwell kept the dazzling promises of fortune 
he made Madame Gerdy on your behalf." 

**He never even kept them in the least degree, my old friend." 

"That now," cried the old fellow indignantly, ''is even more 
infamous than all the rest." 

"Do not accuse my father,** answered Noel gravely; *liis con- 
nection with Madame Gerdy lasted a long time. I remember a 
haughty looking man ¥rho used sometimes to oome and see me 
at school, and who could be no other than the comte. But the 
rupture came.** 

"Naturally," sneered M. Tabaret, •*a great nobleman—" 

*Wait before judging," interrupted the barrister. "M. de 
Commarin had his reasons. His mistress was false to him, he 
learned it, and cast her off with just indignation. The ten lines 
which I mentioned to you were written then." 

Noel searched a considerable time among the papers scat- 
tered upon the table, and at length selected a letter more faded 
and creased than the others. Judging from the number of 
folds in the paper, one could guess that it had been read and 
reread many times. The writing even was here and there partly 
obliterated^ "In this," said he in a bitter tone, "Madame Gerdy 
is no tonger the adored Valerie: *A friend, cruel as all true 
friends, has opened my eyes. I doubted. You have be«i 
watched, and to-day, unhappfly, I can doubt no more. You, 
Valerie, you to whom I have given more than njy life, you 
deceive me and have been deceiving me for a long time past 
Unhappy man that I am! I am no longer certain that I am 
the father of your child.' " 

"But this note is a proof," cried old Tabaret; •'an overwhelm- 
mg proof. Of what importance to the comte would be a doubt 
of his paternity had he not sacrificed his legitimate son to his 
bastard? Yes, you have said truly, his punishment has been 
severe." 

"Madame Gerdy," resumed Noel, 'Srished to justify herself. 
She wrote to the comte; but he returned her letters unopened. 
She called on him, but he would not receive her. At length 
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she grew tired of her useless attempts to see him. She knew 
that all was well over when the comte's steward brought her 
for me a legal settlement of fifteen thousand francs a year. The 
son had tak^n my place, and the mother had ruined me !" 

Three or four light knocks at the door of the study inter- 
rupted Noel. "Who is there?" he asked without stirring. 

"Sir," answered the servant from the other side of the door, 
"madame wishes to speak to you." 

The barrister appeared to hesitate. "Go, my son," advised 
M. Tabaret ; "do not be merciless ; only bigots have that right." 
Noel arose with visible reluctance, and passed into Madame 
Gerdy's sleeping apartment. 

"Poor boy !" thought M. Tabaret when left alone. "What a 
fatal discovery! and how he must feel it. Such a noble young 
man ! such a brave heart I In his candid honesty he does not 
even suspect from whence the blow has fallen. Fortunately 
I am shrewd enough for two, and it is just when he despairs 
of justice, I am confident of obtaining it for him. Thanks to 
his information, I am now on the track. A child might now 
divine whose hand struck the blow. But how has it happened? 
He will tell me without knowing it. Ah ! if I had one of those 
letters for four and twenty hours. He has probably counted 
them. If I ask for one, I must acknowledge* my connection 
with the police. I had better take one, no matter which, just 
to verify the handwriting." 

Old Tabaret had just thrust one of the letters into the depths 
of his capacious pocket when the barrister returned. He was 
one of those men of strongly formed character, who never lose 
their self-control. He was very cunning and had long accus- 
tomed himself to dissimulation, that indispensable armor of the 
ambitious. As he entered the room nothing in his manner be- 
trayed what had taken place between Madame Gerdy and him- 
self. He was absolutely as calm as when, seated in his arm- 
chair, he listened to the interminable stories of his clients. 

"Well," asked old Tabaret, "how is she now?" 

"Worse," answered Noel. "She is now delirious, and no 
longer knows what she says. She has just assailed me with 
the most atrocious abuse, upbraiding me as the vilest of man- 
kind ! I really believe she is going out of her mind." 

"One might do so with less cause," murmured M. Tabaret; 
"and I think you ought to send for the doctor." 

"I have just done so." 
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The barrister had restuned his seat before his bureau, and 
was rearranging tiie scattered letters according to their dates. 
He seemed to have forgotten that he had asked his old friend's 
advice; nor did he appear in any way desirous of renewing the 
interrupted conversation. This was not at all what old Tabaret 
wanted. "The more I ponder over your history, my dear NoeV 
he observed, "the more I am bewildered. I really do not know 
what resolution I should adopt were I in your situation." 

"Yes, my old friend," replied the barrister sadly, "it is a 
situation that might well perplex even more profound experi- 
ences than yours/' 

The old amateur detective repressed with difficulty the sly 
smile, which for an instant hovered about his lips. "I confess 
it humbly," he said, taking pleasure in assuming an air of in- 
tense simplicity, "but you, what have you done ? Your first im- 
pulse must have been to ask Madame Gerdy for an explanation." 

Noel made a startled movement, which passed unnoticed by 
old Tabaret, preoccupied as he was in trying to give the turn 
he desired to the conversation. "It was by that," answered 
Noel, "that I began." 

"And what did she say?" 

"What could she say ! Was she not overwhelmed by the dis- 
covery?" 

"What! did she not attempt to exculpate herself?" inquired 
the detective, greatly surprised. 

"Yes ! she attempted the impossible. She pretended she could 
explain the correspondence. She told me — But can I remem- 
ber what she said? Lies, absurd, infamous lies." The barrister 
had finished gathering up his letters, without noticing the ab- 
straction. He tied them together carefully, and replaced them 
in the secret drawer of his bureau. 

"Yes," continued he, rising and walking backward and for- 
ward across his study, as if the constant movement could calm 
his anger, "yes, she pretended she could show me I was wrong. 
It was easy, was it not, with the proofs I held against her? 
The fact is, she adores her son, and her heart is breaking at 
the idea that he may be obliged to restitute what he has stolen 
from me. And I, idiot, fool, coward, almost wished not to 
mention the matter to her. I said to myself: I will forgive, for 
after all she has loved me! Loved? No. She would see me 
suffer the most horrible tortures, without shedding a tear, to 
prevent a single hair falling from her son's head." 
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''She has probably warned the comte/' observed old Tabaret, 
still pursuing his idea. 

'^She may have tried, but can not have succeeded, for the 
comte has been absent from Paris for more than a month and 
is not expected to return until the end of the week." 

"How do you know that?" 

"I wished to see the comte, my father, to speak with him—" 

"Your 

"Yes, I. Do you think that I shall not reclaim my own? Do 
you imagine that I shall not raise my voice? On what account 
should I keep silent? Whom have I to consider? I have rights, 
and I will make them good. What do you find surprising in that ?" 

"Nothing, certainly, my friend. So then you called at M. de 
Commarin's house?" 

"Oh! I did not decide on doing so all at once," continued 
Noel. "At first my discovery almost drove me mad. Then I 
required time to reflect. A thousand opposing sentiments agi- 
tated me. At one moment, my fury blinded me; the next, my 
courage deserted me. I would, and I would not I was unde- 
cided, uncertain, wild. The scandal that must arise from the 
publicity of such an affair terrified me. I desired, I still desire 
to recover my name, that much is certain. But on the eve of 
recovering it, I wish to preserve it from stain. I was seek- 
ing a means of arranging everything, without noise, without 
scandal." 

"At length, however, you made up your mind?" 

"Yes, after a struggle of fifteen days, fifteen days of torture, 
of anguish I . Ah f what I suffered in that time f I neglected 
my business, being totally unfit for work. During the day, I 
tried by incessant action to fatigue my body, that at night I 
might find forgetfulness in sleep. Vain hope! Since I found 
these letters, I have not slept an hour." 

From time to time, old Tabaret slyly consulted his watch. 
"M. Daburon will be in bed," thought he. 

*^t last, one morning," continued Noel, "after a night of 
rage, I determined to end all uncertainty. I was in that des- 
perate state of mind, in which the gambler, after successive 
losses, stakes upon a card his last remaining coin. I plucked 
up courage, sent for a cab, and was driven to the De Com- 
marin mansion." 

The old amateur detective here allowed a sigh of satisfac- 
tion to escape him. 
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''it is one at tiie most magnifioeBl tiouses in the Fauboarg 
St. Germain, my friend, a princely dweUmg, wcnrtiij a great 
noble twenty times a millionaire; aknost a palace in izcL One 
enters at first a fast courtyard^ to the right and left of whkh 
are the stabks^ containing twenty most valoable horses, and 
the coach-houses. At the end rises the grand facade of the 
main btdlding, majestic and severe, with its i m m en se windows, 
and its double flight of marble steps. Behind the house is a 
magnificent garden, I shonld say a park, shaded by the oldest 
trees which perhaps exist in all Paris." 

This entiiQsiastic description was not at all what M. Tabaret 
wanted. But what could he do, how coold he ptess Nod for 
the result of his visit I An indiscreet word nuf^t awaken the 
barrister's suspicions, and reveal to him that he was speaking 
not to a friend, but to a detective. 

''Were yon then shown over the house and grounds?" adced 
the old feOow. 

"No, but I have examined them alone. Since I d is cove r ed 
that I was the only heir of tiie Rheteau de Commarins, i have 
found out the antecedents of nrjr new family. I have studied 
<mr history at the Bibliotheque ; it is a noble history. At nigfa^ 
utterly distracted, I have again and again wandered round the 
dwelling of my ancestors. Ah! you can not understand my 
emotions I 'It is there,' said I to myadf, 'that I was bom; there 
that I should have been brought up ; there that I ought to reign 
to-day !' I tasted that awful bitterness of which banished men 
have died. I compared the bastard's brilliant destinies vrith my 
own sad and laborious career; and my indignation well-nigh 
mastered me. A mad impulse stirred me to force the doors^ 
to rush into the principal drawing-nxmi and drive out the in- 
truder, the girl Gerdy's son, crying : 'Get out, bastard, get out, 
I am the master here !' The uncertainty of obtaining my rights 
whenever I wished akme restrained me. Oh 1 yea, I know it 
well, this dwelling of my ancestors 1 I love its old sculptures, 
its grand old trees, even the flagstones of the courtyard worn 
by the footsteps of my modier I I love all; especially tiie proud 
escutcheon, which frowns down from above the principal en- 
trance and flings a haughty defiance to the stiq>id theories of 
this age of levelers." 

This last phrase contrasted so strongly with the opinions 
usually expressed by tiie young barrister that M. Tabaret 
was obliged to turn away his head to conceal his amusement 
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''Poor littoiamty !" tlioti|:ht he. "He sees himself a grand lord 
already." 

'*When I arrived," restuned Noel, "a Swiss porter, dressed 
in a gorgeous liTery, was standing at the door. I asked to see 
the Cotnte de Commarin. The Swiss replied that the ecnnte was 
traveling, but that the vicomte was at home. This interfered 
with my plans; however, as I had gone so far, I insisted on 
speaking to the son in <ief»tlt of the Either. The Swiss staled 
at me with astonishment. He had seen me alight from a hired 
vehicle and so deliberated with himself for some moments as tx) 
whether I was not too insignificant a person to have the honor 
of appearing before the vicomte.'^ 

"However, you were aUe to spe^^ with itim?" 

"What, like that, all at oncei** replied the barrister in a tone 
of bitter raillery; "can yoo possibly think so, my dear M. Taba- 
reti The inspection, however, was favorable to me; my white 
cravat and Uack clothes produced an effect The Swiss en- 
trusted me to the guidanoe of a huntsman with a ptnmed hat, 
who led the way across the coiartyard to a superb vestibule, 
where five or six footmen were lolling and gaping on their 
seats. One of these gentlemen asked me to follow him. He 
led me tip a spacious staircase, wide enough for a carriage to 
ascend, preceded me along an extensive picture gallery, guided 
tne across vast apartments, the furniture of which was fading 
under its coverings, and finally delivered me into the hands of 
M. Albert's Talet That is the name by which Madame Gerd/s 
son is known, that is to say, my name." 

"I understand, I understand.^' 

"I had passed an inspection; now I had to undergo an ex- 
amination. The valet desired to be informed who I was, whence 
I came, what was my professioa, what I wanted, and all the 
rest. I answered simply that, quite unknown to the vicomte, I 
desired five minutes' conversation with him on a matter of im- 
portance. He left me, reqaesting me to sit down and wait. I 
had waited more than a quarter of an hour, when he reap- 
peared. His master graciously deigned to reoeive me." 

It was easy to perceive that the barrister's reception rankled 
in his breast, and that he considered it an insult He could not 
forghre Albert his ladceys and his valet He forgot the words 
of the illustrious duke, who said : *^l pay my lackeys to be inso- 
lent, to save myself the trouble and ridicule of being so." Old 
Tat)aret was surprised at his young friend's display of bitter- 
12— Vol. z 
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ness, in speaking of these trivial details. "What narrow- 
mindedness/' thought he, ''for a man of such intelligence ! Can 
it be true that the arrogance of lackeys is the secret of the 
people's hatred of an amiable and polite aristocracy?" 

"I was ushered into a small apartment," continued Noel, 
"simply furnished, the only ornaments of which were weapons. 
These, ranged against the walls, were of all times and coun- 
tries. Never have I seen in so small a space so many muskets, 
pistols, swords, sabres, and foils. One might have imagined 
himself in a fencing master's arsenal." 

The weapon used by Widow Lerouge's assassin naturally re- 
curred to the old fellow's memory. 

"The vicomte," said Noel, speaking slowly, "was half lying 
on a divan when I entered. He was dressed in a velvet jacket 
and loose trousers of the same material, and had around his 
neck an immense white silk scarf. I do not cherish any resent- 
ment against this young man; he has never to his knowledge 
injured me: he was in ignorance of our father's crime; I am 
therefore able to speak of him with justice. He is handsome, 
bears himself well, and nobly carries the name which does not 
belong to him. He is about my height, of the same dark com- 
plexion, and would resemble me, perhaps, if he did not wear a 
beard. Only he looks five or six years younger; but this is 
readily explained, he has neither worked, struggled, nor suf- 
fered. He is one of the fortunate ones who arrive without 
having to start, or who traverse life's road on such soft cush- 
ions that they are never injured by the jolting of their car- 
riage. On seeing me, he arose and saluted me graciously." 

"You must have been dreadfully excited," remarked old 
Tabarct. 

"Less than I am at this moment. Fifteen preparatory days 
of mental torture exhausts one's emotions. I answered the 
question I saw upon his lips. 'Sir,' said I, 'you do not know 
me; but that is of little consequence. I come to you, charged 
with a very grave, a very sad mission, which touches the honor 
of the name you bear.' Without doubt he did not believe me, 
for, in an impertinent tone, he asked me: 'Shall you be long?' 
I answered simply: 'Yes.'" 

"Pray," interrupted old Tabaret, now become very attentive, 
"do not omit a single detail; it may be very important, you 
understand." 

"The vicomte," continued Noel, "appeared very much put 
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out The fact is/ he explained, 1 had already disposed of my 
time. This is the hour at which I call on the young lady to 
mrbom I am engaged. Mademoiselle d'Arlange. Can we not 
postpone this conversation?" 

'"Good ! another woman !" said the old fellow to himsell 

"I answered the vicomte that an explanation would admit of 
no delay; and, as I saw him prepare to dismiss me, I drew frcMn 
my pocket the comte's correspondence, and presented one of the 
letters to him. On recognizing his father's handwriting, he 
became more tractable, declared himself at my service, and 
asked permission to write a word of apology to the lady by 
whom he was expected. Having hastily written the note, he 
handed it to his valet, and ordered him to send it at once to 
Madame d'Arlange. He then asked me to pass into the next 
room, which was his library." 

"One word," interrupted the old fellow; "was he troubled 
on seeing the letters?" 

"Not the least in the world. After carefully closing the 
door, he pointed to a chair, seated himself, and said : 'Now, sir, 
explain yourself.' I had had time to prepare myself for this 
interview while waiting in the anteroom. I had decided to go 
straight to the point. 'Sir,' said I, 'my mission is painful. The 
lacts I am about to reveal to you are incredible. I beg you, do 
not answer me until you have read the letters I have here. I 
beseech you, above all, to keep calm.' He looked at me with 
an air of extreme surprise, and answered : 'Speak I I can hear 
all.' I stood up, and said: 'Sir, I must inform you that you 
are not the legitimate son of M. de Commarin, as this corre- 
spondence will prove to you. The legitimate son exists; and 
he it is who sends me.' .1 kept my eyes on his while speaking, 
and I saw there a passing gleam of fury. For a moment I 
thought he was about to spring at my throat. He soon recov- 
ered himself. 'The letters,' said he in a short tone. I handed 
them to him/' 

"How!" cried old Tabaret, "these letters— the true ones? 
How imprudent 1" 

"And why?" 

"If he had— I don't know; but—" the old fellow hesitated. 

The barrister laid his hand upon his friend's ^oolden ''I 
was there," said he in a hollow tone ; "and I promise you the 
letters were in no danger." 

Noel's features assumed such an expression of ferocity that 
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the old fellow was almost afraid, and recoiled instinctively. 
"He would have killed him," thought he. 

"That which I have done for you this evening, my friend," 
resumed the barrister, "I did for the vicomte. I obviated, at 
least for the moment, the necessity of reading all of these one 
hundred and fifty-six letters. I told him only to stop at those 
marked with a cross, and to carefully read the passages indi- 
cated with a red pencil." 

"It was an abridgment of his penance," remarked old Tabaret. 

"He was seated," continued Noel, "before a little table, too 
fragile even to lean upon. I was standing with my back to the 
fireplace in which a fire was burning. I followed his slightest 
movements; and I scanned his features closely. Never in my 
life have I seen so sad a spectacle, nor shall I forget it, if I 
live for a thousand years. In less than five minutes his face 
changed to such an extent that his own valet would not have 
recognized him. He held his handkerchief in his hand, with 
which from time to time he mechanically wiped his lips. He 
grew paler and paler, and his lips became as white as his hand- 
kerchief. Large drops of sweat stood upon his forehead, and 
his eyes became dull and clouded, as if a film had covered 
them ; but not an exclamation, not a sigh, not a groan, not even 
a gesture, escaped him. At one moment, I felt such pity for 
him that I was almost on the point of snatching the letters 
from his hands, throwing them into the fire and taking him 
in my arms, crying: 'No, you are my brother! Forget all; let 
us remain as we are and love one another !' " 

M. Tabaret took Noel's hand, and pressed it. "Ah!" he 
said, "I recognize my generous boy." 

"If I have not done this, my friend, it is because I thought 
to myself: 'Once these letters destroyed, would he recognize 
me as his brother?'" 

"Ah! very true," 

"In about half an hour, he had finished reading; he arose, 
and facing me directly, said : 'You are right, sir. If these let- 
ters are really written by my father, as I believe them to be, 
they distinctly prove that I am not the son of the Comtesse de 
Commarin/ I did not answer. 'Meanwhile,' continued he, 
'these are only presumptions. Are you possessed of other 
proofs?* I expected, of course, a great many other objections. 
'Germain,' said I, 'can speak.' He told me that Germain had 
been dead for several years. Then I spoke of the nurse, Widow 
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Lerouge. I explained how easily she could be found and qnes- 
tiooed, addii^ that she lived at La Jonchere." 

''And what said he, Noel, to this ?" asked old Tabaret anxiously. 

''He remained silent at first, and appeared to reflect All on 
a sudden he struck his forehead, and said: 'I remember; I know 
her. I have acconsipanied my father to her house three times, 
and in my presence he gave her a considerable sum of money/ 
I remarked to him that this was yet another proof. He made 
no answer, but walked up and down the room. At length he 
turned toward me, saying: 'Sir, you know M. de Commarin's 
legitimate son?* I answered: *! am he.' He bowed his head 
and murmured: 'I thought sa' He then took my hand and 
added : 'Brother, I bear you no ill will for this.' " 

"It seems to me," remarked old Tabaret, that he might have 
left that to you to say, and with more reason and justice." 

**No, my friend, for he is more ill-used than I. I have not 
been lowered, for I did not know, while he! . , ." 

The old police agent nodded his head, he had to hide his 
thoughts, and they were stifling him. 

"At length," resumed Noel, after a rather long pause, "I 
asked him what he proposed doing. 'Listen,' he said, 'I expect 
my father in about eight or ten days. You will allow me this 
delay. As soon as he returns I will have an explanation with 
bim, and justice shall be done. I give you my word of honor. 
Take back your letters and leave me to myself. This ne¥rs 
iMkS utterly overwhelmed me. In a moment I lose everything: 
a great name that I have always borne as worthily as possible, 
a magnificent position, an immense fortune, and, more than all 
that, perhaps, the woman who is dearer to me than life. In 
exchange, it is true, I shall find a mother. We will console 
each other. And I will try, sir, to make her forget you, for she 
mist love you, and will miss you.' " 

"Did he really say that?" 

"Almost word for word." 

"H3rpocrite !" growled the old fellow between his teeth. 

"What did you say?" asked Noel. 

^I say that he is a fine young man; and I shall be delighted 
to make his acquaintance." 

"I did not show him the letter referring to tfie rupture," 
added Noel; ^Ht is best that he shouM ignore Madame Gerdy^s 
tnisconduct. I voluntarify deprived mysetl of this proof rathier 
than give him further pain.** 
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"And now?" 

''What am I to do ? I am waiting the comte's return. I shall 
act more freely after hearing what he has to say. To-morrow 
I shall ask permission to examine the papers belonging to 
Claudine. If I find the letters, I am saved; if not — ^but, as I 
have told you, I have formed no plan since I heard of the 
assassination. Now, what do you advise?" 

"The briefest counsel demands long reflection," replied the 
old fellow, who was in haste to depart. "Alas ! my poor boy, 
what worry you have had !" 

"Terrible ! and, in addition, I have pecuniary embarrassments." 

"How! you who spend nothing?" 

"I have entered into various engagements. Can I now make 
use of Madame Gerdy's fortune, which I have hitherto used as 
my own ? I think not." 

"You certainly ought not to. But listen ! I am glad you have 
spoken of this ; you can render me a service." 

"Very willingly. What is it?" 

"I have, locked up in my secretary, twelve or fifteen thou- 
sand francs, which trouble me exceedingly. You see, I am old, 
and not very brave, if any one heard I had this money — " 

"I fear I can not — " commented the barrister. 

"Nonsense!" said the old fellow. "To-morrow I will give 
them you to take care of." But remembering he was about 
to put himself at M. Daburon's disposal, and that perhaps he 
might not be free on the morrow, he quickly added: "No, not 
to-morrow; but this very evening. This infernal money shall 
not remain another night in my keeping." 

He hurried out, and presently reappeared, holding in his hand 
fifteen notes of a thousand francs each. "If that is not suffi- 
cient," said he, handing them to Noel, "you can have more." 

"Anyhow," replied the barrister, "I will give you a receipt 
for these." 

"Oh! never mind. Time enough to-morrow." 

"And if I die to-night?" 

Then said the old fellow to him, thinking of his will : "I shall 
still be your debtor. Good night !" added he aloud. "You have 
asked my advice, I shall require the night for reflection. At 
present my brain is whirling; I must go into the air. If I go 
to bed now, I am sure to have a horrible nightmare. Come, 
my boy; patience and courage. - Who knows whether at this 
very hour Providence is not working for you?" 
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He went out, and Noel, leaving his door open, listened to the 
sound of his footsteps as he descended the stairs. Almost im- 
mediately the cry of, "Open, if you please," and the banging 
of the door apprised him that M. Tabaret had gone out. He 
waited a few minutes and refilled his lamp. Then he took a 
small packet from one of his bureau drawers, slipped into his 
pocket the bank-notes lent him by his old friend, and left his 
study, the door of which he double-locked. On reaching the 
landing, he paused. He listened intently, as though the sound 
of Madame Gerdy's moans could reach him where he stood. 
Hearing nothing, he descended the stairs on tiptoe. A minute 
later, he was in the street. 




INCLUDED in Madame Gerdy's lease was a coach-house, 
•*■ which was used by her as a lumber room. Here were heaped 
together all the old rubbish of the household, broken pieces of 
furniture, utensils past service, articles become useless or cum- 
brous. It was also used to store the provision of wood and 
coal for the winter. This old coach-house had a small door 
opening on the street, which had been in disuse for many 
years; but which Noel had had secretly repaired and provided 
with a lock. He could thus enter or leave the house at any 
hour without the concierge or any one else knowing. It was by 
this door that the barrister went out, though not without using 
the utmost caution in opening and closing it. Once in the 
street, he stood still a moment, as if hesitating which way to 
go. Then, he slowly proceeded in the direction of the St 
Lazare railway station, where a cab happening to pass, he 
hailed it. "Rue du Faubourg Montmartre, at the corner of the 
Rue de Provence," said Noel, entering the vehicle, "and drive 
quick." 

The barrister alighted at the spot named, and dismissed the 
cabman. When he had seen him drive off, Noel turned into 
the Rue de Provence, and, after walking a few yards, rang the 
bell of one of the handsomest houses in the street The door 
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vrzs immediately opened. As Noel passed before him the con- 
cierge made a most respectful, and at the same time patronis- 
ing, bow, one of those salutations which Parisian concierges 
reserve for their favorite tenants, generous mortals always ready 
to give. On reaching the second floor, the barrister paused, 
drew a key from his pocket, and opening the door facing him, 
entered as if at home. But at the sound of the key in the 
lock, though very faint, a lady's maid, rather young and pretty, 
with a bold pair of eyes, ran toward him. "Ah ! it is you, sir," 
cried she. This exclamation escaped her just loud enough to 
be audible at the extremity of the apartment, and serve as a 
signal if needed. It was as if she had cried: "Take care!" 
Noel did not seem to notice it. "Madame is there?" asked he, 

"Yes, sir, and very angry too. This morning she wanted 
to send some one to you. A little while ago she spoke of going 
to find you, sir, herself. I have had much difiiculty in prevail- 
ing on her not to disobey your orders." 

"Very well," said the barrister. 

"Madame is in the smoking-room," continued the girl. "I 
am making her a cup of tea. Will you have one, sir?" 

"Yes," replied Noel. "Show me a light, Charlotte." 

He passed successively through a magnificent dining-room, 
a splendid gilded drawing-room in Louis XIV style and entered 
the smoking-room. This was a rather large apartment with a 
very hig^ ceiling. Once inside one might almost fancy one's 
self three thousand miles from Paris, in the house of some 
opulent mandarin of the Celestial Empire. Furniture, carpet, 
hangings, pictures, all had evidently been imported direct from 
Hong Kong or Shanghai. A rich silk tapestry, representing 
brilliantly colored figures, covered the walls, and hid the doors 
from view. All the empire of the sun and moon was depicted 
thereon in vermilion landscapes; corpulent mandarins sur- 
rounded by their lantern-bearers ; learned men lay stupefied with 
opium, sleeping under their parasols ; young girls, with elevated 
eyebrows, stumbled upon their diminutive feet, swathed in ban- 
dages. The carpet of a manufacture unknown to Europeans 
was strewn with fruits and flowers, so true to nature that they 
might have deceived a bee. Some great artist of Peking had 
painted on the silk which covered the ceiling nnmerous fan- 
tastic birds, opening on azure ground their wings of purple and 
gold. Slender rods of lacker, inlaid with mother-of-pearl, bor- 
dered the draperies, and marked the angles of the apartment 
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Two fantastic-looking chests entirely occupied one side of the 
room. Articles of furniture of capricious and incoherent forms, 
tables with porcelain tops, and chiffoniers of precious woods 
encumbered every recess or angle. There were also ornamental 
cabinets and shelves purchased of Lien-Tsi, the Tahan of Sou- 
Tcheou, the artistic city, and a thousand curiosities, both mis- 
cellaneous and costly, from the ivory sticks which are used 
instead of forks, to the porcelain teacups, thinner than soap 
bubbles — miracles of the reign of Kien-Loung. A very large 
and very low divan piled up with cushions, covered with tapes- 
try similar to the hangings, occupied one end of the room. 
There was no regular window, but instead a large single pane 
of glass, fixed into the wall of the house; in front of it was 
a double glass door with movable panels, and the space between 
was filled with the most rare flowers. The grate was replaced 
by registers adroitly concealed, which maintained in the apart- 
ment a temperature fit for hatching silkworms, thus truly har- 
monizing with the furniture. 

When Noel entered, a woman, still young, was reclining on 
the divan, smoking a cigarette. In spite of the tropical heat, 
she was enveloped in heavy Cashmere shawls. She was small, 
but then only small women can unite in their persons every 
perfection. Women who are above the medium height must 
be either essays or errors of nature. No matter how lovely 
they may look, they invariably present some defect, like the 
work of a statuary, who, though possessed of genius, attempts 
for the first time sculpture on a grand scale. She was small, 
but her neck, her shoulders, and her arms had the most ex- 
quisite contours. Her hands with their tapering fingers and 
rosy nails looked like jewels preciously cared for. Her feet, 
encased in silken stockings almost as thin as a spider's web, 
were a marvel; not that they recalled the very fabulous foot 
which Cinderella thrust into the glass slipper; but the other, 
very real, very celebrated, and very palpable foot, of which the 
fair owner (the lovely wife of a well-known banker) used to 
present the model either in bronze or in marble to her numer- 
ous admirers. Her face was not beautiful, nor even pretty ; but 
her features were such as one seldom forgets; for, at the first 
glance, they startled the beholder like a flash of lightning. Her 
forehead was a little high, and her mouth unmistakably large, 
notwithstanding the provoking freshness of her lips. Her eye- 
brows were so perfect they seemed to have been drawn with India 
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ink; but, unhappily the pencil had been used too heavily; asd 
they gave her an unpleasant expression when she frowned. On 
the other hand, her smooth complexion had a rich golden 
pallor; and her black and velvety eyes possessed enormous 
magnetic power. Her teeth were of a pearly brilliancy and 
whiteness, and her hair, of prodigious opulence, was black and 
fine, and glossy as a raven's wing. 

On perceiving Noel, as he pushed aside the silken hangings, 
she half arose and leaned upon her elbow. ''So you have come 
at last?'' she observed in a tone of vexation; ''yon are veiy 
kind." 

The barrister felt almost suffocated by the oppressive tem- 
perature of the room. "How warm it isl" said he; "it is 
enough to stifle onel" 

"Do you find it so?" replied the young woman. "Well, I 
am actually shivering 1 It is true, though, that I am very uur 
well. Waiting is unbearable to me, it acts upon my nerves; 
and I have been waiting for you ever since yesterday." 

"It was quite impossible for me to come," explained Noel, 
"quite impossible!" 

"You knew, however," continued the lady, "that to-day was 
my settling day; and that I had several heavy accotmts to set- 
tle. The tradesmen all came, and I had not a halfpenny to give 
them. The coachmaker sent his bill, but there was no money. 
Then that old rascal Clergot, to whom I had given an accept- 
ance for three thousand francs, came and kicked up a row. 
How pleasant all this is !" 

Noel bowed his head like a schoolboy rebuked for having 
neglected his lessons. "It is but one day behind," he murmured. 

"And that is nothing, is it?" retorted the young woman. "A 
man who respects himself, my friend, may allow his own sig- 
nature to be dishonored, but never that of his mistress! Do 
you wish to destroy my credit altogether? You know veiy 
well that the only consideration I receive is what my money 
pays for. So as soon as I am unable to pay, it will be all up 
with me." 

"My dear Juliette," began the barrister gently. 

''Oh, yes ! that's all very fine," interrupted she. "Your dear 
Juliette 1 Your adored Juliette! So long as you are here it 
is really charming; but no sooner are you outside than you , 
forget everything. Do you ever remember then that there is 
such a person as Juliette?" 
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"How unjust you are!" replied Noel. "Do you not know 
that I am always thinking of you? Have I not proved it to 
you a thousand times? Look here! I am going to prove it to 
you again this very instant/* He withdrew from his pocket 
the small packet he had taken out of his bureau drawer, and, 
undoing it, showed her a handsome velvet casket. "Here," 
said he exultingly, "is the bracelet you longed for so much a 
week ago at Beaugran's." 

Madame Juliette, without rising, held out her hand to take 
the casket, and, opening it with the utmost indifference, just 
glanced at the jewel, and merely said: "Ah!" 

"Is this the one you wanted?" asked Noel. 

"Yes, but it looked much prettier in the shop window." She 
closed the casket, and threw it carelessly on to a small table 
near her. 

"I am unfortunate this evening," said the barrister, much 
mortified. 

"How so?" 

"I see plainly the bracelet does not please you." 

"Oh, but it does. I think it lovely . . . besides, it will com- 
plete the two dozen." 

It was now Noel's turn to say: "Ah! . . ." and as Juliette 
said nothing, he added: "Well, if you are pleased, you do not 
show it." 

"Oh! so that is what you are driving at!" cried the lady. 
"I am not grateful enough to suit you! You bring me a 
present, and I ought at once to pay cash, fill the house with 
cries of joy, and throw myself upon my knees before you, 
calling you a great and magnificent lord !" 

Noel was unable this time to restrain a gesture of impatience, 
which Juliette perceived plainly enough, to her great delight. 

"Would that be sufficient?" continued she. "Shall I call 
Charlotte, so that she may admire this superb bracelet, this 
monument of your generosity? Shall I have the concierge up, 
and call the cook to tell them how happy I am to possess such 
a magnificent lover?" 

The barrister shrugged his shoulders like a philosopher, in- 
capable of noticing a child's banter. "What is the use of these 
insulting jests?" said he. "If you have any real complaint 
against me, better to say so simply and seriously." 

"Very well," said Juliette, "let us be serious. And that 
being so, I will tell you it would have been better to have 
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forgotten tlie bracelet, and to have brought me last night or 
this morning the eight thousand francs I wanted." 

"I could not come." 

"You should have sent them; messengers are still to be found 
at the street comers." 

'If I neither brought nor sent them, ray dear Juliette, it was 
because I did not have them. I had trouble enough in getting 
them promised me for to-morrow. If I have the sum this 
evening, I owe it to chance upon which I could not have 
counted an hour ago; but by which I profited, at the risk of 
compromising myself." 

"Poor man !" said Juliette, with an ironical touch of pity in 
her voice. "Do you dare to tell me you have had difiBculty in 
obtaining ten thousand francs — yon?" 

"Yes— 1 1" 

The young woman looked at her lover, and burst into a fit 
of laughter. "You are really superb when you act the poor 
young man !" said she. 

"I am not acting." 

"So you say, my own. But I see what you are aiming at 
This amiable confession is the preface. To-morrow you will 
declare that your affairs are very much embarrassed, and the 
day after to-morrow. ... Ah! you are becoming very avari- 
cious. It is a virtue you used not to possess. Do you not 
already regret the money you have given me?" 

"Wretched woman!' murmured Noel, fast losing patience. 

"Really," continued the lady, **l pity you, oh ! so much. Un- 
fortunate lover! Shall I get up a subscription for you? In 
your place, I would appeal to public charity." 

Noel could stand it no longer, in spite of his resolution to 
remain calm. "You think it a laii^hing matter?" cried he. 
"Well! let me tell you, Juliette, I am ruined, and I have ex- 
hausted my last resources! I am reduced to expedients!" 

The eyes of the young woman Inightened. She looked at 
her lover tenderly. "Oh, if 'twas only true, my big pet !" said 
she. "If I only could believe you !" 

The barrister was wounded to the heart "She believes me," 
thought he; "and she is glad. She detests me." 

He was mistaken. The idea that a man had loved her suffi* 
ciently to ruin himself for her, without allowing even a re- 
proach to escape him, filled this woman with joy. She felt 
herself on the point of loving the man, now poor and humbled. 
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whom she had despised when rich and proud. But the expres- 
sion of her eyes suddenly changed. "What a fool I am," cried 
she, '^I was on the point of believing all that, and of trying to 
console you. Don't pretend that you are one of those gentle- 
men who scatter their money broadcast. Tell that to somebody 
else, my friend! All men in our days calculate like money- 
lenders. There are only a few fools who ruin themselves now, 
some conceited youngsters, and occasionally an amorous old 
dotard. Well, you are a very calm, very grave, and very seri- 
cras fellow, but above all, a very strong one.** 

''Not with you, anyhow," murmured Noel. 

"Come now, stop that nonsense ! You know very well what 
you are about. Instead of a heart, you have a great big double 
2ero, just like a Homburg. When you took a fancy to me, you 
said to yourself: 1 will expend so much on passion,' and you 
have kept your word. It is an investment, like any other, in 
which one receives interest in the form of pleasure. You are 
capable of all the extravagance in the world, to the extent of 
your fixed price of four thousand francs a month! If it re- 
quired a franc more you would very soon take back your heart 
and your hat, and carry them elsewhere; to one or other of 
my rivals in the neighborhood." 

"It is true," answered the barrister, coolly. "I know how to 
count, and that accomplishment is very useful to me ! It enables 
me to know exactly how and where I have got rid of my fortune.** 

"So you really know?" sneered Juliette. 

"And I can tell you, madame," continued he. "At first you 
were not very exacting, but the appetite came with eating. 
You wished for luxury, you have it; splendid furniture, you 
have it; a complete establishment, extravagant dresses, I could 
refuse you nothing. You required a carriage, a horse, I gave 
them you. And I do not mention a thousand other whims. I 
include neither this Chinese cabinet nor the two dozen brace- 
lets. The total is four hundred thousand francs!" 

"Are you sure ?" 

"As sure as any one can be who has had that amount, and 
hais it no longer." 

"Four hundred thousand francs, only fancy! Are there 
no centimes?" 

"No." 

"Then, my dear friend, if I make up my bill, you will stiM 
owe me something." 
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The entrance of the maid with the tea-tray interrupted this 
amorous duet, of which Noel had experienced more than one 
repetition. The barrister held his tongue on account of the 
servant. Juliette did the same on account of her lover, for 
she had no secrets for Charlotte, who had been with her three 
years, and with whom she had shared everything, sometimes 
even her lovers. 

Madame Juliette Chaffour was a Parisian. She was born 
about 1839, somewhere in the upper end of the Faubourg Mont- 
martre. Her father was unknown. Her infancy was a long 
alternation of beatings and caresses, equally furious. She had 
lived as best she could, on sweetmeats and damaged fruit; 
so that now her stomach could stand anything. At twelve 
years old she was as thin as a nail, as green as a June apple, 
and more depraved than the inmates of the prison of St 
Lazare. Prudhomme would have said that this precocious little 
hussy was totally destitute of morality. She had not the 
slightest idea what morality was. She thought the world 
was full of honest people living like her mother, and her 
mother's friends. She feared neither God nor devil, but she 
was afraid of the police. She dreaded also certain mysterious 
and cruel persons, whom she had heard spoken of, who dwelt 
near the Palais de Justice, and who experienced a malicious 
pleasure in seeing pretty girls in trouble. As she gave no 
promise of beauty, she was on the point of being placed in a 
shop, when an old and respectable gentleman, who had known 
her mama some years previously, accorded her his protection. 
This old gentleman, prudent and provident, like all old gentle- 
men, was a connoisseur, and knew that to reap one must sow. 
He resolved first of all to give his protege just a varnish of 
education. He procured masters for her, who in less than three 
years taught her to write, to play the piano, and to dance. 
What he did not procure for her, however, was a lover. She 
therefore found one for herself, an artist who taught her 
nothing very new, but who carried her off to offer her half of 
what he possessed, that is to say, nothing. At the end of 
three months, having had enough of it, she left the nest of her 
first love, with all she possessed tied up in a cotton pocket 
handkerchief. 

During the four years which followed, she led a precarious 
existence, sometimes with little else to live upon but hope, 
which never wholly abandons a young girl who knows she 
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kas pretty eyes. By turns she sunk to the bottoin, or rose to 
the surface of the stream in which she found herself. Twice 
had fortune in new gloves come knocking at her door, but die 
had not the sense to keep her. With the assistance of a 
strolHng player, she had just appeared on the stage of a 
small theatre, and spoken her lines rather well, when Noel by 
chance met her, loved her, and made her his mistress. Her 
barrister, as she called him, did not displease her at first 
After a few months, though, she could not bear him. She 
detested him for his polite and polished manners, his manly 
bearing, his distinguished air, his contempt, which he did 
not care to hide, for all that is low and vulgar, and, above all, 
for his unalterable patience, which nothing could tire. Her 
great complaint against him was that he was not at all funny, 
and also, that he absolutely declined to conduct her to those 
places where one can give a free vent to one's spirits. To 
amuse herself, she began to squander money; and her aversion 
for her lover increased at the same rate as her ambition and 
his sacrifices. She rendered him the most miserable of men, 
and treated him like a dog; and this not from any natural bad- 
ness of disposition, but from principle. She was persuaded that 
a woman is beldved in proportion to the trouble she causes 
and the mischief she does. 

Juliette was not wicked, and she believed she had much to 
complain of. The dream of her life was to be loved in a 
way which she felt, but could scarcely have explained. She 
had never been to her lovers more than a plaything. She 
understood this; and, as she was naturally proud, the idea 
enraged her. She dreamed of a man who woukl be devoted 
enough to make a real sacrifice for her, a lover who would 
descend to her level, instead of attempting to raise her to his. 
She despaired of ever meeting such a one. Noel's extravagance 
left her as cold as ice. She believed he was very rich, and sin- 
gularly, in spite of her greediness, she did not care much for 
money. Noel would have won her easier by a brutal frankness 
that would have shown her clearly his situation. He lost her 
love by the delicacy of his dissimulation, that left her ignorant 
of the sacrifices he was making for her. 

Noel adored Juliette. Until the fatal day he saw her, he 
had lived like a sage. This, his first passion, burned him 
up; and, from the disaster, he saved only appearances. 

The four walls remained standing, but the interior of the 
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edifice was destroyed. Even heroes have their vulnerable parts, 
Achilles died from a wound in the heel. The most artfully 
constructed armor has a flaw somewhere. Noel was assail- 
able by means of Juliette, and through her was at the mercy 
of everything and every one. In four years, this model 
young man, this barrister of immaculate reputation, this austere 
moralist, had squandered not only his own fortune on her, but 
Madame Gerdy's also. He loved her madly, without reflection, 
without measure, with his eyes shut. At her side, he forgot 
all prudence, and thought out loud. In her boudoir, he dropped 
his mask of habitual dissimulation, and his vices displayed 
themselves at ease, as his limbs in a bath. He felt himself 
so powerless against her, that he never essayed to struggle. 
She possessed him. Once or twice he attempted to firmly op- 
pose her ruinous caprices; but she had made him pliable as 
the osier. Under the dark glances of this girl, his strongest 
resolutions melted more quickly than snow beneath an April 
sun. She tortured him; but she had also the power to make 
him forget all by a smile, a tear, or a kiss. Away from the 
enchantress, reason returned at intervals, and, in his lucid 
moments, he said to himself, "She does not love me. She is 
amusing herself at my expense!" But the belief in her love 
had taken such deep root in his heart that he could not pluck 
it forth. He made himself a monster of jealousy, and then 
argued with himself respecting her fidelity. On several occa- 
sions he had strong reasons to doubt her constancy, but he 
never had the courage to declare his suspicions. "If I am 
not mistaken, I shall either have to leave her," thought he, 
"or accept everything in the future." At the idea of a sep- 
aration from Juliette, he trembled, and felt his passion strong 
enough to compel him to submit to the lowest indignity. He 
preferred even these heartbreaking doubts to a still more 
dreadful certainty. 

The presence of the maid who took a considerable time in 
arranging the tea-table gave Noel an Opportunity to recover 
himself. He looked at Juliette; and his anger took flight. 
Already he began to ask himself if he had not been a little 
cruel to her. When Charlotte retired, he came and took a seat 
on the divan beside his mistress, and attempted to put his arms 
round her. "Come," said he in a caressing tone, "you have been 
angry enough for this evening. If I have done wrong, you have 
punished me sufficiently. Kiss me, and make it up." 
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She reptilsed him angrily, and said in a dry tone: "Let me 
alone ! How many thnes must I tcl! you that I am yery unwell 
this evening." 

"You suffer, my love?" resumed the barrister, "where? Shall 
I send for the doctor?" 

"There is no need. I know the nature of my malady; it is 
called ennui. You are not at all the doctor who could do any- 
thing for me." 

Noel rose with a discouraged air, and took his place at the 
side of the tea-table, facing her. His resignation bespoke how 
habituated he had become to these rebuffs. Juliette snubbed 
him; but he returned always, like the poor dog who lies in 
wait all day for the time when his caresses will not be in- 
opportune. "You have told me very often during the last few 
months, that I bother you. What have I done?" he asked. 

"Nothing." 

"Well, then, why—?" 

"My life is nothing more than a continual yawn," answered 
Hie young woman; "is it my fault? Do you think it very 
amusing to be your mistress? Look at yourself. Does there 
exist another being as sad, as dull as you, more uneasy, more 
suspicious, devoured by a greater jealousy?" 

"Your reception of me, my dear Juliette," ventured Noel, 
"is enough to extinguish gaiety and freeze all effusion. Then 
one always fears when one loves !" 

"Really ! Then one should seek a woman to suit one's self, or 
have her made to order; shut her up in the cellar, and have her 
brought upstairs once a day, at the end of dinner, during 
dessert, or with the champagne just by way of amusement.* 

"I should have done better not to have come," murmured 
the barrister. 

"Of course. I am to remain alone here, without anything to 
occupy me except a cigarette and a stupid book, that I go 
to sleep over? Do you call this an existence, never to budge 
tmt of the house even ?" 

"It is the life of all the respectable women that I know," 
replied the barrister dryly. 

"Then I can not compfiment them on their enjoyment. 
Happily, though, I am not a respectable woman, and I can 
tell you that I am tired of living more closely shut up than 
the wife of a Turk, with your face for sole amusement." 

"You live shut up, you?" 
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"Certainly!" continued Juliette, with increased bitterness. 
"Come, have you ever brought one of your friends here? No, 
you hide me. When have you offered me your arm for a 
walk? Never, your dignity would be sullied, if you were 
seen in my company. I have a carriage. Have you entered 
it half a dozen times? Perhaps; but then you let down the 
blinds! I go out alone. I waUc about alone!" 

"Always the same refrain," interrupted Noel, anger getting the 
better of him, "always these uncalled-for complaints. As though 
you had still to learn the reason why this state of things exists." 

"I know well enough," pursued the young woman, "that 
you are ashamed of me. Yet I know many bigger swells than 
you who do not mind being seen with their mistresses. My 
lord trembles for his fine name of Gerdy that I might sully, 
while the sons of the most noble families are not afraid of 
showing themselves in public places in the company of the 
stupidest of kept women." 

At last Noel could stand it no longer, to the great delight 
of Madame Chaffour. "Enough of these recriminations!" 
cried he, rising. "If I hide our relations, it is because I am 
constrained to do so. Of what do you complain? You have 
unrestrained liberty; and you use it, too, and so largely that 
your actions altogether escape me. You accuse me of creat- 
ing a vacuum around you. Who is to blame ? Did I grow tired 
of a happy and quiet existence? My friends would have come 
to see us in a home in accordance with a modest competence. 
Can I bring them here? On seeing all this luxury, this in- 
solent display of my folly, they would ask each other where I 
obtained all the money I have spent on you. I may have a 
mistress, but I have not the right to squander a fortune that 
does not belong to me. If my acquaintances learned to-mor- 
row that it is I who keep you, my future prospects would be 
destroyed. What client would confide his interests to the 
imbecile who ruined himself for the woman who has been 
the talk of all Paris? I am not a great lord, I have neither 
an historical name to tarnish, nor an immense fortune to lose. 
I am plain Noel Gerdy, a barrister. My reputation is all 
that I possess. It is a false one, I admit. Such as it is, how- 
ever, I must keep it, and I will keep it." 

Juliette who knew her Noel thoroughly, saw that she had 
gone far enough. She determined, therefore, to put him in 
a good humor again. "My friend," said she, tenderly, "I did 
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not wish to cause you pain. You must be indulgent, I am so 
horribly nervous this evening." 

This sudden change delighted the barrister, and almost 
sufficed to calm his anger. "You will drive me mad with your 
injustice," said he. ''While I exhaust my imagination to 
find what can be agreeable to you, you are perpetually attacking 
my gravity; yet it is not forty-eight hours since we were 
plunged in all the gaiety of the carnival. I kept the fete of 
Shrove Tuesday like a student. We went to a theatre ; I then 
put on a domino^ and accompanied you to the ball at the opera, 
and even invited two of my friends to sup with us." 

"It was very gay indeed!" answered the young >yoman, 
making a wry face. 

"So I think." 

"Do you I Then you are not hard to please. We went to 
the Vaudeville, it is true, but separately, as we always do, I 
alone above, you below. At the ball you looked as though you 
were burying the devil. At the supper-table your friends were 
as melancholy as a pair of owls. I obeyed your orders by 
affecting hardly to know you. You imbibed like a sponge with- 
out my being able to tell whether you were drunk or not." 

"That proves," interrupted Noel, "that we ought not to 
force our tastes. Let us talk of something else." He took a 
few steps in the room, then looking at his y/ztch said: "Almost 
one o'clock ; my love, I must leave you." 

"What I you are not going to remain?" 

"No, to my great regret; my mother is dangerously ill. He 
unfolded and counted out on the table the bank-notes he had 
received from old Tabaret. 

"My little one," said he, "here are not eight thousand francs, 
but ten thousand. You will not see me again for a few days." 

"Are you leaving Paris, then?" 

"No; but my entire time will be absorbed by an affair of 
immense importance to myself. If I succeed in my undertaking, 
my dear, our future happiness is assured, and you will then see 
whether I love you I" 

"Oh, my dear Noel, tell me what it is." 

"I can not now." 

"Tell me, I beseech you," pleaded the young woman, hanging 
round his neck, raising herself upon the tips of her toes to press 
her lips to his. The barrister embraced her; and his resolution 
seemed to waver. 
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''No/* said he at length; ''seriously, I can oot Of what tse 
to awaken in you hopes which ca» never he realized? Now, 
my darling, listen to me Whatei^er n»y happen, understand, 
you must under no pretext whatever again come to ray hous^ 
as you once had the imprudence to do. Do not even write to 
me. By disobeying, you may do me an IrrqMtrable injury. If 
any accident occurs, send that old rascal Clergot to me. I shall 
have a visit from him the day after to-morrow, for he holds 
some bills of mine." 

Juliette recoiled, menacing Noel with a mutinots gesture, 
"You will not tdl me znythingl^ insisted she. 

•*Not this evening, hut very soon,** replied the barrister, em- 
barrassed by the piercing glance of his mistress. 

"Always some mystery!" cried Juliette, piqued at the want 
of success attending her blandishments. 

"This win be the last, I swear to you P 

'Tioel, my good man,** said the young woman in a serious 
tone, "you are hiding something from me. I understand you, 
as yon know; for several days past there has been somethii^ 
or other the matter with you; you have comi^etely dianged." 

"I swear to you, Juliette — ** 

"No, swear nothing; I should not believe you. Only remem- 
ber, no attempt at deceiving me, I forewarn you, I am a woman 
capable of revenge.** 

The barrister was evidently ill at ease. "The affair in qoea* 
tion," stammered he, "can as well fail as succeed.*' 

"Enough,** interrupted Juliette; "your will shall be obeyed. 
I promise that. Come, sir, kiss me. I am going to bed." 

The door was hardly shut upon Noel when Chariotte waa 
installed on the divan near her mistress. Had the barrister been 
listening at the door, he might have heard Madame Ji^ette sa3P- 
ing, "No, really, I can no longer endure him. What a bore he 
is, my girl. Ah ! if I was not so afraid of him, wouldn't I leave 
hhn at once? But he is capable of killing mei*' 

The girl vainly tried to defend Noel; but her mistress did 
not listen. She murmured: "Why does he absent himself, and 
what is he plotting? An absence of eight da3rs is suspicious. 
Can he by any chance intend to be married? Ah! if I only 
knew. You weary me to deadi, my good Noel, and I am deter- 
mined to leave you to yoursdf one of these fine nuMmings; but 
I can not permit you to quit me first. Supposing he is going ta 
get married? But I will not allow it I must make inquiries." 
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Noel, however, was not listening at the door. He went along 
the Rue de Provence as quickly as possible, gained the Rue St. 
Lazare, and entered the house as he had departed, by the stable 
door. He had but just sat down in his sutdy when the servant 
knocked. "Sir," cried she, "in heaven's name, answer me!" 

He opened the door and said impatiently: "What is it now?" 

"Sir," stammered the girl in tears, "this is the third time I 
have knocked, and you have not answered. Come, I implore 
you. I am afraid madame is dying!" 

He followed her to Madame Gerdy's room. He must have 
found the poor woman terribly changed, for he could not re- 
strain a movement of terror. The invalid struggled painfully 
beneath her coverings. Her face was of a livid paleness, as 
though there was not a drop of blood left in her veins ; and her 
eyes, which glittered with a sombre light, seemed filled with a 
fine dust. Her hair, loose and disordered, falling over her 
cheeks and upon her shoulders, contributed to her wild appear- 
ance. She uttered from time to time a groan hardly audible, 
or murmured unintelligible words. At times a fiercer pang than 
the former ones forced a cry of anguish from her. She did not 
recognize Noel. 

"You see, sir," said the servant. 

"Yes. Who would have supposed her malady could advance 
so rapidly? Quick, run to Dr. Herve's; tell him to get up and 
to come at once ; tell him it is for me." And he seated himself 
in an armchair, facing the suffering woman. 

Dr. Herve was one of Noel's friends, an old school-fellow, 
and the companion of his student days. The doctor's history 
differed in nothing from that of most young men, who, without 
fortune, friends, or influence, enter upon the practise of the most 
difficult, the most hazardous of professions that exist in Paris, 
where one sees so many talented young doctors forced, to earn 
the bread, to place themselves at the disposition of infamous 
drug vendors. A man of remarkable courage and self-reliance, 
Herve, his studies over, said to himself, "No, I will not go and 
bury myself in the country ; I will remain in Paris ; I will there 
become celebrated. I shall be surgeon-in-chief of a hospital and 
a knight of the Legion of Honor." To enter upon this path 
of thorns, leading to a magnificent triumphal arch, the future 
academician ran himself twenty thousand francs in debt to fur- 
nish a small apartment. Here, armed with a patience w^ich 
nothing could fatigue, -an iron resolution that notching could 
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subdne, he struggled and waited. Only diose who have experi- 
enced it can understand what sufferings are endured by the 
poor, proud man, who waits in a blade coat, freshly shayen, with 
smiling lips, while he is starving of htuiger! The refinements 
of civilization have inaugurated punishments which put in the 
shade the cruelties of the savage. The unknown physician must 
begin by attending the poor who can not pay him. Sometimes, 
too, the patient is ungrateful. He is profuse in promises while 
in danger ; but when cured he scorns the doctor, and forgets to 
pay him his fee. 

After seven years of heroic perseverance, Herve has secured 
at last a circle of patients who pay him. During this he lived 
and paid the exorbitant interest of his debt, but he is getting on. 
Three or four pamphlets, and a prize won without much in- 
trigue, have attracted public attention to him. But he is no 
longer the brave young enthusiast, full of the faith and hope 
that attended him on his first visits. He still wishes, and more 
than ever, to acquire distinction, but he no longer expects any 
pleasure from his success. He used up that feeling in the days 
when he had not ^dierewitfa to pay for his dinner. No matter 
how great his fortune may be in the days to come, he has al- 
ready paid too dearly for it. For htm future success is only a 
kind of revenge. Less tiian thirty-five years old, he is already 
sick of the world, and believes in nothing. Under the appear- 
ance of universal benevolence he conceals universal scorn. His 
finesse, sharpened by the grindstone of adversity, has become 
mischievous. And, while he sees through all disguises worn 
by others, he hides his penetration carefully under a mask of 
cheerful good nature and jovialness. But he is kind, he loves 
his friends, and is devoted to them. 

He arrived, hardly dressed, so great had been his haste. His 
first words on entering were: '^What is the matter?" 

Noel pressed his hand in silence, and, by vtray of answer, 
pointed to the bed. In less than a minute, the doctor seized 
the lamp, examined the sick woman, and returned to his friend. 
"What has happened?" he asked sharply. "It is necessary I 
should know." 

The barrister started. "Know what?" stammered he. 

"Ever3rthing!" answered Herve. "She is suffering frwn in- 
fiammation of the brain. There is no mistaking that. It is by 
no means a common complaint, in spite of the constant work- 
ing of that organ* What can have caused it? There appears 
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to be no injury to the brain or its bony covering; the mischief, 
then, must have been caused by some violent emotion, a great 
grief, some unexpected catastrophe — " 

Noel interrupted his friend by a gesture, and drew him into 
the embrasure of the window. "Yes, my friend," said he in a 
low tone, "Madame Gerdy has experienced great mental suf- 
fering; she has been frightfully tortured by remorse. Listen, 
Herve. I will confide our secret to your honor and your friend- 
ship. Madame Gerdy is not my mother; she despoiled me, to 
enrich her son with my fortune and my name. Three weeks 
ago I discovered this unworthy fraud; she knows it, and the 
consequences terrify her. Ever since she has been dying min- 
ute by minute." 

The barrister expected some exclamations of astonishment 
and a host of questions from his friend ; but the doctor received 
the explanation without remark, as a simple statement, indis- 
pensable to his understanding the case. "Three weeks," he 
murmured; "then that explains everything. Has she appeared 
to suffer much during the time?" 

"She complained of violent headaches, dimness of sight, and 
intolerable pains in her ears; she attributed all that though to 
megrims. Do not, however, conceal anything from me, Herve; 
is her complaint very serious?" 

"So serious, my friend, so invariably fatal, that I am almost 
undertaking a hopeless task in attempting a cure.'* 

"Ah! good heaven!" 

"You asked for the truth, and I have told it you. If I had 
that courage, it was because you told me this poor woman is 
not your mother. Nothing sfiort of a miracle can save her ; but 
this miracle we hay hope and prepare for. And now to work !" 




nr'HE clock of the St. Lazare terminus was striking eleven 

'- as old Tabaret, after shaking hands with Noel, left his 

house, still bewildered by what he had just heard. Obliged to 

restrain himself at the time, he now fully appreciated his liberty 
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of action. It was with an unsteady gait that he tock his first 
ste{>s in the street, like the toper who, after being shut up in a 
warm room, suddenly goes out into the open air. He was beam- 
ing with pleasure, but at the same time felt rather giddy, from 
that rapid succession of unexpected revelations, which, so he 
thought, had suddenly placed him in possession of the truth. 
Notwithstanding his haste to arrive at M. Daburcm's, he did 
not take a cab. He felt the necessity of walking. He was one 
of those who require exercise to see things clearly. When he 
moved about his ideas fitted and classified themselves in his 
brain, like grains of wheat when shaken in a bushel. Without 
hastening his pace, he reached the Rue de la Chaussee d'Antin, 
crossed the Boulevard with its resplendent cafes, and turned to 
the Rue Richelieu. He walked along, unconscious of external 
objects, tripping and stumbling over the inequalities of the side- 
wadk, or slipping on the greasy pavement. If he followed the 
proper road, it was a purely mechanical impulse that guided 
him. His mind was wandering at random through the fiek! 
of probabilities, and following in the darkness the mysterious 
thread, the almost imperceptible end of which he had seized at 
La Jonchere. Like all persons laboring under strong emotion 
without knowing it, he talked aloud, little thinking into what 
indiscreet ears his exclamations and disjointed phrases might 
fall. At every step we meet in Paris people babbling to them- 
selves, and unconsciously confiding to the four winds of heaven 
their dearest secrets, like cracked vases that allow their con- 
tents to steal away. Often the passers-by mistake these eccen- 
tric monologuists for lunatics. Sometimes the curious follow 
them, and amuse themselves by receiving these strange confi- 
dences. It Mras an indiscretion of this kind which told the ruin 
of Riscara, the rich banker. Lambreth, the assassin of the Rue 
de Venise, betrayed himself in a similar manner. 

"What luck!" exclaimed old Tabaret. "What an incredible 
piece of good fortune I Gevrol may dispute it if he likes, but 
after all chance is the cleverest agent of the police. Who would 
have imagined such a history? I was not, however, very far 
from the reality. I guessed there was a child in the case. But 
who would have dreamed of a substitution ? — an old sensational 
effect, that playwrights no longer dare make use of. This is a 
striking example of the danger of following preconceived ideas 
in police investigation. We are affrighted at unlikelihood; and, 
as in this case, the greatest unlikelihood often proves to be the 
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truth. We retire before the absurd, and it is the absurd that 
we should examine. Everything is possible. I would not take 
a thousand crowns for what I have learned this evening. I shall 
kill two birds with one stone. I deliver up the criminal, and 
I give Noel a hearty lift up to recover his title and his for- 
tune. There, at least, is one who deserves what he will get. 
For once I shall not be sorry to see a lad get on who has been 
brought up in the school of adversity. But, pshaw ! he will be 
like all the rest. Prosperity will turn his brain. Already he 
begins to prate of his ancestors — Poor humanity! he almost 
made me laugh — But it is Mother Gerdy who surprises me 
most. A woman to whom I would have given absolution with- 
out waiting to hear her confess. When I think that I was on 
the point of proposing to her, ready to marry her! B-r-r-r!" 
At this thought the old fellow shivered. He saw himself mar- 
ried, and all on a sudden, discovering the antecedents of Ma- 
dame Tabaret, becoming mixed up with a scandalous prosecu- 
tion, compromised, and rendered ridiculous. "When I think," 
he continued, "that my worthy Gevrol is running after the man 
with the earrings ! Run, my boy, run ! Travel is a good thing 
for youth. Won't he be vexed? He will wish me dead. But 
I don't care. If any one wishes to do me an injury, M. Daburon 
will protect me. Ah! there is one to whom I am going to do 
a good turn. I can see him now opening his eyes like saucers 
when I say to him, 'I have the rascal !' He can boast of owing 
me something. This investigation will bring him honor, or jus- 
tice is not justice. He will, at least, be made an officer of the 
Legion of Honor. So much the better ! I like him. If he is 
asleep, I am going to give him an agreeable waking. Won't he 
just overpower me with questions ! He will want to know every- 
thing at once." Old Tabaret, who was now crossing the Pont 
des Saints-Peres, stopped suddenly. "But the details !" said be 
"By Jove ! I have none. I only know the bare facts." He re- 
sumed his walk, and continued: "They are right at the office, 
I am too enthusiastic; I jump at conclusions, as Gevrol says. 
When I was with Noel, I should have cross-examined him, got 
hold of a quantity of useful details ; but I did not even think of 
doing so. I drank in his words. I would have had him tell the 
story in a sentence. All the same, it is but natural ; when one 
is pursuing a stag, one does not stop to shoot a blackbird. But 
I see very well now, I did not draw him out enough. On the 
other hand, by questioning him more, I mi|^ have awakened 

13— Vol. 2 



722 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

suspicions in Noel's mind, and led him to discover that I am 
working for the Rue de Jerusalem. To be sure, I do not blush 
for my connection with the police, I am even vain of it; but 
at the same time I prefer that no one should know of it. People 
are so stupid that they detest the police, who protect them. I 
must be calm and on my best behavior, for here I am at the 
end of my journey." 

M. Daburon had just gone to bed, but had given orders to 
his servant; so that M. Tabaret had but to give his name to 
be at once conducted to the magistrate's sleeping apartment. 
At sight of his amateur detective, M. Daburon raised himself 
in his bed, saying: "There is something extraordinary! What 
have you discovered? have you got a clue?" 

"Better than that," answered the old fellow, smiling with 
pleasure. 

"Speak quickly !" 

"I know the culprit !" 

Old Tabaret ought to have been satisfied; he certainly pro- 
duced an effect. The magistrate bounded in his bed. "Al- 
ready!" said he. "Is it possible?" 

"I have the honor to repeat to you, sir," resumed the old fel- 
low, "that I know the author of the crime of La Jonchere." 

"And I," said M. Daburon, "I proclaim you the greatest of 
all detectives, past or future. I shall certainly never hereafter 
undertake an investigation without your assistance." 

"You are too kind, sir. I have had little or nothing to do 
in the matter. The discovery is due to chance alone." 

"You are modest, M. Tabaret. Chance assists only the clever, 
and it is that which annoys the stupid. But I beg you will be 
«eated and proceed." 

Then with the lucidness and precision of which few would 
have believed him capable, the old fellow repeated to the mag- 
istrate all that he had learned from Noel. He quoted from 
memory the extracts from the letters, almost without changing 
a word. "These letters," added he, "I have seen; and I have 
even taken one, in order to verify the writing. Here it is." 

"Yes," murmured the magistrate. "Yes, M. Tabaret, you 
have discovered the criminal. The evidence is palpable, even 
to the blind. Heaven has willed this. Crime engenders crime. 
The great sin of the father has made the son an assassin." 

"I have not given you the names, sir," resumed old Tabaret. 
"I wished first to hear your opinion." 
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''Oh! you can name them/' interrufited M. Dabonm witli a 
certain deg;ree of animation ; ''no matter bow high he may have 
to strike, a French magistrate has never hesitated." 

"I know it, sir, but we are going very high this time; the 
father who has sacrificed his legitimate son for the sake of his 
bastard is Comte Rheteau de Commarin, and the assassin of 
Widow Lerouge is the bastard, Vicomte Albert de Commann V* 

M. Tabaret, like an accomplished artist, had tittered these 
words slowly, and with a deliberate emphasis, confidently ex* 
pecting to produce a great impression* His expectation was 
more than realized. M. Daburon was struck with stupor. He 
remained motionless, his eyes dilated with astonishment Me- 
chanically he repeated like a word without meaning which he 
was trying to impress upon his memory: "Albert de Commann I 
Albert de Commann I" 

"Yes," insisted old Tabaret, "the noble vicomte. It is ii^- 
credible, I know." But he perceived the alteration in the mag- 
istrate's face, and, a little frightened, he approached the bed. 
^Are you unwell, sir?" he asked. 

"No," answered M. Daburon, without exactly knowing what 
he said. "I am very well ; but the surprise, the emotion — " 

"I understand that," said the old fellow. 

"Yes, it is not surprising, is it ? I should like to be alone a few 
minutes. Do not leave the house though; we must converse at 
some length on this business. Kindly pass into my study, there 
ought still to be a fire burning there. I will join you directly." 

Then M. Daburon slowly got out of bed, put on a dressing- 
gown, and seated himself, or rather fell, into an armchair. His 
face, to which in the exercise of his austere functions he had 
managed to give the immobility of marble, reflected the most 
cruel agitation ; while his eyes betrayed the inward agony of his 
soul. The name of Commarin, so unexpectedly pronounced, 
awakened in him the most sorrowful recollections, and tow 
open a wound but badly healed. This name recalled to him an 
event which had rudely extinguished his youth and spoiled his 
life. Involuntarily he carried his thoughts back to this epodi, 
so as to taste again all its bitterness. An hour ago it had seemed 
to him far removed and already hidden in the mists of the past ; 
one word had sufficed to recall it clearly and distinctly. It seemed 
to him now that this event, in which the name of Albert de 
Commarin was mixed up, dated from yesterday. In reality nearly 
two years had elapsed since. 
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Pierre-Marie Daburon belonged to one of the oldest families 
of Poitou. Three or four of his ancestors fiad filled succes- 
sively the most important positions in the province. Why, then, 
had they not bequeathed a title and a coat of arms to their de- 
scendants? The magistrate's father possesses, round about the 
ugly modern chateau which he inhabits, more than eight hun- 
dred thousand francs' worth of the most valuable land. By his 
mother, a Cottevise-Luxe, he is related to the highest nobility 
of Poitou, one of the most exclusive that exists in France, as 
every one knows. When he received his nomination in Paris, 
his relationship caused him to be received at once by five or six 
aristocratic families, and it was not long before he extended his 
circle of acquaintance. He possessed, however, none of the 
qualifications which insure social success. He was cold and 
grave even to sadness, reserved and timid even to excess. His 
mind wanted brilliancy and lightness; he lacked the facility of 
repartee and the amiable art of conversing without a subject; 
he could neither tell a lie nor pay an insipid compliment. Like 
most men who feel deeply, he was unable to interpret his im- 
pressions immediately. He required to reflect and consider 
within himself. However, he was sought after for more solid 
qualities than these: for the nobleness of his sentiments, his 
pleasant disposition, and the certainty of his connections. Those 
who knew him intimately quickly learned to esteem his sound 
judgment, his keen sense of honor, and to discover under his 
cold exterior a warm heart, an excessive sensibility, and a deli- 
cacy almost feminine. In a word, although he might be eclipsed 
in a room full of strangers or simpletons, he charmed all hearts 
in a smaller circle where he felt warmed by an atmosphere of 
S3rmpathy. He accustomed himself to go about a great deal. 
He reasoned, wisely perhaps, that a magistrate can make bet- 
ter use of his time than by remaining shut up in his study in 
company with books of law. He thought that a man called upon 
to judge others ought to know them, and for that purpose study 
them. An attentive and discreet observer, he examined the play 
of human interests and passions, exercised himself in disentan- 
gling and maneuvring at need the strings of the puppets he saw 
moving around him. Piece by piece, so to say, he labored to 
comprehend the working of the complicated machine called so- 
ciety, of which he was charged to overlook the movements, 
regulate the springs, and keep the wheels in order. 

And on a sudden, in the early part of the winter of i860 and 
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iSSt, M. IXAurDn ^sarppeared. His Iriends soogfaft for Inm^ 
btrt he was nowlrere to be met witk What codd he be doing? 
Inquiry i estil^ted in the discovery that he passed neafly all his 
evenings at the house of the Marquise d^Arhinge. The su«- 
prfse was as great as it was natural. This dear matquise 
was, or rather is — for she is still in the land of the living — m 
personage whom one would cotisider rather out of date. Ske 
is surely the most singular legacy bequeathed us by the eighr 
teenth century. How and by what marvelotts process she had 
been preserved such as we see her, it is hnpossible to say. 
Listening to her, you wouM' swear that she was yesterday at 
one of those parties given by the queen where cards and high 
stakes were the rule, much to the annoyance of Louis XVX 
and where the great ladies cheated openly in emulation of each 
other. Manners, language, habits, almost costume, she has pre- 
served everything belonging to that period about which audiota 
have written only to display the defects. Her appearance alone 
wrH tell more than an exhaustive article, and an hour's con- 
versation with her, more than a volume. She was bom in a 
Kttle principality, where her parents had taken refuge whilr 
awaiting the chastisements and repentance of an erring and 
rebellious people. She had been brought up among the old 
nobles of the emigration, in some very ancient and very gilded 
apartment, just as though she had been in a cabinet of curir 
osities. Her mind had awakened amid the hum of antediluviaan 
conversations, her imagination had first been aroused by argo- 
ments a little less profitable than those of an assembly of deai 
persons convoked to decide upon the merits of the wt)rk ai 
some distinguished musician. Here she imbibed a fund of ideas, 
which, applied to the forms of society of to-day, are as gro- 
tesque as would be those of a child shut up until twenty yeais 
of age in an Assyrian museum. The First Empire, the Restora- 
tion, the monarchy of July, the Second Republic, the Second 
Empire, have passed beneath her windows, but she has not takea 
the trouble to open them. All that has haj^ened since '89 she 
considers as never having been. For her it is a nightmare from 
which she is still awaiting a release. She has looked at every- 
thing, but then she looks through her own pretty glasses which 
show her everything as she would wish- it, and which are to be 
obtained of dealers in illusions. 

Though over sixty-eight years oM, she is as straight as a 
poplar, and* has never been iH. She is vi^acioos and active t© 
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excess, and can only keep still when asleep or when playing 
her favorite game of piquet. She has her four meals a day, 
eats like a vintager, and takes her wine neat. She professes 
an undisguised contempt for the silly women of our century 
who live for a week on a partridge, and inundate with water 
grand sentiments which they entangle in long phrases. She 
has always been, and still is, very positive, and her word is 
prompt and easily understood. She never shrinks from using 
the most appropriate word to express her meaning. So much 
the worse if some delicate ears object! She heartily detests 
hypocrisy. She believes in God, but she believes also in M. de 
Voltaire, so that her devotion is, to say the least, problematical. 
However, she is on good terms with the curate of her parish, 
and is very particular about the arrangement of her dinner on 
the days she honors him with an invitation to her table. She 
seems to consider him a subaltern, very useful to her salvation, 
and capable of opening the gate of paradise for her. Such as 
she is, she is shunned like the plague. Everybody dreads her 
loud voice, her terrible indiscretion, and the frankness of speech 
which she affects, in order to have the right of saying the most 
unpleasant things which pass through her head. Of all her 
family, there only remains her granddaughter, whose father 
died very young. Of a fortune originally large, and partly re- 
stored by the indemnity allowed by the government, but since 
administered in the most careless manner, she has only been 
able to preserve an income of twenty thousand francs, which 
diminishes day by day. She is also proprietor of the pretty 
littie house which she inhabits, situated near the Invalides, 
between a rather narrow courtyard and a very extensive gar- 
den. So circumstanced, she considers herself tKe most unfor- 
tunate of God's creatures, and passes the greater part of her 
life complaining of her poverty. From time to time, especially 
after some exceptionally bad speculation, she confesses that what 
she fears most is to die in a pauper's bed. ' 

A friend of M. Daburon's presented him one evening to the 
Marquise d^Arlange, having dragged him to her house in a 
mirthful mood, saying: "Come with me, and I will show you 
a phenomenon, a ghost of the past in flesh and bone." The 
marquise rather puzzled the magistrate the first time he was 
admitted to her presence. On his second visit she amused him 
very much ; for which reason he came again. But after a while 
she no longer amused him, though he still continued a faithful 
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and constant visitor to the rose-colored boudoir wherein she 
passed the greater part of her life. Madame d'Arlange con- 
ceived a violent friendship for him, and became eloquent in his 
praises. "A most charming young man/' she declared; "deli- 
cate and sensible! What a pity he is not 'born'! One can 
receive him, though, all the same; his forefathers were very 
decent people, and his mother was a Cottevise, who, however, 
went wrong. I wish him well, and will do all I can to push 
him forward." The strongest proof of friendship he received 
from her was that she condescended to pronounce his name like 
the rest of the world. She had preserved that ridiculous affec- 
tation of forgetfulness of the names of people who were not of 
noble birth, and who in her opinion had no right to names. She 
was so confirmed in this habit that, if by accident she pro- 
nounced such a name correctly, she immediately repeated it with 
some ludicrous alteration. During his first visit, M. Daburon 
was extremely amused at hearing his name altered every time 
she addressed him. Successively she made it Taburon, Dabiron, 
Maliron, Laliron, Laridon ; but in three months' time she called 
him Daburon as distinctly as if he had been a duke of some- 
thing and a lord of somewhere. 

Occasionally she exerted herself to prove to the worthy mag- 
istrate that he was a nobleman, or at least ought to be. She 
would have been happy if she could have persuaded him to adopt 
some title, and have a helmet engraved upon his visiting cards. 
"How is it possible," said she, "that your ancestors, eminent, 
^wealthy, and influential, never thought of being raised from the 
common herd and securing a title for their descendants? To- 
day you would possess a presentable pedigree." 

"My ancestors were wise," responded M. Daburon. "They 
preferred being foremost among their fellow citizens to becom- 
ing last among the nobles." Upon which the marquise explained, 
and proved to demonstration, that between the most influential 
and wealthy citizen and the smallest scion of nobility there was 
an abyss that all the money in the world could not fill up. 

They who were so surprised at the frequency of the magis- 
trate's visits to this celebrated "relic of the past" did not know 
that lad3r's granddaughter, or, at least, did not recollect her; 
she went out so seldom ! The old marquise did not care, so she 
said, to be bothered with a young spy who would be in her way 
when she related some of her choice anecdotes. Claire d'Arlange 
was just seventeen years old. She was extremely graceful and 
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gentLe in manner, and lovely in her natural innocence. She 
bad a profusion of fine light-hrown hair^ whkh fell in rin^ets 
over her wellrshaped neck and shoulders. Her figure was still 
rather slender, but her features recalled Guido's most celestial 
faces. Her blue eyes, shaded by long lashes of a hue darker 
than her hair, had above all an adorable expression. A certain 
air of antiquity, the result of her association with her grand- 
mother, added yet another charm to the young girl's manner. 
She had more sense, however, than her relative; and, as her 
education had not been n^lected, she had imbibed pretty cor- 
rect ideas of the world in which ^le lived. This education, 
these practical ideas, Claire owed to her governess, upon whose 
shoulders the marquise had thrown the entire responsibility of 
cultivating her mind. This governess. Mademoiselle Schmidt, 
chosen at hazard, happened by the most fortunate chance to 
be both well informed and possessed of principle. She was, 
what is often met with on the other side of the Rhine^ a woman 
at once romantic and practical, of the tenderest senability and 
die severest virtue. This good woman, while she carried her 
piq»il into the land of sentimental fantasy and poetical imag- 
inings, gave her at the same time the most practical instruction 
in matters relating to actual life. She revealed to Claire all 
the peculiarities of thought and manner that rendered her grand- 
mother so ridiculous, and taught her to avoid them, but without 
ceasing to respect them. 

Every evening, on arriving at Madame d'Arlange's, M. Da- 
buron was sure to find Claire seated beside her grandmother, 
and it was for that that he called. While listening with an 
inattentive ear to the old lady's rigmaroles and her interminable 
anecdotes of the emigration, he gazed upon Claire, as a fanatic 
upon his idol. Often in his ecstasy he forgot where he was lor 
the moment and became absolutely oblivious of the old lady's 
presence, ahhough her shrill voice was piercing the tympanum 
of his ear like a needle. Then he would answer her at cross- 
purposes, committing the most singular blunders, which he la- 
bofred afterward to explain. But he need not have taken the 
trouble. Madame d'Arlange did not perceive her courtier's ab- 
sence of mind ; her questions were of such a length that she did 
not care about the answers. Having a listener, she was satis- 
fied, provided that from time to time he gave signs el life. 
When obliged to sit down to play piquet, he cursed below his 
kreatik the game and its detest^e inveBtor. He paid no atten^ 
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tion to his cards. He made mistakes every moment, discarding 
what he should keep in and forgetting to cut. The old lady was 
annoyed by these continual distractions, but she did not scruple 
to profit by them. She looked at the' discard, changed the cards 
which did not suit her, while she audaciously scored points she 
never made, and pocketed the money thus won without shame 
or remorse. M. Daburon's timidity was extreme, and Claire 
was unsociable to excess ; they therefore seldom spoke to each 
other. During the entire winter the magistrate did not directly 
address the young girl ten times; and on these rare occasions 
he had learned mechanically by heart the phrase he proposed to 
repeat to her, well knowing that, without this precaution, he 
.would most likely be unable to finish what he had to say. But 
at least he saw her, he breathed the same air with her, he heard 
her voice, whose pure and harmonious vibrations thrilled his 
very soul. By constantly watching her eyes he learned to un- 
derstand all their expressions. He believed he could read in 
them all her thought, and through them look into her soul as 
through an open window. "She is pleased to-day," he would 
say to himself; and then he would be happy. At other times, 
he thought, "She has met with some annoyance to-day"; and 
immediately he became sad. The idea of asking for her hand 
many times presented itself to his imagination; but he never 
dared to entertain it. Knowing, as he did, the marquise's 
prejudices, her devotion to titles, her dread of any approach 
to a mesalliance, he was convinced she would shut, his mouth 
at the first word by a very decided "no," which she would 
maintain. To attempt the thing would be to risk, without a 
chance of success, his present happiness, which he thought im- 
mense, for love lives upon its own misery. "Once repulsed," 
thought he, "the house is shut against me ; and then farewell to 
happiness, for life will end for me." Upon the other hand, the 
very rational thought occurred to him that another might see 
Mademoiselle d'Arlange, love her, and, in consequence, ask for 
and obtain her. In either case, hazarding a proposal, or hesi- 
tating still, he must certainly lose her in the end. By the com- 
mencement of spring, his mind was made up. 

One fine afternoon, in the month of April, he bent his steps 
toward the residence of Madame d'Arlange, having truly need 
of more bravery than a soldier about to face a battery. He, 
like the soldier, whispered to himself, "Victory or death !" The 
marquise, who had gone out shortly after breakfast, had just 
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returned in a terrible rage, and was uttering screams like an 
eagle. 

This was what had taken place. She had had some work 
done by a neighboring painter some eight or ten months before, 
and the workman had presented himself a hundred times to 
receive payment, without avail. Tired of this proceeding, he 
had summoned the high and mighty Marquise d'Arlange before 
the Justice of the Peace. This summons had exasperated the 
marquise; but she kept the matter to herself, having decided, 
in her wisdom, to call upon the judge and request him to repri- 
mand the insolent painter who had dared to plague her fen- a 
paltry sum of money. The result of this fine project may be ! 

guessed. The judge had been compelled to eject her forcibly j 

from his office; hence her fury. 

M. Daburon found her in the rose-colored boudoir half u»- 
dressed, her hair in disorder, red as a peony, and surrounded by I 

the debris of the glass and china which had fallen under her I 

hands in the first moments of her passicm. Unfortunately, too, 
Claire and her governess were gone out. A mai3 was occupied 
in inundating the old lady with all sorts of waters, in the hope 
of calming her nerves. She received Daburon as a messenger 
direct from Providence. In a little more tiian half an hour she 
told her story, interlarded with numerous interjections and 
imprecations. "Do you comprehend this judge?" cried she. 
"He must be some frantic Jacobin — ^some son of the furiesy 
who washed their hands in the blood of their king. Ah! my 
friend, I read stupor and indignation in your glance. He lis- 
tened to the complaint of that impudent scoundrel whom I en- 
abled to live by employing him ! And when I addressed some 
severe remonstrances to this judge, as it was my duty to dot,, 
he had me turned out! Do 3rou hear? turned outl" At thcs 
painful recollection she made a menacing gesture with her 
arm. In her sudden movement she struck a handsome scent 
bottle that her maid held in her hand. The force of the blow 
sent it to the other end of the room, where it broke into pieces^ 
"Stupid, awkward fool I" cried the marquise, venting her anger 
upon the frightened girl M. Daburon, bewildered at first, nom 
endeavored to calm her exasperation. She did not aUow him 
to pronounce three words. "Happily you are hfcre," she con- 
tinued; "you are always Willing to serve me, I know. I count 
upon you! you will exercise your influence, your powerfai 
friends, your credit, to have this pitifid painter and tim 
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creant of a judge flung into some deep ditch, to teach them the 
respect due to a woman of my rank." 

The magistrate did not permit himself even to smile at this 
imperative demand. He had heard many speeches as absurd 
issue from her lips without ever making fun of them. Was 
she not Claire's grandmother? For that alone he loved and 
venerated her. He blessed her for her granddaughter, as an 
admirer of nature blesses heaven for the wild-flower that de- 
lights him with its perfume. The fury of the old lady was 
terrible ; nor was it of short duration. At the end of an hour, 
however, she was, or appeared to be, pacified. They replaced 
her head-dress, repaired the disorder of her toilet, and picked 
up the fragments of broken glass and china. Vanquished by 
her own violence, the reaction was immediate and complete. 
She fell back helpless and exhausted into an armchair. This 
magnificent result was due to the magistrate. To accomplish 
it, he had had to use all his ability, to exercise the most angelic 
patience, the greatest tact. His triumph was the more meritori- 
ous because he came completely unprepared for this adventure, 
which interfered with his intended proposal. The first time 
that he had felt sufficient courage to speak, fortune seemed to 
declare against him, for this untoward event had quite upset his 
plans. Arming himself, however, with his professional elo- 
quence, he talked the old lady into calmness. He was not so 
foolish as to contradict her. On the contrary, he caressed her 
hobby. He was humorous and pathetic by turns. He attacked 
the authors of the Revolution, cursed its errors, deplored its 
crimes, and almost wept over its disastrous results. Com- 
mencing with the infamous Marat, he eventually reached the 
rascal of a judge who had offended her. He abused his scan- 
dalous conduct in good set terms, and was exceedingly severe 
upon the dishonest scamp of a painter. However, he thought 
it best to let them off the punishment they so richly deserved; 
and ended by suggesting that it would perhaps be prudent, wise, 
noble even to pay. 

The unfortunate word "pay" brought Madame d'Arlange to 
Her feet in the fiercest attitude. "Pay !" she screamed. "In 
order that these scoundrels may persist in their obduracy I En- 
courage them by a culpable weakness! Never! Besides, to 
pay one must have money, and I have none !" 

"Why!" said M. Daburon, "it amoimts to but eighty-seven 
francs !" 
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"And is that nothing?" asked the marqmsc; '"yon talk ytxj 
foolishly, my dear sir. It is easy to sec that you have money; 
your ancestors were people of no rank, and the Revolution passed 
a hundred feet above their heads. Who can tell whether they 
may not have been the gainers by it? It took all from the 
D'Arlanges. What will they do to me if I do not pay?" 

"Well, madame, they can do many things; almost ruin you 
in costs. They may seize your furniture." 

"Alas V* cried the old lady, "the Revolution is not ended yet. 
We shall all be swallowed up by it, my poor Daburon ! Ah ! 
you are happy, you who belong to the people ! I see plainly that 
I must pay this man without delay, and it is frightfully sad for 
me, for I have nothing, and am forced to make such sacrifices 
for the sake of my grandchild I" 

This statement surprised the magistrate so strongly that in- 
voluntarily he repeated half-aloud: "Sacrifices?" 

"Certainly!" resumed Madame d'Arlange. Without her, 
would I have to live as I am doing, refusing myself every- 
thing to make both ends meet? Not a bit of it! I would 
invest my fortune in a life annuity. But I know, thank heaven, 
the duties of a mother; and I economize all I can for my little 
Qaire." This devotion appeared so admirable to M. Daburon 
that he could not utter a word. "Ah! I am terribly anxious 
about this dear child," continued the marquise. "I confess, M. 
Daburon, it makes me giddy when I wonder how I am to 
marry her." 

The magistrate reddened with pleasure. At last his oppor- 
tunity had arrived; he must take advantage of it at once. "It 
seems to me," stammered he, "that to find Mademoiselle Qaire 
a husband ought not to be difficult." 

"Unfortunately, it is. She is pretty enough, I admit, although 
rather thin, but, nowadays, beauty goes for nothing. Men are 
so mercenary they think only of money. I do not know of one 
who has the manhood to take a D'Arlange with her bright 
eyes for a dowry." 

"I believe that you exaggerate," remarked M. Daburon, 
timidly. 

"By no means. Trust to my experience, which is far greater 
than yours. Besides, when I find a son-in-law, he will cause 
me a thousand troubles. Of this I am assured by my lawyer. 
I shall be compelled, it seems, to render an account of Claire's 
patrimony. As if ever I kept accounts ! It is shameful ! Ah ! 
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if Qaire had any sense of filial dtity, she wouM qtric^ take the 
veil in some convent. I would use every effort to pay the nec- 
essary dower; but she has no affection for me." 

M. Daburon felt that now was the time to speak. He collected 
his courage, as a good horseman pulls his horse together when 
going to leap a hedge, and in a voice which he tried to render 
firm, lie said: '*Well! madame, I believe I know a man who 
would suit Mademoiselle Claire — ^an honest man, who loves her, 
and who will do everything in the world to make her happy .^ 

"That," said Madame d'Arlange, "is always understood." 

"The man of whom I speak," continued the magistrate, **is 
still young, and is rich. He will be only too happy to receive 
Mademoiselle Claire without a dowry. Not only will he de- 
cline an examination of your accounts of guardianship, but be 
will beg you to invest your fortune as you think fit." 

"Really ! Daburon, my friend, you are by no means a fool f* 
exclaimed the old lady. 

"If you prefer not to invest your fortune in a life annuity, 
your son-in-law will allow you suflBcient to make up what you 
now find wanting." 

"Ah ! really I am stifling," interrupted the marquise. "What ! 
you know such a man, and have never yet mentioned him to 
me ! You ought to have introduced him long ago." 

"I did not dare, madame, I was afraid — '* 

"Quick ! tell me who is this admirable son-in-law, this white 
blackbird? Where does he nestle?" 

The magistrate felt a strange fluttering of the heart; he was 
going to stake his happiness on a word. At length he stam- 
mered : "It is I, madame !" 

His voice, his look, his gesture was beseeching. He was sur- 
prised at his own audacity, frightened at having vanquished his 
timidity, and was on the point of falling at the old lady's feet. 
She, however, laughed until the tears came into her eyes, then 
shrugging her shoulders, she said : "Really, dear Daburon is too 
ridiculous, he will make me die of laughing! He is so amus- 
ing!" After which she burst out laughing again. But sud- 
denly she stopped, in the very height of her merriment, and 
assumed her most dignified air. "Are you perfectly serious in 
all you have told me, M. Daburon?" she asked. 

*I have stated the truth," murmured the magistrate. 

**You are then very rich?" 

"I inherited, madame, from mj mother, about twenty thou- 



784 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

sands francs a year. One of my uncles, who died last year, 
bequeathed me over a hundred thousand crowns. My father is 
worth about a million. Were I to ask him for the half to- 
morrow, he would give it to me; he would give me all his 
fortune, if it were necessary to my happiness, and be but too 
well contented should I leave him the administration of -it'' 

Madame d'Arlange signed to him to be silent; and for five 
good minutes at least she remained plunged in reflection, her 
forehead resting in her hands. At length she raised her head. 
"Listen," said she. ''Had you been so bold as to make this 
proposal to Claire's father, he would have called his servants 
to show you the door. For the sake of our name I ought to 
do the same; but I can not do so. I am old and desolate; I am 
poor ; my grandchild's prospects disquiet me ; that is my excuse. 
I can not, however, consent to speak to Qaire of this horrible 
mesalliance. What I can promise you, and that is too much, is 
that I will not be against you. Take your own measures ; pay 
your addresses to Mademoiselle d'Arlange, and try to per- 
suade her. If she says 'yts' of her own free will, I shall not 
say no. 

M. Daburon, transported with happiness, could almost have 
embraced the old lady. He thought her the best, the most ex- 
cellent of women, not noticing the facility with which this 
proud spirit had been brought to yield. He was delirious, 
almost mad. 

"Wait!" said the old lady; "your cause is not yet gained. 
Your mother, it is true, was a Cottevise, and I must excuse 
her for marrying so wretchedly; but your father is simple M. 
Daburon. This name, my dear friend, is simply ridiculous. Do 
you think it will be easy to make a Daburon of a young girl 
who for nearly eighteen years has been called D'Arlange?" 

This objection did not seem to trouble the magistrate. 

"After all," continued the old lady, "your father gained a 
Cottevise, so you may win a D'Arlange. On the strength of 
marrying into noble families, the Daburons may perhaps end 
by ennobling themselves. One last piece of advice; you believe 
Claire to be just as she looks— timid, sweet, obedient. Unde- 
ceive yourself, my friend. Despite her innocent air, she is 
hardy, fierce, and obstinate as the marquis, her father, who 
was worse than an Auvergne mule. Now you are warned. Our 
conditions are agreed to, are they not? Let us say no more on 
the subject. I almost wish you to succeed/* 
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This scene was so present io the magistrate's mind that, as 
he sat at home in his armchair, though many months had 
passed since these events, he still seemed to hear the old lady's 
voice, and the word ''success'' still sounded in his ears. He 
departed in triumph from the D^Arlange abode, which he had 
entered with a heart swelling with anxiety. He walked with 
his head erect, his chest dilated, and breathing the fresh air 
with the full strength of his lungs. He was so happy! The 
sky appeared to him more blue, the sun more brilliant This 
grave magistrate felt a mad desire to stop the passers-by, to 
press them in his arms, to cry to them: "Have you heard? 
The marquise consents !" He walked, and the earth seemed to 
him to give way beneath his footsteps; it was either too small 
to carry so much happiness, or else he had become so light 
that he was going to fly away toward the stars. What castles 
in the air he built upon what Madame d'Arlange had said to 
him ! He would tender his resignation. He would build on the 
banks of the Loire, not far from Tours, an enchanting little 
villa. He already saw it, with its facade to the rising sun, 
nestling in the midst of flowers, and shaded with widespreading 
trees. He furnished this dwelling in the most luxuriant style. 
He wished to provide a marvelous casket, worthy the pearl he 
was about to possess. For he had not a doubt; not a cloud 
obscured the horizon made radiant by his hopes, no voice at the 
bottom of his heart raised itself to cry : "Beware !" 

From that day, his visits to the marquise became more fre- 
quent He might almost be said to live at her house. While 
he preserved his respectful and reserved demeanor toward 
Claire, he strove assiduously to be something in her life. True 
love is ingenuous. He learned to overcome his timidity, to speak 
to the well-beloved of his soul, to encourage her to converse 
with him, to interest her. He went in quest of all the news, 
to amuse her. He read all the new books, and brought to her 
all that were fit for her to read. Little by little he succeeded, 
thanks to the most delicate persistence, in taming this shy young 
girl. He began to perceive that her fear of him had almost 
disappeared, that she no longer received him with the cold and 
haughty air which had previously kept him at a distance. He 
felt that he was insensibly gaining her confidence. She still 
blushed when she spckt to him; but she no longer hesitated to 
address the first word. She even ventured at times to ask him 
a question. If she had heard a play well spoken of and wished 
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to know the subject, M. Daburoh would at once go to see it, 
and commit a complete account of it to writing, which he would 
send her through the post. At times she intrusted him with 
trifling commissions, the execution of which he would not have 
exchanged for the Russian embassy. Once he ventured to send 
her a magnificent bouquet. She accepted it with an air of 
uneasy surprise, but begged him not to repeat the offering. 
The tears came to his eyes ; he left her presence broken-hearted, 
and the unhappiest of men. "She does not love me," thought 
he; "she will never love me." But, three days later, as he 
looked very sad, she begged him to procure her certain flowers, 
then very much in fashion, which she wished to place on her 
flower-stand. He sent enough to fill the house from the garret 
to the cellar. "She will love me," he whispered to himself in 
his joy. These events, so trifling but yet so great, had not in- 
terrupted the games of piquet; only the young girl now appeared 
to interest herself in the play, nearly always taking the magis- 
trate's side against the marquise. She did not understand the 
game very well ; but, when the old gambler cheated too openly, 
she would notice it, and say, laughingly: "She is robbing you, 
M. Daburon — she is robbing you!" He would willingly have 
been robbed of his entire fortune to hear that sweet voice 
raised on his behalf. 

It was summer-time. Often in the evening she accepted his 
arm, and, while the marquise remained at the window, seated 
in her armchair, they walked around the lawn, treading lightly 
upon the paths spread with gravel sifted so fine that the trailing 
of her light dress effaced the traces of their footsteps. She 
chatted gaily with him, as with a beloved brother, while he was 
obliged to do violence to his feelings, to refrain from imprint- 
ing a kiss upon the little blond head, from which the light 
breeze lifted the curls and scattered them like fleecy clouds. At 
such moments, he seemed to tread an enchanted path strewn 
with flowers, at the end of which appeared happiness. When 
he attempted to speak of his hopes to the marquise, she would 
say: "You know what we agreed upon. Not a word. Already 
does the voice of conscience reproach me for lending my coun- 
tenance to such an abomination. To think that I may one day 
have a granddaughter calling herself Madame Daburon ! You 
must petition the king, my friend, to change your name." If 
instead of intoxicating himself with dreams of happiness, this 
acute observer had studied the character of his idol, the effect 
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nu^ht have been to put him upon his guard. In the mean whiles 
he noticed singnhir alterations in her humor. On certain days; 
she was gay and careless as a child. Then, for a week, she 
would remain melancholy and dejected. Seeing her in this state 
the day following a ball, to whidi her grandmother had made a 
point of taking her, he dared to ask her the reason of her 
sadness^ 

"Oh ! that/' answered she, heaving a deep sigh, "is my secret 
— a secret of which even my grandmother knows nothing.'' 

M. Daburon looked at her. He thought he saw a tear be- 
tween her long eydashes. 

"One day," continued she, "I may confide in yon: it will per- 
haps be necessary." 

^ The magistrate was blind and deaL "I also/' answered fa^ 
''have a secret, which I wish to confide to you in return." 

When he retired toward midnight, he said to himself: '^To- 
morrow I will confess eyer3rthing to her." Then passed a 
little more than fifty days, during which he kept repeating to 
himself : "To-morrow 1" 

It happened at last c»ie evening in the month of August ; the 
heat all day had been overpowering; toward dnsk a breeze had 
risen, the leaves rustled; there were signs of a storm in the 
atmosphere. They were seated together at the bottom of the 
garden^ under- the arbor, adorned with exotic plants^ and^ 
through the branches^ they perceived the fluttering gown of 
the marquise, who was taking a turn after her dinner. They 
had remained a long time without speaking, enjoying the per- 
fume of the flowers, the calm beauty of the evening. M. Dabi»- 
ron ventured to take the yoaag girl's hand. It was the first 
time, and the touch of her fine skin thrilled through every fibre 
of his frame, and drove the blood surging to his brain. "Made- 
moiselle/' stammered he, **Claire — '* 

She turned toward him her beautiful eyes, fitted with astos- 
ishment. 

"Forgive me;," continued he — "forgive me, I have spoken to 
your grandmother, before darmg to raise my eyes to you. Do 
you not understand me? A word from ytmr lips will decide n^ 
future happiness or misery. Qaire, mademotselle, do not spam 
me : I love you !" 

While the magistrate was speaking. Mademoiselle d'Arlange 
kiofted at him as though doubtfni of the evidence of her senses ; 
hot at the words,. **1 love joat" pronounced with the trendbtt^g 
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accents of the most devoted passioa, she disengaged her hand 
sharply, and uttered a stifled cry. **You," nmmrared she, "is 
this really you?" 

M. Daburon, at this the most critical moment of his Hfe, was 
powerless to utter a word. The presentiment of an immense 
misfortune oppressed his heart What were then his feelings 
when he saw Claire burst into tears? She hid her face in her 
hands, and kept repeating: "I am very unhappy, very unhappy !" 

''You unhappy?" exclaimed the magistrate at Uiig^ "And 
through me. Claire, you are cruel I In heaven's name, what 
have I done? What is the matter? Speak! Anything rather 
than this anxiety which is killing me." 

He knelt before her on the graveled walk, and again made an 
attempt to take her hand. She repulsed him with an imploring 
gesture. ''Let me weep," said she; "I suffer so much, you are 
going to hate me, I feel it. Who knows I you will, perhaps, 
despise me, and yet I swear before heaven that I never expected 
what you have just said to me, that I had not even a suspicion 
of it!" 

M. Daburon remained upon his knees, awaiting his doom. 

"Yes," continued Qaire, "you will think you have been the 
victim of a detestable coquetry. I see it now ! I comprehend 
everything! It is not possible that, without a profound love, 
a man can be all that you have been to me. Alas ! I was but a 
child. I gave myself up to the great happiness of having a 
friend ! Am I not alone in the world, and as if lost in a desert? 
Silly and imprudent, I thoughtlessly confided in you, as in the 
best, the most indulgent of fathers." 

These words revealed to the unfortunate magistrate the ex- 
tent of his error. The same as a heavy hammer, they smashed 
into a thousand fragments the fragile edifice of his hopes. He 
raised himself slowly, and, in a tone of involuntary reproach, 
he repeated: "Your father!" 

Mademoiselle d'Arlange felt how deeply she had wounded 
this man whose intense love she dare not even fathom. "Yes," 
she resumed, "I love you as a father I Seeing you, usually so 
grave and austere, become for me so good, so indulgent, I 
thanked heaven for sending me a protector to replace those 
who are dead." 

M. Daburon could not restrain a sob; his heart was breaking. 

"One word," continued Claire — "one single word would have 
enlightened me. Why did you not pronounce it? It was with 
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such happiness that I leaned on you as a child on its mother; 
and with what inward joy I said to myself: 1 am sure of one 
friend, of one heart into which runs the overflow of minef 
Ah! why was not my confidence greater? Why did I withhold 
my secret from you? I might have avoided this fearful calam- 
ity. I ought to have told you long since. I no longer belong 
to myself freely and with happiness, I have given my life to 
another." 

To hover in the clouds, and suddenly to fall rudely to the 
earth, such was M. Daburon's fate ; his sufferings are not to be 
described. "Far better to have spoken," answered he ; "yet, no. 
I owe to your silence, Qaire, six months of delicious illusions, 
six months of enchanting dreams. This shall be my share of 
life's happiness.'' 

The last beams of closing day still enabled the magistrate 
to see Mademoiselle d'Arlange. Her beautiful face had the 
whiteness and the immobility of marble. Heavy tears rolled 
silently, down her cheeks. It seemed to M. Daburon that he 
was beholding the frightful spectacle of a weeping statue. "You 
love another," said he at length, "another! And your grand- 
mother does not know it. Qaire, you can only have chosen a 
man worthy of your love. How is it the marquise does not 
receive him?*' 

"There are certain obstacles," murmured Daire, "obstacles 
which perhaps we may never be able to remove ; but a girl like 
me can love but once. She marries him she loves, or she 
belongs to heaven!" 

"Certain obstacles!" said M. Daburon in a hollow voice. 
"You love a man, he knows it, and he is stopped by obstacles?" 

"I am poor," answered Mademoiselle d'Arlange, "and his 
family is immensely rich. His father is cruel, inexorable." 

"His father," cried the magistrate, with a bitterness he did 
not dream of hiding, "his father, his family, and that withholds 
him ! You are poov, he is rich, and that stops him ! And yet 
he knows 3rou love him ! Ah ! why am I not in his place? and 
why have I not the entire universe against me? What sacrifice 
can compare with love? such as I understand it Nay, would 
it be a sacrifice ? That which appears most so, is it not really 
an immense joy? To suffer, to struggle, to wait, to hope al- 
ways, to devote one's self entirely to another; that is my idea 
of love." 

"It is thus I love," said Claire with simplicity. 
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This aiunwer crushed the magistrate. He cotiM ttnder stand 
it. He knew that lor him there was no hope; but he felt 
a tenriWe enjoyment in tortwring himself, and proving* his 
misfortmie by intense snffering. **Btrt,'' insisted he, **how have 
you know him, spc^en to him? Where? When? Madame 
d'Arlange receives no one.** 

*1 ought now to tell yon everything, sir," answered Claire 
proudly. "I have known him for a long time. It was at ibc 
house of one ol my grandmother's friends, who is a cousin 
of his— old Mademoiselle Goello, that I saw hmi for the first 
time. There we ^oke to each other; there we meet each 
other now." 

"Ahf" exclaimed M. Daburon, whose eyes were suddenly 
opened, "I remember now. A few days before 3rouT visit to 
Mademotselle Goello, you are gayer than usuaf ; and, when you 
return, you are often sad." 

**That is because I see how much he is pained by the obsta- 
cles he can not overcome." 

"Is his family, then, so illustrious," asked the magistrate 
harshly, "that it disdains alliance with yours?" 

*^I should have told you everything, without waiting to be 
questioned, sir," answered Mademoiselle d'Arlange, *'even his 
name. He is called Albert de Commarin." 

The marquise at this moment, thinking she had walked 
enough, was preparing to return to her rose-colored boudoir. 
She therefore approached the arbor, and exclaimed in her 
loud voice : "Worthy magistrate, piquet awaits you." 

Mechanically the magistrate arose, stammering, "I am 
coming." 

Claire held him back. "J have not asked you to keep my 
secret, sir/* she said. 

"Oh, mademoiselle !" said M. Daburon, wounded by this ap- 
pearance of doubt. 

"I know," resumed Gaire, "that I can count upon you; but, 
come what will, my tranquillity is gone." M. Daburon looked 
at her with an air of surprise; his eyes questioned her. **It is 
certain," continued she, **that when I, a young and inex- 
perienced girl, have failed to see, has not passed unnoticed 
by my grandmother. That she has continued to receive you 
IS a tacit encouragement of your addresses; which I consider, 
permit me to say, are very honorable to myself." 

"I have already mentioned; mademoiselle," repfied the magis- 
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trate, "that the marquise has deigned to authorize my hopes.'' 
And briefly he related his interview with Madame d'Arlange, 
having the delicacy, however, to omit absolutely the question 
of money, which had so strongly influenced the old lady. 

"I see very plainly what effect this will have on my peace," 
said Claire sadly. "When my grandmother learns that I have 
not received your homage, she will be very angry." 

"You misjudge me, mademoiselle," interrupted M. Daburon. 
"I have nothing to say to the marquise. I will retire, and all 
will be said. No doubt she will think that I have altered my 
mind!" 

"Oh ! you are good and generous, I know !" 

"I will go away," pursued M. Daburon; "and soon you will 
have forgotten even the name of the unfortunate .whose life's 
hopes have just been shattered." 

**You do not mean what you say," said the young girl 
quickly. 

"Well, no. I cherish this last illusion, that later on you 
will remember me with pleasure. Sometimes you will say, 
'He loved me,' I wish all the same to remain your friend, yes, 
your most devoted friend." 

Claire, in her turn, clasped M. Daburon's hands, and said 
with great emotion : "Yes, you are right, you must remain my 
friend. Let us forget what has happened, what you have said 
to-night, and remain to me, as in the past, the best, the most 
indulgent of brothers." 

Darkness had come, and she could not see him ; but she knew 
he was weeping, for he was slow to answer. "Is it possible," 
murmured he at length, "what you ask of me? What! is it 
you who talk to me of forgetting? Do you feel the power to 
forget? Do you not see that I love you a thousand times more 
than you love — " He stopped, unable to pronounce the name 
of Commarin; and then, with an effort he added: "And I 
shall love you always." 

They had left the arbor, and were now standing not far from 
the steps leading to the house. "And now, mademoiselle," 
resumed M. Daburon, "permit me to say adieu! You will 
see me again but seldom. I shall only return often enough 
to avoid the appearance of a rupture." His voice trembled, 
so that it was with difficulty he made it distinct 

"Whatever may happen," he added, "remember that there 
is one unfortunate being in the world who bekmgs to you 
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absolutely. If erer you have need of a friend's devotion, 
come to me« come to your friend. Now it is over ... I 
have courage. Claire, mademoiselle, for the last time, adieu !" 

She was but little less moved than he was. Instinctively 
she approached him, and for the first and last time he touched 
lightly' with his cold lips the forehead of her he loved so welL 
They mounted the steps, she leaning on his arm, and entered 
the rose-colored boudoir where the marquise was seated, im- 
patiently shu£9ing the cards, while awaiting her victim. ''Now, 
then, incorruptible magistrate," cried she. 

But M. Daburon felt sick at heart. He could not have hdd 
the cards. He stammered some absurd excuses, spoke of 
pressing affairs, of duties to be attended to, of feeling suddenly 
unwell, and went out, clinging to the walls. His departure | 

made the old card-player highly indignant She turned to a 

her granddaughter, who had gone to hide her confusion away I 

from the candles of the card table, and asked, "What is the 
matter with Daburon this evening?" 

"I do not know, madame," stammered Claire. 

"It appears to me," continued the marquise, "that the little 
magistrate permits himself to take singular liberties. He 
must be reminded of his proper place, or he will end by be- 
lieving himself our equal." 

Claire tried to explain the magistrate's conduct: "He has 
been complaining all the evening, grandmama; perhaps he 
is unwell." 

"And what if he is?" exclaimed* the old lady. "Is it not 
his duty to exercise some self-denial, in return for the honor 
of our company? I think I have already related to you the 
story of your granduncle, the Due de St. Huruge, who, having 
been chosen to join the king's card party on their return from 
the chase, played all through the evening and lost with the best 
grace in the world two hundred and twenty pistoles. All the 
assembly remarked his gaiety and his good humor. On the 
following day cmly it was learned, that, during the hunt, he 
had fallen from his horse, and had sat at his majesty's card 
table with a broken rib. Nobody made any remark, so per- 
fectly natural did this act of ordinary politeness appear in 
those days. This little Daburon, if he is unwell, would have 
given proof of his breeding by saying nothing about it, and 
remaining for my piquet But he is as well as I am. Who 
can tell what games he baa gone lo play elsewhere 1" 
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\Ji DABURON did not return home on leaving MademoiN 
^^^ selle d'Arlange. All through the night he wandered 
about at random, seeking to cool his heated brow, and to allay 
his excessive weariness. "Fool that I was!" said he to him- 
self, "thousand times fool to have hoped, to have believed, 
that she would ever love me. Madman! how could I have 
dared to dream of possessing so much grace, nobleness, and 
beauty! How charming she was this evening, when her face 
was bathed in tears ! Could anything be more angelic ? What 
a sublime expression her eyes had in speaking of him! How 
she must love him! And I? She loves me as a father, she 
told me so— as a father! And could it be otherwise? Is it 
not justice? Could she see a lover in a sombre and severe- 
looking magistrate, always as sad as his black coat? Was it 
not a crime to dream of uniting that virginial simplicity to my 
detestable knowledge of the world? For her, the future is 
yet the land of smiling chimeras; and long since experience 
has dissipated all my illusions. She is young as innocence, 
and I am as old as vice." 

The unfortunate magistrate felt thoroughly ashamed of him- 
self. He understood Claire, and excused her. He reproached 
himself for having shown her how he suffered; for having 
cast a shadow upon her life. He could not forgive himself 
for having spoken of his love. Ought he not to have foreseen 
what had happened ?— that she would refuse him, that he 
would thus deprive himself of the happiness of seeing her, of 
hearing her, and of silently adoring her? "A young and ro- 
mantic girl," pursued he, "must have a lover she can dream of 
— ^whom she can caress in imagination, as an ideal, gratifying 
herself by seeing in him every great and brilliant quality, im- 
agining him full of nobleness, of bravery, of heroism. What 
would she see, if, in my absence, she dreamed of me? Her 
imagination would present me dressed in a funeral robe, in the 
depth of a gloomy dungeon, engaged with some vile criminal. 



744 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

Is it not my trade to descend into all moral sinks, to stir up 
the foulness of crime? Am I not compelled to wash in secrecy 
and darkness the dirty linen of the most corrupt members of 
society ? Ah ! some professions are fatal. Ought not the magis- 
trate, like the priest, to condemn himself to solitude and celi- 
bacy? Both know all, they hear all, their costumes are nearly 
the same; but, while the priest carries consolation in the folds 
of his black robe, the magistrate conveys terror. One is 
mercy, the other chastisement. Such are the images a thought 
of me would awaken; while the other — the other — " 

The wretched man continued his headlong course along the 
deserted quays. He went with his head bare, his eyes haggard. 
To breathe more freely, he had torn off his cravat and thrown 
it to the winds. Sometimes, unconsciously, he crossed the 
path of a solitary wayfarer, who would pause, touched with 
pity, and turn to watch the retreating figure of the unfortunate 
wretch he thought deprived of reason. In a by-road, near 
Crenelle, some police officers stopped him, and tried to question 
him. He mechanically tendered them his card. They read it, 
and permitted him to pass, convinced that he was drunk. Anger 
— a furious anger — began to replace his first feeling of resig- 
nation. In his heart arose a hate, stronger and more violent 
than even his love for Claire. That other, that preferred one, 
that haughty vicomte, who could not overcome those paltry 
obstacles, oh, that he had him there, under his kneel At that 
moment, this noble and proud man, this severe and grave magis- 
trate, experienced an irresistible longing for vengeance. He 
began to understand the hate that arms itself with a knife, and 
lies in ambush in out-of-the-way places; which strikes in the 
dark, whether in front or from behind matters little, but which 
strikes, which kills, whose vengeance blood alone can satisfy. 
At that very . hour he was supposed to be occupied with an 
inquiry into the case of an unfortunate, accused of having 
stabbed one of her wretched companions. She was jealous of 
the woman, who had tried to take her lover from her. He 
was a soldier, coarse in manners, and always drunk. M. Dabu- 
ron felt himself seized with pity for this miserable creature, 
whom he had commenced to examine the day before.' She was 
very ugly, in fact truly repulsive; but the expression of tJie 
eyes, when speaking of her soldier, returned to the magistrate's 
memory. *^She loves htm sincerely,'' thought he. "If each <mc 
of Hie jurors had su^red what I am suffering 2|ow, she .wotdd 
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be acquitted. But how many men in this world have loved 
passionately? Perhaps not one in twenty." He resolved to 
recommend this girl to the indulgence of the tribunal, and to 
extenuate as much as possible her guilt. For he himself had 
just determined upon the commission of a crime. He was re- 
solved to kill Albert de Commarin. 

During the rest of the night he became all the more de- 
termined in this resolution, demonstrating to himself by a 
thousand mad reasons, which he foimd solid and inscrutable, 
the necessity for and the justifiableness of this vengeance. At 
seven o'clock in the morning, he found himself in an avenue of 
the Bois de Boulogne, not far from the lake. He made at 
once for the Porte Maillot, procured a cab, and was dHven 
to his house. The delirium of the night continued, but without 
suffering. He was conscious of no fatigue. Calm and cool, 
he acted under the power of a hallucination, almost like a som- 
nambulist. He reflected and reasoned, but without his reason. 
As soon as he arrived home he dressed himself with care, as 
was his custom formerly when visiting the Marquise d'Arlange, 
and went out. He first called at an armorer's and bought 
a small revolver, which he caused to be carefully loaded under 
his own eyes, and put it into his pocket. He then called on the 
different persons he supposed capable of informing him to what 
club the vicomte belonged. No one noticed the strange state 
of his mind, so natural were his manners and conversation. 
It was not until the afternoon that a young friend of his gave 
him the name of Albert de Commarin's club, and offered to 
conduct him thither, as he too was a member. M. Daburon 
accepted warmly, and accompanied his friend. While passing 
3long, he grasped with frenzy the handle of the revolver which 
he kept concealed, thinking only of the murder he was deter- 
mined to commit, and the means of insuring the accuracy of 
his aim. "This will make a terrible scandal," thought he, 
**above all if I do not succeed in blowing my own brains out 
I shall be arrested, thrown into prison, and placed upon my 
trial at the assizes. My name will be dishonored ! Bah ! what 
does that signify? Claire does not love me, so what care I 
for all the rest? My father no doubt will die of grief, but I 
must have my revenge!" 

On arriving at the club, his friend pointed out a very dark 
young man, with a haughty air, or what appeared so to him, 
who, seated at a table, was reading a review. It was the vi- 

14— Vol. 2 
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comte. M. Daburon walked up to him without drawing his 
revolver. But within two paces, his heart failed him ; he turned 
suddenly and fled, leaving his friend astonished at a scene, to 
him, utterly inexplicable. Only once again will Albert de Com- 
marin be as near death. On reaching the street, it seemed to 
M. Daburon that the ground was receding from beneath him, 
that everything was turning around him. He tried to cry out, 
but could not utter a sound ; he struck at the air with his hands, 
reeled for an instant, and then fell all of a heap on the pave- 
ment. The passers-by ran and assisted the police to raise him. 
In one of his pockets they found his address, and carried him 
home. 

When he recovered his senses, he was in his bed, at the foot 
of which he perceived his father. "What has happened?" he 
asked. With much caution they told him that for six weeks 
he had wavered between life and death. The doctors had de- 
clared his life saved; and, now that reason was restored, all 
would go well. Five minutes' conversation exhausted him. 
He shut his eyes« and tried to collect his ideas ; but they whirled 
hither and thither wildly, as autumn leaves in the wind. The 
past seemed shrouded in a dark mist; yet, in the midst of the 
darkness and confusion, all that concerned Mademoiselle d'Ar- 
lange stood out clear and luminous. All his actions from the 
moment when he embraced Claire appeared before him. He 
shuddered, and his hair was in a moment soaking with per- 
spiration. He had almost become an assassin. The proof that 
he was restored to full possession of his faculties was that a 
question of criminal law crossed his brain. "The crime com- 
mitted," said he to himself, "should I have been condemned? 
Yes. Was I responsible? No. Is crime merely the result of 
mental alienation? Was I mad? Or was I in that peculiar 
state of mind which usually precedes an illegal attempt? Who 
can say? Why have not all judges passed through an incom- 
prehensible crisis such as mine? But who would believe me, 
were I to recount my experience?" 

Some days later, he was sufficiently recovered to tell his 
father all. The old gentleman shrugged his shoulders, and as- 
sured him it was but a reminiscence of his delirium. The good 
old man was moved at the story of his son's luckless wooing, 
without seeing therein, however, an irreparable misfortune. He 
advised him to think of something else, placed at his disposal 
his entire fortune, and recommended him to marry a stout 
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Poitevine heiress, very gay and healthy, who woakl hear him 
some fine children. Then, as his estate was suffering hy his 
absence, he returned home. Two months later, the investigat- 
ing magistrate had resumed his ordinary avocations. But try 
as he would, he only went through his duties like a body with- 
out a soul. He felt that something was broken. Once he ven- 
tured to pay a visit to his old friend, the marquise. On seeing 
him, she uttered a cry of terror. She took him for a spectre, so 
much was he changed in appearance. As she dreaded dismal 
faces, she ever after shut her door to him. Qaire was ill for a 
week after seeing him. "How he loved me," thought she; "it 
has almost killed him! Can Albert love me as much?" She 
did not dare to answer herself. She felt a desire to console 
him, to speak to him, attempt something; but he came no more. 

M. Daburon was not, however, a man to give way without 
a struggle. He tried, as his father advised him, to distract his 
thoughts. He sought for pleasure, and found disgust, but not 
forgetfulness. Often he went as far as the threshold of de*- 
bauchery; but the pure figure of Claire, dressed in white gar- 
ments, always barred the doors against him. Then he took 
refuge in work, as in a sanctuary; condemned himself to the 
most incessant labor, and forbade himself to think of Claire, 
as the consumptive forbids himself to meditate upon his malady. 
His eagerness, his feverish activity, earned him the reputation 
of an ambitious man, who would go far ; but he cared for noth- 
ing in the world. At length, he found, not rest, but that painless 
benumbing which commonly follows a great catastrophe. The 
convalescence of oblivion was commencing. 

These were the events, recalled to M. Daburon's mind when 
old Tabaret pronounced the name of Commarin. He believed 
them buried tmder the ashes of time; and behold they reap- 
peared, just the same as those characters traced in sympathetic 
ink when held before a fire. In an instant they unrolled them- 
selves before his memory, with the instantaneousness of a 
dream annihilating time and space. During some minutes, he 
assisted at the representation of his own life. At once actor 
and spectator, he was there seated in his armchair, and at the 
same time he appeared on the stage. He acted, and he judged 
himself. His first thought, it must be confessed, was one of 
hate, followed by a detestable feeling of satisfaction. Chance 
had, so to say, delivered into his hands this man preferred by 
Claire, this man, now no longer a haughty nobleman, illu»- 
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trious by his fortune and his ancestors, but the illegitimate off- 
spring of a courtezan. To retain a stolen name, he had com- 
mitted a most cowardly assassination. And he, the magistrate, 
was about to experience the infinite gratification of striking his 
enemy with the sword of justice. But this was only a passing 
thought. The man's upright conscience revolted against it, and 
made its powerful voice heard. "Is an3rthing," it cried, "more 
monstrous than the association of these two ideas — ^hatred and 
justice? Can a magistrate, without despising himself more than 
he despises the vile beings he condemns, recollect that a crimi- 
nal, whose fate is in his hands, has been his enemy? Has an 
investigating magistrate the right to make use of his exceptional 
powers in dealing with a prisoner, so long as he harbors the 
least resentment against him?" M. Daburon repeated to him- 
self what he had so frequently thought during the year, when 
commencing a fresh investigation : "And I also, I almost stained 
myself with a vile murder !" And now it was his duty to cause 
to be arrested, to interrogate, and hand over to the assizes the 
man he had once resolved to kill. All the world, it is true, 
ignored this crime of thought and intention; but could he him- 
self forget it? Was not this, of all others, a case in which he 
should decline to be mixed up ? Ought he not to withdraw, and 
wash his hands of the blood that had been shed, leaving to 
another the task of avenging him in the name of society ? "No," 
said he, "it would be a cowardice unworthy of me." A project 
of mad generosity occurred to the bewildered man. "If I save 
him," murmured he, "if for Claire's sake I leave him his honor 
and his life. But how can I save him? To do so I shall be 
obliged to suppress old Tabaret's discoveries, and make an ac- 
complice of him by ensuring his silence. We shall have to fol- 
low a wrong track, join Gevrol in running after some imaginary 
murderer. Is this practicable? Besides, to spare Albert is to 
defame Noel; it is to assure impunity to the most odious of 
crimes. In short, it is still sacrificing justice to my feelings." 
The magistrate suffered greatly. How choose a path in the 
midst of so many perplexities ! Impelled by different interests, 
he wavered, undecided between the most opposite decisions, his 
mind oscillating from one extreme to the other. What could 
he do? His reason after this new and unforeseen shock vainly 
sought to regain its equilibrium. "Resign?" said he to himself. 
"Where, then, would be my courage? Ought I not rather to 
remain the representative of the law, incapable of emotion, in- 
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bexistbk to prejudice? Am I so weak that, in assuming my 
office, I am unable to divest myself of my personality? Can I 
not, for the present, make abstraction of the past? My duty is 
to pursue this investigation. Claire herself would desire me to 
act thus. Would she wed a man suspected of a crime ? Never. 
If he is innocent, he will be saved ; if guilty, let him perish !*' 
This was very sound reasoning; but, at the bottom of his heart, 
a thousand disquietudes darted their thorns. He wanted to 
reassure himself. "Do I still hate this young man?" he con- 
tinued. "No, certainly. If Claire has preferred him to me, 
it is to Claire and not to him I owe my suffering. My rage 
was no more than a passing fit of delirium. I will prove it 
by letting him find me as much a counselor as a magistrate. 
If he is not guilty, he shall make use of all the means in my 
jwwer to establish his innocence. Yes, I am worthy to be his 
judge. Heaven, who reads all my thoughts, sees that I love 
Claire enough to desire with all my heart the innocence of her 
lover." Only then did M. Daburon seem to be vaguely aware 
of the lapse of time. It was nearly three o'clock in the morn- 
ing. "Goodness!" cried he; "why, old Tabaret is waiting for 
me. I shall probably find him asleep." 

But M. Tabaret was not asleep. He had noticed the passage 
of time no more than the magistrate. Ten minutes had sufficed 
him to take an inventory of the contents of M. Daburon's study, 
which was large, and handsomely furnished in accordance with 
his position and fortune. Taking up a lamp, he first admired 
six very valuable pictures, which ornamented the walls ; he then 
examined with considerable curiosity some rare bronzes placed 
about the room, and bestowed on the bookcase the glance of 
a connoisseur. After which, taking an evening paper from the 
table, he approached the hearth, and seated himself. in a vast 
armchair. He had not read a third of the leading article, which, 
tike all leading articles of the time, was exclusively occupied 
with the Roman question, when, letting the paper drop from 
his hands, he became absorbed in meditation. The fixed idea, 
stronger than one's will, and more interesting to him than 
politics, brought him forcibly back to La Jonchere, where lay 
the body of Widow Lerouge. Like the child who again and 
again builds up and demolishes his house of cards, he arranged 
and entangled alternately his chain of inductions and argu- 
ments. In his own mind there was certainly no longer a doubt 
as regards this sad affair, and it seemed to him that M. Dabu- 



750 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

ton shared his opinions. But yet, what difficulties there still 
remained to encounter 1 There exists between the investigating 
magistrate and the accused a supreme tribunal, an admirable 
institution which is a guarantee for all, a powerful moderator, 
the jury. And the jury, thank heaven! do not content them- 
selves with a moral conviction. The strongest probabilities can 
not induce them to give an affirmative verdict. The accusation 
must then come before the jury, armed at all points, with abun- 
dant proofs. A task often tedious to the investigating magis- 
trate, and bristling with difficulties, is the arrangement and con- 
densation of this evidence, particularly when the accused is a 
cool hand, certain of having left no traces of his guilt. Even 
when presumptive evidence points clearly to the criminal, and 
common sense recognizes him, justice is at times compelled to 
acknowledge her defeat, for lack of what the jury consider 
sufficient proof of guilt. Thus, unhappily, many crimes escape 
punishment. An old advocate-general said one day that he 
knew as many as three assassins, living rich, happy, and re- 
spected, who would probably end by dying in their beds, sur- 
rounded by their families, and being followed to the grave with 
lamentations, and praised for their virtues in their epitaphs. 

At the idea that a murderer might escape the penalty of his 
crime, and steal away from the assize court, old Tabaret's 
blood fairly boiled in his veins, as at the recollection of some 
deadly insult. Such a monstrous event, in his opinion, could 
only proceed from the incapacity of those charged with the 
preliminary inquiry, the clumsiness of the police, or the stu- 
pidity of the investigating magistrate. "It is not I," he mut- 
tered, with the satisfied vanity of success, "who would ever let 
my prey escape. No crime can be committed, of which the 
author can not be found, unless, indeed, he happens to be a 
madman, whose motive it would be difficult to understand. I 
would pass my life in pursuit of a criminal, before avowing 
myself vanquished, as Gevrol has done so many times." As- 
sisted by chance, he had again succeeded, so he kept repeating 
to himself, but what proofs could he furnish to the accusation, 
to that confounded jury, so difficult to convince, so precise and 
so cowardly? What could he imagine to force so cunning a 
culprit to betray himself? What trap could he prepare? To 
what new and infallible stratagem could he have recourse? 
The amateur detective exhausted himself in subtle but imprac- 
ticable combinations, always stopped by that exacting jury, so 
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obnoxious to the agents of the Rue de Jerusalem. He was so 
deeply absorbed in his thoughts that he did not hear the door 
open, and was utterly unconscious of the magistrate's presence. 

M. Daburon's voice aroused him from his reverie. "You 
will excuse me, M. Tabaret, for having left you so long alone." 

The old fellow rose and bowed respectfully. "By my faith, 
sir," replied he, "I have not had the leisure to perceive my 
solitude." 

M. Daburon crossed the room, and seated himself, facing his 
agent before a small table encumbered with papers and docu- 
ments relating to the crime. He appeared very much fatigued. 
"I have reflected a good deal," he commenced, "about this 
affair—" 

"And I," interrupted old Tabaret, "was just asking myself 
what was likely to be the attitude assumed by the vicomte at 
the moment of his arrest. Nothing is more important, accord- 
ing to my idea, than his manner of conducting himself then. 
Will he fly into a passion? Will he attempt to intimidate the 
agents? Will he threaten to turn them out of the house? 
These are generally the tactics of titled criminals. My opinion, 
however, is that he will remain perfectly cool. He will declare 
himself the victim of a misunderstanding, and insist upon 
an immediate interview with the investigating magistrate. 
Once that is accorded him, he will explain everjrthing very 
quickly." 

The old fellow spoke of matters of speculation in such a tone 
of assurance that M. Daburon was unable to repress a smile. 
"We have not got as far as that yet," said he. 

"But we shall, in a few hours," replied M. Tabaret quickly. 
"I presume you will order young M. de Commarin's arrest at 
daybreak." 

The magistrate trembled, like the patient who sees the sur- 
geon deposit his case of instruments upon the table on entering 
the room. The moment for action had come. He felt what a 
distance lies between a mental decision and the physical action 
required to execute it. "You are prompt, M. Tabaret," said he ; 
"you recognize no obstacles." 

"None, having ascertained the criminal. Who else can have 
committed this assassination? Who but he had an interest in 
silencing Widow Lerouge, in suppressing her testimony, in de- 
stroying her papers? He, and only he. Poor Noel! who is 
as dull as honesty, warned him, and he acted. Should we fail 
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to establish his guilt, he will remain De Commarin more than 
ever ; and my young barrister will be Noel Gerdy to the grave." 

"Yes, but—" 

The old man fixed his eyes upon the magistrate with a look 
of astonishment. "You see, then, some diflSculties, sir?" he 
asked. 

"Most decidedly I" replied M. Daburon. "This is a matter 
demanding the utmost circumspection. In cases like the pres- 
ent, one must not strike until the blow is sure, and we have but 
presumptions. Suppose we are mistaken. Justice, unhappily, 
can not repair errors. Her hand once tm justly placed upon a 
man, leaves an imprint of dishonor that can never be effaced. 
She may perceive her error, and proclaim it aloud, but in vain ! 
Public opinion, absurd and idiotic, will not pardon the man 
guilty of being suspected." 

It was with a sinking heart that the old fellow listened to 
these remarks. He would not be withheld by such paltry con- 
siderations. 

"Our suspicions are well grounded," continued the magis- 
trate. "But, should they lead us into error, our precipitation 
would be a terrible misfortune for this young man, to say noth- 
ing of the effect it would have in abridging the authority and 
dignity of justice, of weakening the respect which constitutes 
her power. Such a mistake would call for discussion, provoke 
examination, and awaken distrust, at an epoch in our history 
when all minds are but too much disposed to defy the consti- 
tuted authorities." 

He leaned upon the table, and appeared to reflect profoundly. 
"I have no luck," thought old Tabaret. "I have to do with a 
trembler. When he should act, he makes speeches; instead of 
signing warrants, he propounds theories. He is astounded at 
my discovery, and is not equal to the situation. Instead of 
being delighted by my appearance with the news of our success, 
he would have given a twenty-franc piece, I dare say, to have 
been left undisturbed. Ah! he would very willingly have the 
little fishes in his net, but the big ones frighten him. The big 
fishes are dangerous, and he prefers to let them swim away." 

"Perhaps," said M. Daburon, aloud, "it will suffice to issue 
a search-warrant, and a summons for the appearance of the 
accused." 

"Then all is lost !" cried old Tabaret. 

*'And why, pray?" 
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"Because we are opposed by a criminal of marked ability. A 
most providential accident has placed us upon his track. If we 
give him time to breathe, he will escape." 

The only answer was an inclination of the head, which M. 
Daburon may have intended for a sign of assent. 

"It is evident," continued the old fellow, "that our adversary 
has foreseen everything, absolutely everything, even the possi- 
bility of suspicion attaching to one in his high position. Oh! 
his precautions are all taken. If you are satisfied with de- 
manding his appearance, he is saved. He will appear before 
you as tranquilly as your clerk, as unconcerned as if he came 
to arrange the preliminaries of a duel. He will present you 
with a magnificent alibi, an alibi that can not be gainsaid. 
He will show you that he passed the evening and the night of 
Tuesday with personages of the highest rank. In short, his 
little machine will be so cleverly constructed, so nicely ar- 
ranged, all its little wheels will play so well, that there will be 
nothing left for you but to open the door and usher him out 
with the most humble apologies. The only means of securing 
conviction is to surprise the miscreant by a rapidity against 
which it is impossible he can be on his guard. Fall upon him 
like a thunderclap, arrest him as he wakes, drag him hither 
while yet pale with astonishment, and interrogate him at once. 
Ah ! I wish I were an investigating magistrate." 

Old Tabaret stopped short, frightened at the idea that he had 
been wanting in respect; but M. Daburon showed no sign of 
being offended. "Proceed," said he, in a tone of encourage- 
ment, "proceed." 

"Suppose, then," continued the detective, "I am the investi- 
gating magistrate. I cause my man to be arrested, and, twenty 
minutes later, he is standing before me. I do not amuse myself 
by putting questions to him, more or less subtle. No, I go 
straight to the mark. I overwhelm him at once by the weight 
of my certainty, prove to him so clearly that I know everything, 
that he must surrender, seeing no chance of escape. I should 
say to him: 'My good man, you bring me an alibi; it is very 
well; but I am acquainted with that system of defense. It 
will not do with me. I know all about the clocks that don't 
keep proper time, and all the people who never lost sight of you. 
In the mean time, this is what you did. At twenty minutes 
past eight, you slipped away adroitly ; at thirty-five minutes past 
eight, you took the train at the St. Lazare station; at nine 
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o'clock, you alighted at the station at Rueil, and took the roaci 
to La Jonchere; at a quarter past nine, you knocked at the 
window-shutter of Widow Lerouge's cottage. You were ad- 
mitted. You asked for something to eat, and, above all, some- 
thing to drink. At twenty minutes past nine, you planted the 
well-sharpened end of a foil between her shoulders. You 
killed her I You then overturned everything in the house, and 
burned certain documents of importance; after which, you tied 
up in a napkin all the valtiables you could find, and carried 
them off, to lead the police to believe the murder was the work 
of a robber. You locked the door, and threw away the key. 
Arrived at the Seine, you threw the bundle into the water, then 
hurried off to the railway station on foot, and at eleven o'clock 
you reappeared among your friends. Your game was well 
played; but you omitted to provide against two adversaries, a 
detective, not easily deceived, named Tirauclair, and another 
still more clever, named chance. Between them, they have got 
the better of you. Moreover, you were foolish to wear such 
small boots, and to keep on your lavender kid gloves, besides 
embarrassing yourself with a silk hat and an umbrella. Now 
confess your guilt, for it is the only thing left you to do, and 
I will give you permission to smoke in your dungeon some of 
those excellent trabucos you are so fond of, and which you 
always smoke with an amber mouthpiece.' " During this speech, 
M. Tabaret had gained at least a couple of inches in height, so 
great was his enthusiasm. He looked at the magistrate, as if 
expecting a smile of approbation. "Yes," continued he, after 
taking breath, "I would say that, and nothing else ; and, unless 
this man is a hundred times stronger than I suppose him to be, 
unless he is made of bronze, of marble, or of steel, he wouW 
fall at my feet and avow his guilt." 

"But supposing he were of bronze," said M. Daburon, "and 
did not fall at your feet, what would you do next ?" 

The question evidently embarrassed the old fellow. "Pshaw !" 
stammered he; "I don't know; I would see; I would search; 
but he would confess." 

After a prolonged silence, M. Daburon took a pen, and hur- 
riedly wrote a few lines. "I surrender," said he. "M. Albert de 
Commarin shall be arrested; that is settled. The different for- 
malities to be gone through and the perquisitions will occupy 
some time, which I wish to employ in interrogating the Comte 
de Commarin, the young man's father, and your friend, M. 
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Noel Gerdy, the young barrister. The letters he possesses are 
indispensable to me." 

At the name of Gerdy, M. Tabaret's face assumed a most 
comical expression of uneasiness. "Confound it," cried he, "the 
very thing I most dreaded." 

"What?" asked M. Daburon. 

"The necessity for the examination of those letters. Noel 
will discover my interference. He will despise me : he will fly 
from me, when he knows that Tabaret and Tirauclair sleep in 
the same nightcap. Before eight days are past, my oldest 
friends will refuse to shake hands with me, as if it were not 
an honor to serve justice. I shall be obliged to change my 
residence, and assume a false name." 

He almost wept, so great was his annoyance. M. Daburon 
was touched. "Reassure yourself, my dear M. Tabaret," said 
he. "I will manage that your adopted son, your Benjamin, shall 
know nothing. I will lead him to believe I have reached him 
by means of the widow's papers." 

The old fellow seized the magistrate's hand in a transport 
of gratitude, and carried it to his lips. Oh! thanks, sir, a 
thousand thanks 1 I should like to be permitted to witness the 
arrest; and I shall be glad to assist at the perquisitions." 

"I intended to ask you to do so, M. Tabaret," answered the 
magistrate. The lamps paled in the gray dawn of the morning; 
already the rumbling of vehicles was heard; Paris was awak- 
ing. "I have no time to lose," continued M. Daburon, "if I 
would have all my measures well taken. I must at once see the 
public prosecutor, whether he is up or not. I shall go direct 
from his house to the Palais de Justice, and be there before 
eight o'clock; and I desire, M. Tabaret, that you will there 
await my orders." 

The old fellow bowed his thanks and was about to leave, 
when the magistrate's servant appeared. "Here is a note, sir," 
said he, "which a gendarme has just brought from Bougival. 
He waits an answer." 

"Very well," replied M. Daburon. "Ask the man to have 
some refreshment ; at least offer him a glass of wine." 

He opened the envelope. "Ah!" he cried, "a letter from 
Gevrol ;" and he read : " To the investigating magistrate. Sir, 
I have the honor to inform you that I am on the track of the 
man with the earrings. I heard of him at a wine-shop, which 
he entered on Sunday morning, before going to Widow Le- 
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rouge's cottage. He bought and paid for two litres of wine; 
then, suddenly striking his forehead, he cried: ''Old £ooll to 
forget that to-morrow is the boat's fete day 1" and immediately 
called for three more litres. According to the almanac tins 
boat must be called the "Saint-Marin." I have also learned that 
she was laden with grain. I write to the Prefecture at the same 
time as I write to you, that inquiries may be made at Paris 
and Rouen. He will be found at one of those places. I am in 
waiting, sir/ etc.** 

"Poor Gevrol!" cried old Tabarct, bursting with laughter. 
''He sharpens his sabre, and the battle is over. Are you not 
going to put a stop to his inquiries, sir?" 

"No; certainly not," answered M. Daburon; "to neglect the 
slightest clue often leads one into error. Who can tell what 
light we may receive from this mariner?" 




ON the same day that the crime of La Jonchere was discov- 
ered, and precisely at the hour that M. Tabaret made his 
memorable examination in the victim's chamber, the Vicomte 
Albert de Commarin entered his carriage, and proceeded to the 
Northern Railway station, to meet his father. The young man 
was very pale : his pinched features, his dull eyes, his blanched 
lips, in fact, his whole appearance, denoted either overwhelm- 
ing fatigue or unusual sorrow. All the servants had observed 
that, during the past five days, their young master had not been 
in his ordinary condition: he spoke but little, ate almost noth- 
ing, and refused to see any visitors. His valet noticed that this 
singular change dated from the visit, on Sunday morning, of a 
certain M. Noel Gerdy, who had been closeted with him for 
three hours in the library. The vicomte, gay as a lark until the 
arrival of this person, had, from the moment of his departure, 
the appearance of a man at the point of death. When setting 
forth to meet his father, the vicomte appeared to suffer so 
acutely that M. Lubin, his valet, entreated him not to go out; 
suggesting that it would be more prudent to retire to his roon^ 
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and call in the doctor. But the Comte de Commarin was ex- 
acting on the score of filial duty, and would overkx^ the worst 
of youthful indiscretions sooner than what he termed a want 
of reverence. He had announced his intended arrival by tele- 
graph, twenty-four hours in advance; therefore tiie house was 
expected to be in perfect readiness to receive him, and the 
absence of Albert at the railway station would have been re- 
sented as a flagrant omission of duty. The vicomte had been 
but five minutes in the waiting-room, when the bell announced 
the arrival of the train. Soon the doors leading on to the 
platform were opened, and the travelers crowded in. The 
throng beginning to thin a little, the comte appeared, followed 
by a servant, who carried a traveling pelisse lined with rare 
and valuable fur. 

The Comte de Commarin looked a good ten years less than 
his age. His beard and hair, yet abundant, were scarcely gray. 
He was tall and muscular, held himself upright, and carried his 
head high. His appearance was noble, his movements easy. 
His regular features presented a study to the physiognomist, all 
eaq>ressing easy, careless good nature, even to the handsome, 
smiling mouth; but in his eyes flashed the fiercest and the most 
arrogant pride. This contrast revealed the secret of his char- 
acter. Imbued quite as deeply with aristocratic prejudice as 
the Marquise d'Arlange, he had progressed with his century 
or at least appeared to have done so. As fully as the marquise, 
he held in contempt all who were not noble ; but his disdain ex- 
pressed itself in a different fashion. The marquise proclaimed 
her contempt loudly and coarsely ; the comte had kept eyes and 
ears open and had seen and heard a good deal. She was stupid, 
and without a shade of common sense. He was witty and sen- 
sible, and possessed enlarged views of life and politics. She 
dreamed of the return of the. absurd traditions of a former age; 
he hoped for things within the power of events to bring forth. 
He was sincerely persuaded that the nobles of France would 
yet recover slowly and silently, but surely, all their lost power, 
with its prestige and influence. In a word, the comte was the 
flattered portrait of his class; the marquise its caricature. It 
should be added that M. de Commarin knew how to divest him- 
self of his crushing urbanity in the company of his equals. There 
he recovered his true character, haughty, self-sufficient, and in- 
toactable, enduring contradiction pretty much as a wild horse the 
application of the spur. In his own house, he was a despot. 



768 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

Perceiving his father, Albert advanced toward him. They 
shook hands and embraced with an air as noble as ceremonious, 
and, in less than a minute, had exchanged all the news that had 
transpired during the comte's absence. Then only did M. de 
Commarin perceive the alteration in his son's face. ''You are 
unwell, vicomte," said he. 

"Oh, no, sir," answered Albert, laconically. 

The comte uttered "Ah I" accompanied by a certain move- 
ment of the head, which, with him, expressed perfect incre- 
dulity; then, turning to his servant, he gave him some orders 
briefly. "Now," resumed he, "let us go quickly to the house. I 
am in haste to feel at home; and I am hungry, having had 
nothing to-day but some detestable broth, at I know not what 
way station." 

M. de Commarin had returned to Paris in a very bad temper, 
his journey to Austria had not brought the results he had hoped 
for. To crown his dissatisfaction, he had rested, on his home- 
ward way, at the chateau of an old friend, with whom he had 
had so violent a discussion that they had parted without shaking 
hands. The comte was hardly seated in his carriage before he 
entered upon the subject of this disagreement. "I have quar- 
reled with the Due de Sairmeuse," said he to his son. 

"That seems to me to happen whenever you meet," answered 
Albert, without intending any raillery. 

"True," said the comte: "but this is serious. I passed four 
days at his country-seat, in a state of inconceivable exaspera- 
tion. He has entirely forfeited my esteem. Sairmeuse has sold 
his estate of Gondresy, one of the finest in the north of France. 
He has cut down the timber, and put up to auction the old 
chateau, a princely dwelling, which is to be converted into a 
sugar refinery; all this for the purpose, as he says, of raising 
money to increase his income !" 

"And was that the cause of your rupture?" inquired Albert, 
without much surprise. 

"Certainly it was I Do you not think it is a sufficient one ?" 

"But, sir, you know the duke has a large family, and is far 
from rich." 

"What of that? A French noble who sells his land commits 
an unworthy act. He is guilty of treason against his order !" — 

"Oh, sir," said Albert, deprecatingly. 

"I said treason !" continued the comte. "I maintain the word. 
Remember well, vicomte, power has been, and always will be, 
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on the side of wealth, especially on the side of those who hold 
the soil. The men of '93 well understood this principle, and 
acted upon it. By impoverishing the nobles, they destroyed 
their prestige more effectually than by abolishing their titles. 
A prince dismounted, and without footmen, is no more than 
any one else." 

The carriage at this moment Stopped in the courtyard of the 
De Commarin mansion, after having described that perfect half- 
circle, the glory of coachmen who preserve the old tradition. 
The comte alighted first, and, leaning upon his son's arm, 
ascended the steps of the grand entrance. In the immense 
vestibule nearly all the servants, dressed in rich liveries, stood 
in a line. The comte gave them a glance in passing, as an 
officer might his soldiers on parade, and proceeded to his apart- 
ment on the first floor, above the reception rooms. Never was 
there a better regulated household than that of the Comte de 
Commarin. He possessed in a high degree the art, more rare 
than is generally supposed, of conunanding an army of servants. 
The number of his domestics caused him neither inconvenience 
nor embarrassment. They were necessary to him. So perfect was 
the organization of this household that its functions were per- 
formed like those of a machine : without noise, variation, or effort 

M. de Commarin had hardly removed the traces of his jour- 
ney, and changed his dress, when his butler announced that the 
dinner was served. He went down at once; and father and 
son met upon the threshold of the dining-room. This was a 
large apartment, with a very high ceiling, as were all the rooms 
of the ground floor, and was most magnificently furnished. The 
comte was not only a great eater, but was vain of his enormous 
appetite. He was fond of recalling the names of great men 
noted for their capacity of stomach. Charles V devoured moun- 
tains of viands. Louis XIV swallowed at each repast as much 
as six ordinary men would eat at a meal. He pretended that 
one can almost judge of men's qualities by their digestive ca- 
pacities; he compared them -to lamps, whose power of giving 
light is in proportion to the oil they consume. During the first 
half-hour the comte and his son both remained silent. M. de 
Commarin ate conscientiously, not perceiving or not caring to 
notice that Albert ate nothing, but merely sat at the table as if 
to countenance him. The old nobleman's ill-humor and volu- 
bility returned with the dessert, apparently increased by a 
Burgundy of which he was particularly fond, and of yMch he 
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drank freely. He was partial, moreover, to an after-dinner 
argument, professing a theory that moderate discussion is a 
perfect digestive. A letter which had been delivered to him 
on his arrival, and which he had found time to glance over, 
gave him at once a subject and a point of departure. "I arrived 
home but an hour ago," said he, "and I have already received 
a homily from Broisfresnay." 

"He writes a great deal," observed Albert. 

"Too much; he consumes himself in ink. He mentions a lot 
more of his ridiculous projects and vain hopes; and he men- 
tions a dozen names of men of his own stamp who are his 
associates. On my word of honor, they seem to have lost their 
senses I They talk of lifting the world, only they want a lever 
and something to rest it on. It makes me die with laughter!" 
For ten minutes the comte continued to discharge a volley of 
abuse and sarcasm against his best friends without seeming to 
see that a great many of their foibles which he ridiculed were 
also a little his own. "If," continued he more seriously — "if 
they only possessed a little confidence in themselves, if they 
showed the least audacity 1 But no ! they count upon others to 
do for them what they ought to do for themselves. In short, 
their proceedings are a series of confessions of helplessness, of 
premature declarations of failure." 

The coffee having been served, the comte made a sign, and 
the servants left the room. 

"No," continued he ; "I see but one hope for the French aris- 
tocracy, but one plank of salvation, one good little law, estab- 
lishing the right of primogeniture." 

"You will never obtain it." 

"You think not? Would you then oppose such a measure, 
vicomte?" Albert knew by experience what dangerous ground 
his father was approaching, and remained silent. "Let us put 
it, then, that I dream of the impossible!" resumed the comte. 
"Then let the nobles do their duty. Let all the younger sons 
and the daughters of our great families forego their rights, by 
giving up their entire patrimony to the first-born for five genera- 
tions, contenting themselves each with a couple of thousand 
francs a year. By that means great fortunes can be recon- 
structed, and families, instead of being divided by a variety of 
interests, become united by one common desire." 

"Unfortunately," objected the vicomte, "the time is not favor- 
able to such devotedness." 
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'^I know it, sir/' rq)lied the comte quickly ; ''and in wj own 
house I have the proof of it. I, your father, have conjured you 
to grive up all idea of marrying the granddaughter of that old 
fool, the Marquise d'Arlange. And all to no purpose; for I have 
at last been obliged to yield to your wishes." 

"Father—" Albert commenced. "It is well," interrupted the 
comte. "You have my word; but remember my prediction: yoa 
w^l! strike a fatal blow at our house. You will be one of the 
largest proprietors in France; but have half a dozen children, 
and they will be hardly rich. If they also have as many, you 
will probably see your grandchildren in poverty!" 
"You put all at the worst, father." 

"Without doubt : it is the only means of pointing out the dan- 
ger and averting the evil. You talk of your life's happiness. 
What is that? A true noble thinks of his name above alL 
Mademoiselle d'Arlange is very pretty and very attractive, but 
she is penniless. I had found an heiress for you." 
"Whom I should never love!" 

"And what of that? She would have brought you four mil- 
lions in her apron — more than the kings of to-day give their 
daughters. Besides which she had great expectations." 

The discussion upon this subject would have been intermin* 
able had Albert taken an active share in it; but his thoughts 
were far away. He answered from time to time, so as not to 
appear absolutely dumb, and then only a few syllables. This 
absence of o^^sition w^s more irritating to the comte than the 
most obstinate contradiction. He, therefore, directed his ut- 
most efforts to excite his son to argue. However he was vainly 
prodigal of words and unsparing in unpleasant allusions, so 
that at last he fairly lost his temper, and, on receiving a laconic 
reply, he burst forth: "Upon my word, the butler's son would 
say the same as you! What blood have you in your veins? 
You are more like one of the people than a Vicomte de 
Commarin !" 

There are certain conditions of mind in which the least con- 
versation jars upon the nerves. During the last hour Albert 
had suffered an intolerable punishment. The patience with 
which he had armed himself at last escaped him. "Well, sir," 
he answered, "if I resemble one of the people, there are perhaps 
good reasons for it." The glance with which the vicomte ac- 
companied his speech was so expriessive that the comte experi- 
enced a sudden shock. All his animation forsook him, and in 
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a hesitating voice he asked: "What is that you say, vicomte?" 
Albert had no sooner uttered the sentence than he regretted 
his precipitation, but he had gone too far to stop. 

"Sir," he replied with some embarrassment, "I have to ac- 
quaint you with some important matters. My honor, yours, the 
honor of our house, are involved. I intended postponing this 
conversation till to-morrow, not desiring to trouble you on the 
evening of your return. However, as you wish me to explain, 
I will do so." 

The comte listened with ill-concealed apxiety. He seemed 
to have divined what his son was about to say, and was terri- 
fied at himself for having divined it. "Believe me, sir," con- 
tinued Albert slowly, "whatever may have been your acts, my 
voice will never be raised to reproach you. Your constant kind- 
ness to me — '* M. de Commarin held up his hand. "A truce 
to preambles; let me have the facts without phrases," said he 
sternly. 

Albert was some time without answering; he hesitated how 
to commence. "Sir," said he at length, "during your absence 
I have read all your correspondence with Madame Gerdy. 
Alir added he, emphasizing the word, already so significant. 
The comte, as though stung by a serpent, started up with such 
violence that he overturned his chair. "Not another word!" 
cried he in a terrible voice. "I forbid you to speak !" But he 
no doubt soon felt ashamed of his violence, for he quietly raised 
his chair, and resumed in a tone which he strove to render light 
and rallying: "Who will hereafter refuse to believe in presenti- 
ments? A couple of hours ago, on seeing your pale face at the 
railway station, I felt that you had learned more or less of this 
affair. I was sure of it." There was a long silence. With 
one accord, father and son avoided letting their eyes meet, lest 
they might encounter glances too eloquent to bear at so pain- 
ful a moment. "You were right, sir," continued the comte, 
"our honor is involved. It is important that we should decide 
on our future conduct without delay. Will you follow me to 
my room?" He rang the bell, and a footman appeared almost 
immediately. "Neither the vicomte nor I am at home to any 
one," said M. de Commarin, "no matter whom." 
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npHE revelation which had just taken place irritated much 
•■• more than it surprised the Comte de Commarin. For 
twenty years he had been constantly expecting to see the truth 
brought to light. He knew that there can be no secret so care- 
fully guarded that it may not by some chance escape; and his 
had been known to four people, three of whom were still liv- 
ing. He had not forgotten that he had been imprudent enough 
to trust it to paper, knowing all the while that it ought never 
to have been written. How was it that he, a prudent diplomat, 
a statesman, full of precaution, had been so foolish? How was 
it that he had allowed this fatal correspondence to remain in 
existence ! Why had he not destroyed, at no matter what cost, 
these overwhelming proofs, which sooner or later might be 
used against him? Such imprudence could only have arisen 
from an absurd passion, blind and insensible, even to madness. 
So long as he was Valerie's lover, the comte never thought of 
asking the return of his letters from his beloved accomplice. 
If the idea had occurred to him, he would have repelled it as 
an insult to the character of his angel. What reason could 
he have had to suspect her discretion? None. He would 
have been much more likely to suppose her desirous of re- 
moving every trace, even the slightest, of what had taken 
place. Was it not her son who had received the benefits of 
the deed, who had usurped another's name and fortune? When 
eight years after, believing her to be unfaithful, the comte had 
put an end to the connection which had given him so much 
happiness he thought of obtaining possession of this unhappy 
correspondence. But he knew not how to do so. A thousand 
reasons prevented him moving in the matter. The principal 
one was that he did not wish to see this woman once so dearly 
loved. He did not feel sufficiently sure either of his anger or 
of his firmness. Could he, without yielding, resist the tearful 
pleading of those eyes which had so long held complete sway 
over him ? To look again upon this mistress of his youth would. 
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he feared, result in his forgiving her; and he had been too 
cruelly wounded in his pride and in his affection to admit the 
idea of a reconciliation. On the other hand, to obtain the 
letters through a third party was entirely out of the question. 
He abstained, then, from all action, postponing it indefinitely. 
"I will go to her," said he to himself; "but not until I have 
so torn her from my heart that she will have become indifferent 
to me. I will not gratify her with the sight of my grieL" So 
months and years passed on; and finally he began to say and 
believe that it was too late. And for now more than twenty 
years he had never passed a day without cursing his inexcusable 
folly. Never had he been able to forget that above his head a 
danger more terrible than the sword of Damocles hung, sus- 
pended by a thread, which the slightest accident might break. 
And now that thread had broken. Often, when considering 
the possibility of such a catastrophe, he had asked himself how 
he should avert it? He had formed and rejected many plans: 
he had deluded himself, like all men of imagination, with in- 
numerable chimerical projects, and now he found himself quite 
unprepared. 

Albert stood respectfully, while his father sat in his great 
armorial chair, just beneath the large frame in which the 
genealogical tree of the illustrious family of Rheteau de Com- 
marin spread its luxuriant branches. The old gentleman com- 
pletely concealed the cruel apprehensions which oppressed him. 
He seemed neither irritated nor dejected ; but his eyes expressed 
a haughtiness more than usually disdainful, and a self-reliance 
full of contempt. "Now, vicomte," he began in a firm voice, 
"explain yourself. I need say nothing to you of the position 
of a father, obliged to blush before his son; you understand 
it and will feel for me. Let us spare each other and try to be 
calm. Tell me how did you obtain your knowledge of this 
correspondence ?" 

Albert had had time to recover himself and prepare for the 
present struggle, as he had impatiently waited four days for 
this interview. The difficulty he experienced in uttering the 
first words had now given place to a dignified and p^-oud de- 
meanor. He expressed himself clearly and forcibly, without 
losing himself in those details which in serious matters need- 
lessly defer the real point at issue. "Sir," he replied, "on 
Sunday morning a young man called here, stating that he had 
business with me of the utmost importance. I received him. 
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He then revealed to tne that I, alas ! am only your natural son, 
substituted, through your affection, for the legitimate child 
borne you by Madame de Commarin/* 

"And did you not have this man kicked out of doors?" ex- 
claimed the comte. 

"No, sir. I was about to answer him very sharply, of course; 
but, presenting me with a packet of letters, he begged me to 
read them before replying." 

"Ah !" cried M. de Commarin, "you should have thrown them 
into the fire, for there was a fire, I suppose? You held them 
in your hands, and they still exist? "Wby was I not there?" 

"Sir !" said Albert reproachfully. And, recalling the position 
Noel had occupied against the mantelpiece, and the manner in 
which he stood, he added: "Even if the thought had occurred 
to me, it was impracticable. Besides, at the first glance, I 
recognized your handwriting. I, therefore, took the letters 
and read them." — "And then?" — "And then, sir, I returned the 
correspondence to the young man, and asked for a delay of 
eight days ; not to think over it myself — there was no neeid of 
that^but because I judged an interview with you indispensable. 
Now, therefore, I beseech you, tell me whether this substitution 
really did take place." 

"Certainly it did," replied the comte violently; "yes, certainly. 
You know that it did, for you have read what I wrote to Ma- 
dame Gerdy, your mother." Albert had foreseen, had expected 
this reply; but it crushed him nevertheless. There are misfor- 
tunes so great that one must constantly think of them to be- 
lieve in their existence. This flinching, however, lasted but 
an instant. "Pardon me, sir," he replied; "I was almost con- 
vinced, but I had not received a formal assurance of it. All 
the letters that I read spoke distinctly of your purpose, detailed 
your plan minutely ; but not one pointed to, or in any way con- 
firmed, the execution of your project." 

The comte gazed at his son with a look of intense surprise. 
He recollected distinctly all the letters; and he could remember 
that, in writing to Valerie, he had over and over again rejoiced 
at their success, thanking her for having acted in accordance 
with his wishes. "You did not go to the end of them, then, 
vicomte," he said; "you did not read them all?" 

"Every line, sir, and with an attention that you may well 
understand. The last letter shown me simply announced to 
Madame Gerdy the arrival of Claudine Lerouge, the nurse who 
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was charged witii accompHshiiKg the snbstitutioii. I know nodi- 
ing heyond that" 

"These proofs amount to nothiiig,'' muttered the comte. "A 
man may form a plan, cherish it for a long time, and at the 
last moment abandon it; it often happens so." He reproached 
himself for haying answered so hastily. Albert had had only 
serioos suqncions, and he had changed them to certainty. What 
stupidity! 'There can be no possible doubt," he said to him- 
self; "Valerie has destroyed the most conclusive letters, those 
which appeared to her the most dangerous, those I wrote after 
the substitution. But why has she preserved these others, com- 
promising enough in themselves? and why, after having pre* 
served them, has she let them go out of her possession?" With- 
out moving, Albert awaited a word from the comte. What 
would it be? No doubt the <Ad nobleman was at that moment 
deciding what he should do. 'Terhaps she is dead !" said M. de 
Commarin aloud. And at the thought that Valerie was dead, 
without his having again seen her, he started painfully. His 
heart, after more than twenty years of voluntary separation, 
still suffered, so deeply rooted was this first love of his youth. 
He had cursed her; at this moment he pardoned her. True, 
she had deceived him; but did he not owe to her the only 
years of happiness he had ever known? Had she not formed 
all the poetry of his youth? Had he experienced, since leaving 
her, one single hour of joy or forgetf ulness ? In his present 
frame of mind, his heart retained only happy memories, like 
a vase which, once filled with precious perfumes, retains the 
odor until it is destroyed. "Poor woman !" he murmured. He 
sighed deeply. Three or four times his eyelids trembled, as if 
a tear were about to fall. Albert watched him with anxious 
curiosity. This was the first time since the vicomte had grown 
to mau's estate that he had surprised in his father's counte- 
nance other emotion than ambition or pride, triumphant or 
defeated. 

But M. de Commarin was not the man to yield long to 
sentiment. "You have not told me, vicomte," he said, "who 
sent you that messenger of misfortune." 

"He came in person, sir, not wishing, he toM me, to mix 
any others up in this sad affair. The young man was no other 
than he whose place I have occupied— your legitimate son, M. 
Noel Gerdy Wmsdf." • 

"Yes," said the comte in a lorw tone, "Noel, that 19 his name, 
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I remember." And then, with evident hesitation, he added: 
"Did he speak to you of his— of your mother?" 

"Scarcely, sir. He only told me that he came unknown to 
her; that he had accidentally discovered the secret which he 
revealed to me." 

M. de Commarin asked nothing further. There was more 
for him to learn. He remained for some time deep in thought. 
The decisive moment had come, and he saw but one way to 
escape. "Come, vicomte," he said in a tone so affectionate that 
Albert was astonished, "do not stand; sit down here by me, 
and let us discuss this matter. Let us unite our efforts to shun, 
if possible, this great misfortune. Confide in me, as a son should 
in his father. Have you thought of what is to be done? have 
you formed any determination?" 

"It seems to me, sir, that hesitation is impossible." 

"In what way?" 

"My duty, father, is very plain. Before your legitimate son, 
I ought to give way without a murmur, if not without regret. 
Let him come. I am ready to yield to him everything that I 
have so long kept from him without a suspicion of the truth — 
his father's love, his fortune, and his name." 

At this most praiseworthy reply the old nobleman . could 
scarcely preserve the calmness he had recommended to his 
son in the earlier part of the interview. His face grew pur- 
ple, and he struck the table with his fist more furiously than 
he had ever done in his life. He, usually so guarded, so 
decorous on all occasions, uttered a volley of oaths that would 
not have done discredit to an old cavalry officer. "And I tell 
you, sir, that this dream of yours shall never take place. No; 
that it shan't. I swear it. I promise you, whatever happens, 
understand, that things shall remain as they are; because it is 
my will. You are Vicomte de Commarin, and Vicomte de Com- 
marin you shall remain, in spite of yourself, if necessary. You 
shall retain the title to your death, or at\ least to mine ; for 
never, while I live, shall your absurd idea be carried out." 

"But, sir," began Albert timidly. 

"You are very daring to interrupt me while I am speaking, 
sir," exclaimed the comte. **Do I not know all your objections 
beforehand? You are going to tell me that it is a revolting 
injustice, a wicked robbery. I confess it, and grieve over it 
more than you possibly can. Do you think that I now for the 
first time repent of my youthful folly? For twenty years, sir. 
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I have lamented my true son; for twenty years I have cursed 
the wickedness of which he is Ae victim. And yet I learned 
how to keep silence, and to hide the sorrow and remorse which 
have covered my pillow with thorns. In a single instant your 
senseless yielding would render my long sufferings of no avail. 
No, I will never permit it!" The comte read a reply on his 
son's lips: he stopped him with a withering glance. "Do you 
think," he continued, **that I have never wept over the thought 
of my legitimate son passing his life struggling for a con»- 
petence? Do you think that I have never felt a burning desire 
to repair the wrong done him? There have been times, sir, 
when I would have given half of my fortune simply to embrace 
that child of a wife too tardily appreciated. The fear of cast- 
ing a shadow of suspicion upon your birth prevented me. I 
have sacrificed myself to the great name I bear. I received it 
from my ancestors without a stain. May you hand it down to 
your children equally spotless I Your first impulse was a worthy 
one, generous and noble; but you must forget it. Think of 
the scandal if our secret should be disclosed to the public gaze. 
Can you not foresee the joy of our enemies, of that herd of 
upstarts which surround us? I shudder at the thought of the 
odium and the ridicule which would cling to our name. Too 
many families already have stains upon their escutcheons; I 
will have none on mine." M. de Commarin remained silent for 
several minutes, during which Albert did not dare say a word, 
so much had he been accustomed since infancy to respect the 
least wish of the terrible old gentleman. "There is no possible 
way out of it," continued the comte. "Can I discard you to- 
morrow and present this Noel as my son, saying, 'Excuse me, 
but there has been a slight mistake; this one is the vicomte?* 
And then the tribunals will get hold of it. What does it mat- 
ter who is named Benbit, Durand, or Bernard? But when one 
is called Commarin, even but for a single day, one must retain 
that name through life. The same moral does not do for 
every one; because we have not the same duties to perform. 
In our position errors are irreparable. Take courage, then, and 
show yourself worthy of the name you bear. The storm is upon 
you ; raise 3rour head to meet it" Albert's impassibility contributed 
not a little to increase M. de Commarin's irritation. Firm in an 
unchangeable resolution, the vicomte listened like one fulfilling 
a duty: and his face reflected no emotion. The comte saw that 
he was not shaken. "What have you to reply?" he asked. 
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"It seems to me, sir, that you have no idea of all the dangers 
which I foresee. It is difficult to master the revolts of con- 
science." 

"Indeed I" interrupted the comte contemptuously; "your con- 
science revolts, does it? It has chosen its time badly. Your 
scruples come too late. So long as you saw diat your inheritance 
consisted of an illustrious title and a dozen or so of millions, 
it pleased you. To-<iay the name appears to you laden with a 
heavy fault, a crime, if you will; and your conscience revolts. 
Renounce this folly. Children, sir, are accountable to their 
fathers; and th^ should obey them. Willing or unwilling, 
you must be my accomplice; willing or unwilling, you must 
bear the burden as I have borne it. And, however much you 
may suffer, be assured your sufferings can never approach what 
I have endured for so many years." 

"Ah, sir!" cried Albert, "it is then I, the dispossessor, who 
has made this trouble? is it not, on the contrary, the dis- 
possessed! It is not I whom you have to convince, it is M. 
Neol Gerdy." 

"Noel !" repeated the comte. 

"Your legitimate son, yes, sir. You act as if the issue of 
this unhappy affair depended solely upon my will. Do you 
then, imagine that M. Gerdy will be so easily disposed of, so 
easily silenced ? And, if he should raise his voice, do you hope 
to move him by the considerations you have just mentioned?" 
"I do not fear him." 

"Then you are wrong, sir, permit me to tell you. Suppose 
for a moment that this young ^,man has a soul sufficiently noble 
to relinquish his claim upon your rank and your fortune. Is 
there not the accumulated rancor of years to urge him to 
oppose you ? He can not help feeling a fierce resentment for 
the horrible injustice x>f which he has been the victim. He 
must passionately long for vengeance, or rather reparation." 
"He has no proofs." 
"He has your letters, sir." 

"They are not decisive, you yourself have told me so." 
"That is true, sir; and yet they convinced me, who have an 
interest in not being convinced. Besides, if he needs witnesses, 
he will find them." 

"Who? Yourself, vicomte?" 

"Yourself, sir. The day when he wishes it, you will betray 
us. Suppose you were summoned before a tribunal, and that 

15— Vol. 2 
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there, under oath, you should be required to speak the trutli, 
what answer would you make ?" M. de Commarin's face dark- 
ened at this very natural supposition. He hesitated, he whose 
honor was usually so great "I would save the name of my 
ancestors," he said at last. Albert shook his head doubtfully. 
"At the price of a lie, my father," he said. "I never .will 
believe it. But let us suppose even that He will then call 
Madame Gerdy." 

"Oh, I will answer for her !" cried the comte, "her interests 
are the same as ours. If necessary, I will see her. Yes/' he 
added with an effort, "I will call on her, I will speak to her; 
and I will guarantee that she will not betray us." 

"And Claudine," continued the young man; "will she be 
silent, too?" 

"For money, yes; and I will give her whatever stie asks." 

"And you would trust, father, to a paid silence, as if one 
could ever be sure of a purchased conscience? What is sold 
to you may be sold to another. A certain sum may close 
her mouth; a larger will open it'' 

"I wiU frighten her." 

"You forget, father, that Claudine Lerouge was Noel Gerdy's 
nurse, that she takes an interest in his happiness, that she loves 
him. How do you know that he has not already secured her 
aid? She lives at Bougival. I went there, I remember, with 
you. No doubt, he sees her often; perhaps it is she who put 
him on the track of this correspondence. He spoke to me 
of her, as though he were sure of her testimony. He almost 
proposed my going to her for information." 

"Alas !" cried the comte, "why is not Claudine dead instead 
of my faithful Germain?" 

"You see, sir," concluded Albert, "Claudine Lerouge would 
alone render all your efforts useless." 

"Ah, no!" cried the comte, "I shall find some expedient." 
The obstinate old gentleman was not willing to give in to this 
argument, the very clearness of which blinded him. The pride 
of his blood paralyzed his usual practical good sense. To 
acknowledge that he was conquered humiliated him, and seemed 
to him unworthy of himself. He did not remember to have 
met during his long career an invincible resistance or an 
absolute impediment. He was like all men of imagination, 
who fall in love with their projects, and who expect them to 
succeed on all occasions, as if wishing hard was all that was 
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necessary to dmnge their dreams into realities. Albert this 
time brc^e the silence, which threatened to be prolonged. **1 
see, sir/' he said, 'that yon fear, above all things, the pub- 
licity of this sad history; the possible scandal renders yon 
desperate. But, unless we yield, the scandal will be terrible. 
There win be a trial which will be the talk of all Europe. The 
newspapers will print the facts, accompanied by heavens knows 
what comments of their own. Our name, however the trial 
results, will appear in all the papers of the world. This might 
be borne, if we were sure of succeeding; but we are bound to 
lose, my father^ we sliall lose. Then think of the exposure I 
think of the dishonor branded upon us by public opinion." « 

"I think," said the oomte, "that you can have neither respect 
nor affection for me, when you speak in that way." 

'It is my duty, sir, to point out to you the evils I see threat- 
ening, and which there is yet time to shun. M. Noel Gerdy itf 
your l^fitimate soo, recc^fnize him, adcnowledge his just pre^ 
tensions^ and receive him. We can make the change very 
quietly. It is easy to account for it, through a mistake of the 
nurse, Claudine Leronge, for instance. All parties being 
agreeable, there can be no trouble about it. What is to pre- 
vent the new Vicomte de Commarin from quitting Paris, and 
disappearing for a time? He might travel about Europe for 
four or five years; by the end of that time, all will be forgotten, 
and no one will remember me." 

M. de Commarin was not listening; he was deep in thought. 
"But instead of contesting, vicomte," he cried, "we might 
compromise. We may be able to purchase these letters. What 
docs this young fellow want? A position and a fortune? I 
will give him both. I will make him as rich as he can wish. I 
will give him a million; if need be, two, three — ^half of all 
I possess. With money, you see, much money — " 

"Spare him, sir; he is your son." 

"Unfortunately I and I wish him to the devil! I will see 
him, and he will agree to what I wish. I will prove to him 
the bad policy of the earthen pot struggling with the iron 
kettle; and, if he is not a fool, he will understand. The 
comte rubbed his hands while speaking. He was delighted 
witfi this brilliant plan of negotiation. It could not fail to 
result favorably A crowd of arguments occurred to his mind 
in support of it. He would buy back again his lost rest. 
But Albert did not seem to share his father's hopes. ^You 
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will pertu^ think it ttnldiid in me, sir/' said he, sadly, ''to 
dispel this last illusion of yours; but I must Do not delude 
yourself with the idea of an amicable arrangement; the awaken- 
ing will only be the more painfuL I have seen M. Gerdy, 
my father, and he is not one, I assure you, to be intimidated. 
If there is an energetic will in the world, it is his. He is truly 
your son; and his expression, like yours, shows an iron reso- 
lution, that may be br<^en but never bent I can still hear 
his voice trembling with resentment, while he spoke to me. 
I can still see the dark fire of his eyes. No, he will never 
accept a compromise. He will have all or nothing; and I can 
not say that he is wrong. If you resist, he will attack you 
without the slightest consideration. Strong in his rights, he 
will cling to you with stubborn animosity. He will drag 
you from court to court; he will not stop short of utter defeat 
or complete triumph." Accustomed to absolute obedience from 
his son, the old nobleman was astounded at this unexpected 
obstinacy. ''What is your object in saying all this?** he asked. 

"It is this, sir. I should utterly despise myself, if I did 
not spare your old age this greatest of calamities. Your name 
does not belong to me; I will take my own. I am your natural 
son; I will give up my place to your legitimate son. Permit 
me to withdraw with at least the honor of having freely done 
my duty. Do not force me to wait till I am driven out in dis- 
grace." 

"What!" cried the cerate, stunned, "you will abandon me? 
You refuse to help me, you turn against me, you recognize the 
rights of this man in spite of my wishes?" 

Albert bowed his head. He was much moved, but still re- 
mained firm. "My resolution is irrevocably taken," he replied. 
"I can never consent to dispoil your son." 

"Cruel, ungrateful boy !" cried M. de Commarin. His wrath 
was such, that, when he found he could do nothing by abuse, 
he passed at once to jeering. "But no," he continued, "you 
are great, you are noble, you are generous ; you are acting after 
the most approved pattern of chivalry, vicomte, I should say, 
my dear M. Gerdy; after the fashion of Plutarch's time! So 
you give up my name and my fortune, and you leave me. You 
will shake the dust from your shoes upon the threshold of my 
house, and you will go out into the world. I see only one 
difficulty in your way. How do you expect to live, my stoic 
philosopher ? Have you a trade at your fingers' ends, like Jean 
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Jacques Rottsseau's Emile? Or, worthy M. Gerdy, have yoa 
learned economy from the four thousand francs a month I 
allow you for waxing your mustache? Perhaps you have made 
money on the Bourse! Then my name must have seemed 
very burdensome to you to bear, since you so eagerly introduced 
it into such a place f Has dirt, then, so great an attraction for 
you that you must jump from your carriage so quickly? Say, 
rather, that the company of my friends embarrasses you, and 
that you are anxious to go where you will be among your own 
equals." 

"I am very wretched, sir," replied Albert to this avalanche 
of insults, "and you would crush me !" 

"You wretched? Well, whose fault is it? But let us get 
back to my question. How and on what will you live?" 

"I am not so romantic as you are pleased to say, sir. I 
must confess that, as regards the future, I have counted 
upon your kindness. You are so rich, that five hundred thou- 
sand francs would not materially affect your fortune; and, 
on the interest of that sum, I could live quietly, if not happily." 

"And suppose I refuse you this money?" 

"I know you well enough, sir, to feel sure that you will 
not do so. You are too just to wish that I alone should expiate 
wrongs that are not of my making. Left to myself, I should 
at my present age have achieved a position. It is late for me 
to try and make one now ; but I will do my best." 

"Superb!" interrupted the comte; "you are really superb! 
One never heard of such a hero of romance. What a character f 
But tell me, what do you expect from all this astonishing dis- 
interestedness ?" — "Nothing, sir." 

The comte shrugged his shoulders, looked sarcastically at his 
son, and observed :? "The compensation is very slight. And 
you expect me to believe all this! No, sir, mankind is not 
in the habit of indulging in such fine actions for its pleasure 
alone. You must have some reason for acting so grandly; 
some reason which I fail to see." — "None but what I have 
already told you." 

"Therefore it is understood you intend to relinquish every- 
thing; you will even abandon your proposed union with Ma- 
demoiselle Qaire d'Arlange? You forget that for two years 
I have in vain constantly expressed my disappointment of 
this marriage." 

"No, sir. I have seen Mademoiselle Claire; I have explained 
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my unhappy position to her. Whatever happens, she has sworn 
to be my wife." 

"And do you think that Madame d'Arlange will give her 
granddaughter to M. Gerdy?" 

"We hope so, sir. The marquise is sufficiently infected with 
aristocratic ideas to prefer a nobleman's bastard to the son of 
some honest tradesman; but should she refuse, we would await 
her death, though without desiring it." The calm manner in 
which Albert said this enraged the comte. "Can this be my 
son?" he cried. "Never! What blood have you then in your 
veins, sir? Your worthy mother alone might tell us, provided, 
however, she herself knows." 

"Sir," cried Albert menacingly, "think well before you speak ! 
She is my mother, and that is sufficient. I am her son, not her 
judge. No one shall iiisult her in my presence, I will not per- 
mit it, sir; and I will suffer it least of all from you." 

The comte made great efforts to keep his anger within bounds ; 
but Albert's behavior thoroughly enraged him. What, his son 
rebelled, he dared to brave him to his face, he threatened him ! 
The old fellow jumped from his chair, and moved toward the 
young man as if he would strike him. "Leave the room," he 
cried, in a voice choking with rage, "leave the room instantly ! 
Retire to your apartments, and take care not to leave them 
without my orders. To-morrow I will let you know my de- 
cision." Albert bowed respectfully, but without lowering his 
eyes, and walked slowly to the door. He had already opened 
it, when M. de Commarin experienced one of those revulsions 
of feeling so frequent in violent natures. "Albert," said he, 
"come here and listen to me." The young man turned back, 
much affected by this change. "Do not go," continued the 
comte, "until I have told you what I think. You are worthy 
of being the heir of a great house, sir. I may be angry with 
you ; but I can never lose my esteem for you. You are a noble 
man, Albert. Give me your hand." 

It was a happy moment for these two men, and such a one 
as they had scarcely ever experienced in their lives, restrained 
as they had been by cold etiquette. The comte felt proud of his 
son, and recognized in him himself at that age. For a long 
time their hands remained clasped, without either being able 
to utter a word. At last, M. de Commarin resumed his seat. 
"I must ask you to leave me, Albert," he said kindly. "I must 
be alone to reflect, to try and accustom myself to this terrible 
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blow/' And, as the young man closed the door, he added, as 
if giving vent to his inmost thoughts: "If he, in whom I have 
placed all my hope, deserts me, what will become of me? And 
what will the other one be like?" 

On leaving M. de Commarin, and while slowly mounting the 
stairs which led to his apartments, Albert's thoughts reverted 
to Claire. What was she doing at that moment? Thinking of 
him no doubt. She knew that the crisis would come that very 
evening, or the next day at the latest. She was probably 
praying. Albert was thoroughly exhausted ; his head felt dizzy, 
and seemed ready to burst. He rang for his servant, and 
ordered some tea. "You do wrong in not sending for the doc- 
tor, sir," said Lubin, his valet. "I ought to disobey you, and 
send for him myself." — "It would be useless," replied Albert 
sadly; "he could do nothing for me." As the valet was leaving 
the room, he added: "Say nothing about my being unwell to 
any one, Lubin; it is nothing at all. If I should feel worse, I 
will ring." 

At that moment, to see any one, tO' hear a voice, to have to 
reply, was more than he could bear. He longed to be left 
entirely to himself. After the painful emotions arising from 
his explanations with the comte, he could not sleep. He opened 
one of the library windows, and looked out. It was a beautiful 
night: and there was a lovely moon. Seen at this hour, by the 
mild, tremulous evening light, the gardens attached to the man- 
sion seemed twice their usual size. The moving tops of the 
great trees stretched away like an immense plain, hiding the 
neighboring houses ; the flower-beds, set off by the green shrubs, 
looked like great black patches, while particles of shell, tiny 
pieces of glass, and shining pebbles sparkled in the carefully 
kept walks. The horses stamped in the stable: and the rattling 
of their halter chains against the bars of the manger could be 
distinctly heard. In the coach-house the men were putting 
away for the night the carriage, always kept ready throughout 
the evening, in case the comte should wish to go out. Albert 
was reminded by these surroundings of the magnificence of his 
past life. He sighed deeply. "Must I, then, lose all this?" 
he murmured. "P can scarcely, even for myself, abandon so 
much splendor without regret; and thinking of Claire makes 
it hard indeed. Have I not dreamed of a life of exceptional 
happiness for her, a result almost impossible to realize without 
wealth?" Midnight sotmded from the neighboring church of 
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St. Clotilde, and as the night was chilly, he closed the window, 
and sat down near the fire, which he stirred. In the hope of 
obtaining a respite from his thoughts, he took up the evenin|^ 
paper, in which was an account of the assassination at La 
Jonchere; but he found it impossible to read: die hnes danced 
before his eyes. Then he thought of writing to Claire. He 
sat down at his desk, and wrote: ''My dearly loved Claire,'' bat 
he could go no further; his distracted brain cotdd not fumi^ 
him with a single sentence. At last, at break of day, he threw 
himself on to a sofa, and fell into a heavy sleep. 

At half -past nine in the morning, he was suddenly awakened 
by the noise of the door being hastily opened. A servant en- 
tered, with a scared lode on his face, and so out of breath from 
having come up the stairs four at a time that he could scarcely 
speak. "Sir," said he, "vicomte, be quick, fly and hide, save 
yourself, they are here, it is the — *' 

A commissary of police, wearing his sash, aiq>eared at ^ 
door. He was followed by a number of men, among whom M. 
Tabaret could be seen, keeping as much out of sig^ as possible. 
The commissary approached Albert "You are," he asked, "Guy 
. Louis Marie Albert de Rheteau de Commarin?" — "Yes, sir."— 
The commissary placed his hand upon him while pronouncing 
the usual formula : "M. de Commarin, in die name of the hew, 
I arrest- you." 

"Me, sir? me?" Albert, aroused suddenly from his painM 
dreams, seemed hardly to comprehend what was taking* place. 
He seemed to ask himself: "Am I really awake? Is not this 
some hideous nightmare?" He threw a stupkl, astonished look 
upon the commissary of police, his men, and M. Tabaret, who 
had not taken his eyes off him. 

"Here is the warrant," added the commissary, unfolding the 
paper. Mechanically Albert glanced over it "Claudine assassi* 
natedl" he cried. Then very low, but distinct enough to be 
heard by the commissary, by one of his officers, and by old 
Tabaret, he added: "I am lost!" 

While the commissary was making inquiries, which imme- 
diately follow all arrests, die police officers spread through the 
apartments, and proceeded to a searching examination of them. 
They had received orders to obey M. Tabaret, and the old fel- 
low guided them in dieir search, made them ransack drawers 
f*^^^^^' *°^ ™*^ ^* furniture to kx>k underneath or be- 
hind. They seized a number of articles belonging to the vicomte 
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— documents, manuscripts, and a very voluminous correspond- 
ence; but it was with especial delight that M. Tabaret put his 
hands on certain articles, which were carefully described in 
their proper order in the official report: i. In the anteroom, 
hung with all sorts of weapons, a broken foil was found behind 
a sofa. This foil has a peculiar handle, and is unlike those 
commonly sold. It is ornamented with the comte's coronet, and 
the initials A. C. It has been broken at about the middle ; and 
the end can not be found. When questioned, the vicomte de- 
clared that he did not know what had become of the missing 
end. 2. In the dressing-room, a pair of black cloth trousers 
was discovered, still damp, and bearing stains of mud or rather 
of mold. All one side is smeared with greenish moss, like 
that which grows on walls. On the front are numerous rents; 
and one near the knee is about four inches long. These trousers 
had not been hung up with the other clothes ; but appear to have 
been hidden between two large trunks full of clothing. 3. In 
the pocket of the above-mentioned trousers was found a pair 
of lavender kid gloves. The palm of the right-hand glove bears 
a large greenish stain, produced by grass or moss. The tips 
of the fingers have been worn as if by rubbing. Upon the. 
backs of both gloves are some scratches, apparently made by 
finger-nails. 4. There were also found in the dressing-room 
two pairs of boots, one of which, though clean and polished, 
was still very damp; and an umbrella recently wetted, the end 
of which was still covered with a light colored mud. 5. In a 
large room, called the library, were found a box of cigars of 
the trabucos brand, and on the mantelshelf a number of cigar- 
holders in amber and meerschaum. 

The last article noted down, M. Tabaret approached the com- 
missary of police. "I have everything I could desire," he 
whispered. — "And I have finished," replied the commissary. 
"Our prisoner does not appear to know exactly how to act. 
You heard what he said. He gave in at once. I suppose you 
will call it lack of experience." 

"In the middle of the day," replied the amateur detective in 
a whisper, "he would not have been quite so crestfallen. But 
early in the morning, suddenly awakened, you know — Always 
arrest a person early in the morning, when he's hungry and 
only half awake." 

"I have questioned some of the servants. Their evidence is 
rather peculiar." 



778 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

''Very well; we shall see. But I most hurry o£E and find the 
investigating magistrate, who is impatiently expecting me." 

Albert was beginning to recover a little from the stupor into 
which he had been plunged by the entrance of the commissary 
of police. ''Sir/' he asked, "will you permit me to say a few 
words in yotxr presence to the Comte de Commarin? I am the 
victim of some mistake, which will be very soon discovered — " 

"It's always a mistake," muttered old Tabaret 

"What you ask is impossible," replied the commissary. **1 
have special orders of the strictest sort. You must not hence- 
forth communicate with a living souL A cab is in waiting 
below. Have the goodness to accompany me to it" 

In crossing the vestibule, Albert noticed a great stir among 
the servants; they all seemed to have lost their senses. M. 
Denis gave some orders in a sharp, imperative tone. Then he 
thought he heard that the Comte de Commarin had been struck 
down with apoplexy. After that, he remembered nothing. They 
afanost carried him to the cab, which drove off as fast as the 
two little horses could go. M. Tabaret had just hastened away 
in a more rapid vehicle. 




X^ DABURON had arrived at his office in the Palais de 
^** Justice at nine o'clock in the morning, and was waiting. 
His course resolved upon, he had not lost an instant, under- 
standing as well as old Tabaret the necessity for rapid action. 
He had already had an interview with the public prosecutor, 
and had arranged everything with the police. Besides issuing 
the warrant against Albert, he had summoned the Comte de 
Commarin, Madame Gerdy, Noel, and some of Albert's servants 
to appear before him with as little delay as possible. He 
thought it essential to question all these persons before exam- 
ining the prisoner. Several detectives had started off to execute 
his orders, and he himself sat in his office, like a general com- 
manding an army, who sends off his aide-de-camp to begin 
the battle, and who hopes that victory will crown his com- 



THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 779 

binations. Often, at this same hour, he had sat in this office, 
und^ circumstances almost identical. A crime had been com- 
mitted, and, believing he had discovered the criminal, he had 
given orders for his arrest. Was not that his duty? But he 
had never before experienced the anxiety of mind which dis- 
turbed him now. Many a time had he issued warrants of arrest, 
without possessing even half the proofs which guided him in 
the present case. He kept repeating this to himself; and yet 
he could not quiet his dreadful anxiety, which would not allow 
him a moment's rest. 

He wondered why his people were so long in making their 
appearance. He walked up and down the room, counting the 
minutes, drawing out his watch three times within a quarter 
of an hour, to compare it with the clock. Every time he heard 
a step in the passage, almost deserted at that hour, he moved 
near the door, stopped and listened. At length some one 
knocked. It was his clerk, whom^ he had sent for. There wis 
nothing particular in this man; he was tall rather than big, 
and very slim. His gait was precise, his gestures were method- 
ical, and his face was as impassive as if it had been cut out of 
a piece of yellow wood. He was thirty-four years of age, and 
duHng thirteen years had acted as clerk to four investigating 
magistrates in succession. He could hear the most astonishing 
things without moving a muscle. His name was Constant. 
He bowed to the magistrate, and excused himself for his tardi- 
ness. He had been busy with some bookkeeping, which he did 
every morning; and his wife had had to send after him. "You 
are still in good time," said M. Daburon: "but we shall soon 
have plenty of work: so you had better get your paper ready." 
Five minutes later, the usher introduced M. Noel Gerdy. He 
entered with an easy manner, like a barrister who was well 
acquainted with the Palais, and who knew its winding ways. 
He in no wise resembled, this morning, old Tabarefs friend; 
still less could he have been recognized as Madame Juliette's 
lover. He was entirely another being, or rather he had re- 
sumed his every-day bearing. From his firm step, his placid 
face, one would never imagine that, after an evening of emo- 
tion and excitement, after a secret visit to his mistress, he had 
passed the night by the pillow of a d3n[ng woman, and that 
woman his mother, or at least one who had filled his mother's 
place. What a contrast between him and the magistrate! M. 
Daburon had not slept either: but one could easily see that in 
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his feebleness, in fiis anxious lode, in the dark circles about his 
eyes. His shirt-front was all rumpled, and his cu£Es were far 
from clean. Carried away by the course of events, the nund 
had forgotten the body. Noel's well-shaved chin, on the con- 
trary, rested upon an irreproachably white cravat; his collar 
did not show a crease ; his hair and his whiskers had been most 
carefully brushed. He bowed to M. Daburon, and held out the 
summons he had received. "You summoned me, sir," he said; 
"and I am here awaiting your orders." 

The investigating magistrate had met the young barrister 
several times in the lobbies of the Palais; and he knew him well 
by sight He remembered having heard M. Gerdy spoken of as 
a man of talent and promise, whose reputation was fast rising. 
He therefore welcomed him as a fellow workman, and invited 
him to be seated. The preliminaries common in the examina- 
tions of all witnesses ended; the name, surname, age, place of 
business, and so on, having been written down, the magistrate, 
who had followed his clerk with his eyes while he was writing, 
turned toward Noel. "I presume you know, M. Gerdy," he be- 
gan, "the matters in connection with which you are troubled 
with appearing before me ?" 

"Yes, sir, the murder of that poor old woman at La Jon- 
chere." 

"Precisely," replied M. Daburon. Then, calling to mind his 
promise to old Tabaret, he added: "If justice has summoned 
you so promptly, it is because we have found your name often 
mentioned in Widow Lerouge's papers." 

"I am not surprised at that," replied the barrister : "we were 
greatly interested in that poor woman, who was my nurse; and 
I know that Madame Gerdy wrote to her frequently." 

"Very well; then you will give me some information about 
her." 

"I fear, sir, that it will be very incomplete. I knew very 
litOe about this poor old Madame Lerouge. I was taken from 
her at a very early age; and, since I have been a man, I have 
thought but little about her, except to send her occasionally 
a little aid." 

"You never went to visit her?" 

"Excuse me. I have gone there to see her many times; but 
I remained only a few minutes. Madame Gerdy, who has often 
seen her, and to whom she talked of all her affairs, could have 
enlightened you much better than I." 
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**B\ki" said the magistrate, "I expect shortly to see Madame 
Gerdy here ; she, too, must have received a summons.'* 

"1 know it, sir, but it is impossible for her to appear : she is 
ill in bed.'*— "Seriously?''— "So seriously that you will be 
obliged, I think, to give up all hope of her testimony. She 
is attacked with a disease which, in the words of my friend. 
Dr. Herve, never forgives. It is something like inflammation 
of the brain, if I am not mistaken. It may be that her life 
will be saved, but she will never recover her reason. If she 
does not die, she will be insane." M. Daburon appeared greatly 
vexed. "This is very annojdng," he muttered. "And you 
think, my dear sir, that it will be impossible to obtain any 
information from her?" 

"It is useless even to hope for it She has completely lost her 
reason. She was, when I left her, in such a state of utter pros- 
tration that I fear she can not live through the day." — "And 
when was she attacked by this illness?" — ^''Yesterday evening." 
— "Suddenly?" — ^"Yes, sir; at least, apparently so, though I 
myself think she has been unwell for die last three weeks at 
least Yesterday, however, on rising from dinner, after having 
eaten but Httle, she took up a newspaper; and, by a most un- 
fortunate hazard, her eyes fell exactly upon the lines which 
gave an account of this crime. She at once uttered a loud cry, 
fell back in her chair, and thence slipped to the floor, murmur- 
ing: 'Oh, the unhappy man, the unhappy man!' " 

"The unhappy woman, you mean." 

"No, sir. She uttered the words I have just repeated. Evi- 
dently the exclamation did not refer to my poor nurse." 

Upon this reply, so important and yet made in the most un- 
conscious tone, M. Daburon raised his eyes to the witness. The 
barrister lowered his head. "And then?" asked the magistrate, 
after a moment's silence, during which he had taken a few 
notes. 

"Those words, sir, were the last spoken by Madame Gerdy. 
Assisted by our servant, I carried her to her bed. The doctor 
was sent for; and since then she has not recovered conscious- 
ness. The doctor — " 

"It is well," interrupted M. Daburon. "Let us leave that for 
the present. Do you know, sir, whether Widow Lerouge had 
any enemies?" — ^**None that I know of, sir." — ^"She had no ene- 
mies? Well, now tell me, does there exist to your know^ledge 
any one having the least interest in the death of this poor 
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woman?" As he asked this question the investigating magis- 
trate kept his eyes fixed on Noel's, not wishing him to turn or 
lower his head. The barrister started, and seemed deeply 
moved He was disconcerted; he hesitated, as if a struggle 
was going on within him. Finally, in a voice which was by 
no means firm, he replied: "No, no one." 

"Is that really true?" asked the magistrate, looking at him 
more searchingly. "You know no one whom this crime bene- 
fits, or whom it might benefit — ^absolutely no one ?" 

"I know only one thing, sir," replied Noel ; "and that is, that, 
as far as I am concerned, it has caused me an irreparable 
injury." 

"At last," thought M. Daburon, "we have got at the letters; 
and I have not betrayed poor old Tabaret. It would be too 
bad to cause the least trouble to that zealous and invaluable 
man." He then added aloud: "An injury to you, my dear sir? 
You will, I hope, explain yourself." 

Noel's embarrassment, of which he had already given some 
signs, reappeared much more marked. "I am aware, sir," he 
replied, "that I owe justice not merely the truth, but the whole 
truth; but there are circumstances involved so delicate that the 
conscience of a man of honor sees danger in them. Besides, it 
is very hard to be obliged to unveil such sad secrets, the reve- 
lation of which may sometimes — '* M. Daburon interrupted 
with a gesture. Noel's sad tone impressed him. Knowing, 
beforehand, what he was about to hear, he felt for the young 
barrister. He turned to his clerk. "Constant!" said he in a 
peculiar tone. This was evidently a signal; for the tall clerk 
rose methodically, put his pen behind his ear, and went out in 
his measured tread. 

Noel appeared sensible of this kindness. His face expressed 
the strongest gratitude; his look returned thanks. "I am very 
much obliged to you, sir," he said with suppressed warmth, "for 
your considerateness. What I have to say is very painful; but 
it will be scarcely an effort to speak before you now." 

"Fear nothing," replied the magistrate; "I will only retain 
of your deposition, my dear sir, what seems to me absolutely 
indispensable." 

"I feel scarcely master of myself, sir," began Noel; "so pray 
pardon my emotion. If any words escape me that seem charged 
with bitterness, excuse them; they will be involuntary. Up to 
the past few days, I always believed that I was the offspring af 
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illicit love. My history is short. I have been honorably ambi- 
tious; I have worked hard. He who has no name must make 
one, you know. I have passed a quiet life, retired and austere, 
as people must, who, starting at the foot of the ladder, wish to 
reach the top. I worshiped her whom I believed to be my 
mother; and I felt convinced that she loved me in return. 
The stain of my birth had some huiniliations attached to it; but 
I despised them. Comparing my lot with that of so many 
others, I felt that I had more than common advantages. One 
day, Providence placed in my hands all the letters which my 
father, the Comte de Commarin, had written to Madame Gerdy 
during the time she was his mistress. On reading these letters, 
I was convinced that I was not what I had hitherto believed 
myself to be — ^that Madame Gerdy was not my mother !" And, 
without giving M. Daburon time to reply, he laid before him 
the facts which, twelve hours before, he had related to M. 
Tabaret. It was the same story, with the same circumstances, 
the same abundance of precise and conclusive details; but the 
tone in which it was told was entirely changed. When speak- 
ing to the old detective, the young barrister had been emphatic 
and violent ; but now, in the presence of the investigating mag- 
istrate, he restrained his vehement emotions. One might im- 
agine that he adapted his style to his auditors, wishing to 
produce the same effect on both, and using the method which 
would best accomplish his purpose. To an ordinary mind like 
M. Tabaret's he used the exaggeration of anger; but to a man 
of superior intelligence like M. Daburon, he employed the ex- 
aggeration of restraint. With the detective he had rebelled 
SLgSLinst his unjust lot; but with the magistrate he seemed to 
bow, full of resignation, before a blind fatality. With genuine 
eloquence and rare facility of expression, he related his feel- 
ings on the day following the discovery — ^his grief, his perj^A- 
ity, his doubts. To support this moral certainty, some posnive 
testimony was needed. Could he hope for this from the comte 
or from Madame Gerdy, both interested in concealing the truth? 
No. But he had counted upon that of his nurse — the poor old 
woman who loved him, and who, near the close of her life, 
would be glad to free her conscience from this heavy load. She 
was dead now ; and the letters became mere waste paper in his 
hands. Then he passed on to his explanation with Madame 
Gerdy, and he gave the magistrate even fuller details than he 
had given his old neighbor. She had, he said, at first utterly 
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denied the substitution, but he insinuated that, plied with ques- 
tions, and overcome by the evidence, she had, in a moment of 
despair, confessed all, declaring, soon after, that she would 
retract and deny this confession, being resolved at all hazards 
that her son should preserve his position. From this scene, in 
the barrister's judgment, might be dated the first attacks of the 
illness to which she was now succumbing. Noel then described 
his interview with the Vicomte de Commarin. A few inac- 
curacies occurred in his narrative, but so slight that it would 
have been difficult to charge him with them. Besides, there 
was nothing in them at all unfavorable to Albert. He insisted, 
on the contrary, upon the excellent impression which that 
young man had made on him. Albert had received the revela- 
tion with a certain distrust, it is true, but with a noble firmness 
at the same time, and, like a brave heart, was ready to bow 
before the justification of right. In fact, he drew an almost 
enthusiastic portrait of this rival, who had not been spoiled by 
prosperity, who had left him without a look of hatred, toward 
whom he felt himself drawn, and who after all was his brother. 

M. Daburon listened to Noel with a most unremitting atten- 
tion, without allowing a word, a movement, or a frown, to 
betray his feelings. "How, sir," observed the magistrate when 
the young man ceased speaking, "could you have told me that, 
in your opinion, no one was interested in Widow Lerouge's 
death?" The barrister made no reply. "It seems to me," con- 
tinued M. Daburon, "that the Vicomte de Commarin's position 
has thereby become almost impregnable. Madame Gerdy is 
insane; the comte will deny all; your letters prove nothing. It 
is evident that the crime is of the greatest service to this 
young man, and that it was committed at a singularly favor- 
able moment." 

"Oh, sir!" cried Noel, protesting with all his energy, "this 
insinuation is dreadful." The magistrate watched the barris- 
ter's face narrowly. Was he speaking frankly, or was he but 
playing at being generous? Could it really be that he had 
never had any suspicion of this? Noel did not flinch under 
the gaze, but almost immediately continued: "What reason 
could this young man have for trembling, or fearing for his 
position? I did not utter one threatening word, even indirectly. 
I did not present myself like a man who, furious at being 
robbed, demands that everything which had been taken from 
him should be restored on the spot. I merely presented the 
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facts to ^bert; saying: 'Here is the truth; what do you think 
we ought to do? Be judge.' " 

"And he asked you for time?" 

''Yes. I had suggested his accompanying me to see Widow 
Lerouge, whose testimony might dispel all doubta; he did not 
seem to understand me. But he was well acquainted widi her, 
haying visited her with the comte, who supplied her, I have 
since learned, liberally with money." 

"Did not this generosity appear to you very singular?" — 
"No." — ^"Can you explain why the vicomte did not appear dis- 
posed to accompany you V^ — ^'Certainly. He had just said that 
he wished, before all, to have an explanation with his father, 
who was then absent, but who would return in a few days." 

The truth, as all the world knows, and delights in prodaim- 
kig, has an accent which no one can mistake. M. Daburon 
h^ not the slightest doubt of his witness's good faith. Noel 
continued with the ingenuous candor of an honest heart which 
suspicion has never touched with its bat's wing: ''The idea of 
treating at once with my father pleased me exceedingly. I 
tfiought it so much better to wash all one's dirty linen at home, 
I had never desired anything but an amicable arrangement 
With my hands full of proofs, I should still recoil from a 
public trial." 

**Would you not have brought an action ?" 

"Never, sir, not at any price. Could I," he added proudly, 
"to regain my rightful name begin by dishonoring it?" This 
time M. Daburon could not conceal his sincere admiration. "A 
most praiseworthy feeling, sir," he said. 

"I think," replied Noel, "that it is but natural. If things 
came to the worst, I had determined to leave my title with 
Albert. No doubt the name of Commarin is an illustrious 
one, but I hope that, in ten years' time, mine will be more 
known. I would, however, have demanded a large pecuniary 
compensation. I possess nothing; and I have often been ham* 
pered in my career by the want of money. That which Ma- 
dame Gerdy owed to the generosity of my father was almost 
entirely ^ent. My education had absorbed a great part of it; 
and it was long before my profession covered my expenses. 
Madame Gerdy and I live very quietly; but, unfortunately, 
though simple in her tastes, she lacks economy and system; 
and no one can imagine how great our expenses have been. 
But I have nothing to reproach myself with, whatever happens. 
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At the commencement I could not keep my anger well under 
control; but now I bear no ill-will. On learning of the death 
of my nurse, though, I cast all my hopes into the sea." 

"You were wrong, my dear sir," said the magistrate. "I 
advise you to still hope. Perhaps, before the end of the day, 
you will enter into possession of your rights. Justice, I will 
not conceal from you, thinks she has found Widow Lerouge's 
assassin. At this moment Vicomte Albert is doubtless under 
arrest." 

"What!" exclaimed Noel, with a sort of stupor: "I was not, 
then, mistaken, sir, in the meaning of your words. I dreaded 
to understand them." 

"You have not mistaken me, sir," said M. Daburon. "I 
thank you for your sincere straightforward explanations; they 
have eased my task materially. To-morrow — ^for to-day my 
time is all taken up — ^we will write down your deposition to- 
gether if you like. I have nothing more to say, I believe, 
except to ask you for the letters in your possession, and which 
are indispensable to me." 

"Within an hour, sir, you shall have them," replied Noel. 
And he retired after having warmly expressed his gratitude to 
the investigating magistrate. 

Had he been less preoccupied, the barrister might have per- 
ceived at the end of the gallery old Tabaret, who had just 
arrived, eager and happy, like a bearer of great news as he 
was. His cab had scarcely stopped at the gate of the Palais 
de Justice before he was in the courtyard and rushing toward 
the porch. To see him jumping more nimbly than a fifth-rate 
lawyer's clerk up the steep flight of stairs leading to the mag- 
istrate's office, one would never have believed that he was many 
years on the shady side of fifty. Even he himself had forgotten 
it. He did not remember how he had passed the night; he had 
never before felt so fresh, so agile, in such spirits; he seemed 
to have springs of steel in his limbs. He burst like a cannon- 
shot into the magistrate's office, knocking up against the meth- 
odical clerk in the rudest of ways, without even asking his 
pardon. "Caught !" he cried while yet on the threshold, "caught, 
nipped, squeezed, strung, trapped, locked I We have got the man." 
Old Tabaret, more Tirauclair than ever, gesticulated with such 
comical vehemence and such remarkable contortions that even 
the tall clerk smiled, for which, however, he took himself 
severely to task on going to bed that night. 
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But M. Daburon, still tinder the influence of Noel's deposi- 
tion, was shocked at this apparently unreasonable joy; although 
he felt the safer for it. He looked severely at old Tabaret, 
saying: "Hush, sir; be decent, compose yourself." At any 
other time the old fellow would have felt ashamed at having 
deserved such a reprimand* Now it made no impression on 
him. "I can't be quiet," he replied. "Never has anything like 
this been known before. All that I mentioned has been found. 
Broken foil, lavender kid gloves slightly frayed, cigar-holder; 
nothing is wanting. You shall have them, sir, and many other 
things besides. I have a little system of my own, which appears 
by no means a bad one. Just see the triumph of my method 
of induction, which Gevrol ridiculed so much. I'd give a hun- 
dred francs if he were only here now. But no; my Gevrol 
wants to nab the man with the earrings; he is just capable of 
doing that. He is a fine fellow, this Gevrol, a famous fellow! 
How much do you give him a year for his skill ?" 

*'Come, my dear M. Tabaret," said the magistrate as soon as he 
could get in a word, "be serious, if you can, and let us proceed 
in order." 

"Pooh!" replied the old fellow, *Svhat good will that do? 
It is a clear case now. When they bring the fellow before 
you, merely show him the particles of kid taken from behind 
the nails of the victim, side by side with his torn gloves, and 
you will overwhelm him. I wager that he will confess all, 
hie et nunc — ^yes, I wager my head against his ; although that's 
pretty risky; for he may get off yet! Those milk-sops on the 
jury are just capable of according him extenuating circum- 
stances. Ah ! all those delays are fatal to justice ! Why, if all 
the world were of my mind, the punishment of rascals wouldn't 
take such a time! They should be hanged as soon as caught. 
That's my opinion." M. Daburon resigned himself to this 
shower of words. As soon as the old fellow's excitement had 
cooled down a little, he began questioning him. He even then 
had great trouble in obtaining the exact details of the arrest; 
details which later on were confirmed by the commissary's of- 
ficial report. The magistrate appeared very surprised when he 
heard that Albert had exclaimed, "I am lost !" at sight of the 
warrant. "That," muttered he, "is a terrible proof against him." 

"I should think so," replied old Tabaret. "In his ordinary 
state he would never have allowed himself to utter such words, 
for they in fact destroy him. We arrested him when he was 
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scarcely awake. He hadn't been in bed, but was lying- in a 
troubled sleep, upon a so^ when we arrived. I todk good care 
to let a frightened servant run in in advance, and to follow 
closely upon him myself to see the effect All my arrange- 
ments were made. But, never fear, he will find a plausible 
excuse for this fatal exclamation. By the way, I should add 
that we found on the floor, near by, a crumpled copy of last 
evening's 'Gazette de France,' which contained an account of 
the assassination. This is the first time that a piece of news 
in the papers ever helped to nab a criminal." 

''Yes," murmured the magistrate, deep in thought, ''yes, yon 
are a valuable man, M. Tabaret." Then, louder, he added: 1 
am thoroughly convinced, for M. Gerdy has just this moment 
left me." 

''You have seen Noel !" cried the old fellow. On the instant 
all his proud self-satisfaction disappeared. A cloud of ansety 
spread itself like a veil over his beaming countenance. ''Nod 
here^" he repeated. Then he timidly added: "And does he 
knowr— "Nothmg,** replied M. Daburon. 1 had no need of 
mentioning your name. Besides, had I not promised absolute 
secrecy?" 

"Ah, that's all right,*' cried old Tabaret. "And what do you 
think, sir, of Noel?" 

"He is, I am sure, a noble, worthy heart," said the magis- 
trate; "a nature both strong and tender. The sentiments which 
I heard him express here, and the genuineness of which it is 
impossible to doubt, manifested an elevation of soul, unhappily, 
very rare. Seldom in my life have I met with a man who so 
won my S3rmpathy from the first. I can well understand one's 
pride in being among his friends." 

"Just what I said; he has precisely the same effect upon 
every one. I love him as though he were my own child; and, 
whatever happens, he will inherit almost the whole of my for- 
tune: yes, I intend leaving him everything. My will is made, 
and is in the hands of M. Baron, my notary. There is a small 
legacy, too, for Madame Gerdy; but I am going to have the 
paragraph that relates to that taken out at once." 

"Madame Gerdy, M. Tabaret, will soon be beyond all need 
of worldly goods."— "How, what do you mean? Has the 
comte — " 

"She is dying, and is not likely to live through the day; M. 
Gerdy told me so himself." 
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"Ah! heavens!" cried the old fellow, "what is that you say? 
Dying? Noel will be distracted; but no; since she is not his 
mother, how can it affect him ? Dying ! I thought so much of 
her before this discovery. Poor humanity ! It seems as though 
all the accomplices are passing away at the same time ; f of^ I for- 
got to tell you, that, just as I was leaving the Commarin man- 
sion, I heard a servant tell another that the comte had fallen 
down in a fit on learning the news of his son's arrest." 

"That will be a great misfortune for M. Gerdy." — "For 
Noel?" — "I had counted upon M. de Commarin's testimony to 
recover for him all that he so well deserves. The comte dead, 
Widow Lerouge dead, Madame Gerdy dying, or in any event 
insane, who then can tell us whether the substitution alluded to 
in the letters was ever carried into execution?" 

"True," murmured old Tabaret ; "it is true ! And I did not 
think of it. What fatality! For I am not deceived; I am cer- 
tain that—** He did not finish. The door of M. Daburon's 
office opened, and the Comte de Commarin himself appeared on 
the threshold, as rigid as one of those old portraits which look 
as though they were frozen in their gilded frames. The noble- 
man motioned with his hand, and the two servants who had 
Helped him up as far as the door, retired. 




IT was indeed the Comte de Commarin, though more like his 
'- shadow. His head, usually carried so high, leaned upon his 
chest ; his figure was bent ; his eyes had no longer their accus- 
tomed fire; his hands trembled. The extreme disorder of his 
dress rendered more striking still the change which had come 
over him. In one night he had grown twenty years older. 
This man, yesterday so proud of never having bent to a storm, 
was now completely shattered. The pride of his name had con- 
stituted his entire strength; that humbled, he seemed utterly 
overwhelmed. Everything in him gave way at once; all his 
supports failed him at the same time. His cold, lifeless gaze 
revealed the dull stupor of his thoughts. He presented such 



790 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

a picture of utter despair that the investigating magistrate 
sUghtly shuddered at the sight. M. Tabaret looked frightened, 
and even the clerk seemed moved. 

"Constant," said M. Daburon quickly, "go with M. Tabaret, 
and see if there's any news at the Prefecture." 

The clerk left the room, followed by the detective, who went 
away regretfully. The comte had not noticed their presence; 
he paid no attention to their departure. M. Daburcm offered 
him a seat, which he accepted with a sad smile. "I feel so 
weak," said he; "you must excuse my sitting." 

Apologies to an investigating magistrate I What an advance 
in civilization, when the nobles consider themselves subject to 
the law, and bow to its decrees! Every one respects justice 
nowadays, and fears it a little, even when only represented by 
a simple and conscientious investigating magistrate. 

"You are, perhaps, too unwell, comte," said the magistrate, 
"to give me the explanations I had hoped for." 

"I am better, thank you," replied M. de Commarin; "I am 
as well as could be expected after the shock I have received. 
When I heard of the crime of which my son is accused, and 
of his arrest, I was thunderstruck. I believed myself a strong 
man; but I rolled in the dust. My servants thought me dead. 
Why was it not so? The strength of my constitution, my 
physician tells me, was all that saved me; but I believe that 
heaven wishes me to live, that I may drink to the bitter dregs 
my cup of humiliation." He stopped suddenly, nearly choked 
by a flow of blood that rose to his mouth. The investigating 
magistrate remained standing near the table, almost afraid to 
move. After a few moments' rest, the comte found relief, and 
continued: "Unhappy man that I am! ought I not to have 
expected it? Everything comes to light sooner or later. I 
am punished for my great sin — ^pride. I thought myself out of 
reach of the thunderbolt; and I have been the means of draw- 
ing down the storm upon my house. Albert an assassin! A 
Vicomte de Commarin arraigned before a court of assize ! Ah, 
sir, punish me also, for I alone and long ago laid the founda- 
tion of this crime. Fifteen centuries of spotless fame end with 
me in infamy.^ 

M. Daburon considered Comte de Commarin's conduct un- 
pardonable, and had determined not to spare him. He had ex- 
pected to meet a proud, haughty noble, almost unmanageable; 
and he had resolved to humble his arrogance. Perhaps the 
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harsh treatment he had received of old from the Marquise 
d'Arlange had given him, unconsciously, a slight grudge against 
the aristocracy. He had vaguely thought of certain rather 
severe remarks, which were to overcome the old nobleman, and 
bring him to a sense of his position. But when he found him- 
self in the presence of such a sincere repentance, his indignation 
changed to profound pity; and he began to wonder how he 
could assuage the comte's grief. 

"Write, sir," continued M. de Commarin with an exaltation 
of which he did not seem capable ten minutes before — "write 
my avowal and suppress nothing. I have no longer need of 
mercy nor of tenderness. What have I to fear now? Is not 
my disgrace public ? Must not I, Comte Rheteau de Commarin, 
appear before the tribunal, to proclaim the infamy of our house ? 
Ah ! all is lost now, even honor itself. Write, sir ; for I wish 
that all the world shall know that I am the most deserving of 
blame. But they shall also know that the punishment has been 
already terrible, and that there was no need for this last and 
awful trial." The comte stopped for a moment, to concentrate 
and arrange his memory. He soon continued in a firmer voice, 
and adapting his tone to what he had to say: "When I was of 
Albert's age, sir, my parents made me marry, in spite of my 
protestations, the noblest and purest of young girls. I made 
her the most unhappy of women. I could not love her. I 
cherished a most passionate love for a mistress, who had 
trusted herself to me, and whom I had loved for a long time. 
I found her rich in beauty, purity, and mind. Her name was 
Valerie. My heart is, so to say, dead and cold in me, sir ; but, 
ah ! when I pronounce that name it still has a great effect upon 
me. In spite of my marriage, I could not induce myself to 
part from her, though she wished me to. The idea of sharing 
my love with another was revolting to her. No doubt she 
loved me then. Our relations continued. My wife and my 
mistress became mothers at nearly the same time. This coin- 
cidence suggested to me the fatal idea of sacrificing my legiti- 
mate son to his less fortunate brother. I communicated this 
project to Valerie. To my great surprise, she refused it with 
horror. Already the maternal instinct was aroused within her ; 
she would not be separated from her child. I have preserved, 
as a montmient of my folly, the letters which she wrote to me 
at that time. I reread them only last night. Ah! why did I 
not listen to both her arguments and her prayers? It was 
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because I was mad. She had a sort of presentimeiit of tlic 
evil which overwhelms me to-day. But I came to Paris; I had 
absolute control over her. I threatened to leave her, never to 
see her again. She yielded; and my valet and Claudine Lerouge 
were charged with this wicked substitution. It is, therefore, 
the son of my mistress who bears the title of Viconrte de Com- . 
marin, and wiio was arrested but a short time ago." 

M. Daburon had not hoped for a declaration so clear, and 
above all so prompt. He secretly rejoiced for the young bar- 
rister, whose noble sentiments had quite captivated him. "So, 
comte," said he, "you acknowledge that M. Noel Gerdy is the 
issue of your legitimate marriage, and that he alone is entitled 
to bear your name?" 

**Yes, sir. Alas! I was then more delighted at the success 
of my project than I should have been over the most bril- 
liant victory. I was so intoxicated with the joy of having my 
Valerie's child there, near me, that I forgot everything else. I 
had transferred to him a part of my love for his mother; or, 
rather, I loved him still more, if that be possible. The thought 
that he would bear my name, that he would inherit all my 
wealth, to the detriment of the other, transported me with 
delight. The other I hated; I could not even look upon him. 
I do not recollect having kissed him twice. On this point 
Valerie, who was very good, reproached me severely. One 
thing alone interfered with my happiness. The Comtesse de 
Commarin adored him whom she believed to be her son, and 
always wished to have him on her knees. I can not express 
what I suffered at seeing my wife cover with kisses and caresses 
the child of my mistress. But I kept him from her as much as 
I could; and she, poor woman! not understanding what was 
passing within me, imagined that I was doing everything to 
prevent her son loving her. She died, sir, with this idea, which 
poisoned her last days. She died of sorrow; but saint-like, 
without a complaint, without a murmur, pardon upon her lips 
and in her heart." 

Though greatly pressed for time, M. Daburon did not venture 
to interrupt the comte, to ask him briefly for the immediate 
facts of the case. He knew that fever alone gave him this 
unnatural energy, to which at any moment might succeed the 
most complete prostration. He feared, if he stopped him for an 
instant, that he would not have strength enough to resume. 
"I did not shed a single tear," continued the comte. "What 
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had At been in my life? A cause of sorrow and remorse. 
Bat God's justice, in advance of man's, was about to take a 
terrible revenge. One day I was warned that Valerie was de- 
ceiving me, and had done so for a long time. I could not 
believe it at first; it seemed to me impossible, absurd. I would 
have sooner doubted myself than her. I had taken her from 
a garret, where she was working sixteen hours a day to earn 
a few sous; she owed all to me. I had made her so much 
a part of myself that I could not credit her being false. I 
could not induce mjrself to feel jealous. However, I inquired 
into the matter ; I had her watched ; I even acted the spy upon 
her myself. I had been told the truth. This unhappy woman 
had another lover, and had had him for more than ten years. 
He was a cavalry officer. In coming to her house he took every 
precaution. He usually left about midnight; but sometimes he 
came to pass the night, and in that case went away in the early 
morning. Being stationed near Paris, he frequently obtained 
leave of absence and came to visit her; and he would remain 
abut up in her apartments until his time expired. One evening 
my spies brought me word that he was there. I hastened to 
the house. My presence did not embarrass her. She received 
me as usual, throwing her arms about my neck. I thought that 
my spies had deceived me ; and I was going to tell her all when 
I saw upon the piano a buckskin glove, such as are worn by 
sf^diers. Not wishing a scene, and not knowing to what excess 
my anger might carry me, I rushed out of the place without 
6a3ring a word. I have never seen her since. She wrote to 
me. I did not open her letters. She attempted to force her 
way into my presence, but in vain ; my servants had orders that 
they dared not ignore." 

Could this be the Comte de Commarin, celebrated for his 
haughty coldness, for his reserve so full of disdain, who spoke 
thus, who opened his whole life without restrictions, without 
reserve? And to whom? To a stranger. But he was in one 
of those desperate states, allied to madness, when all reflection 
leaves us, when we must find some outlet to a too powerful 
emotion. What mattered to him this secret, so courageously 
borne for so many years? He disburdened himself of it, like 
the poor man, who, weighed down by a too heavy burden, 
casts it to the earth without caring where it falls, nor how 
much it may tempt the cupidity of the passers-by. 

^'Nothing," continued he, ''no, nothing, can approach to what 
i6 — Vol. 2 
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I then endured. My very heartstrings were hound up in that 
woman. She was like a part of myself. In separating from 
her, it seemed to me that I was tearing away a part of my own 
flesh. I can not describe the furious passions her memory 
stirred within me. I scorned her and longed for her with 
equal vehemence. I hated her and I loved her. And to this 
day her detestable image has been ever present to my imagina- 
tion. Nothing can make me forget her. I have never con- 
soled myself for her loss. And that is not all; terrible doubts 
about Albert occurred to me. Was I really his father? Can 
you understand what my punishment was when I thought to 
myself, 'I have perhaps sacrificed my own son to the child of 
an utter stranger. This thought made me hate the bastard who 
called himself Commarin. To my great affection for him suc- 
ceeded an unconquerable aversion. How often in those days I 
struggled against an insane desire to kill him! Since then I 
have learned to subdue my aversion; but I have never com- 
pletely mastered it. Albert, sir, has been the best of sons. 
Nevertheless, there has always been an icy barrier between us, 
which he was unable to explain. I have often been on the 
point of appealing to the tribunals, of avowing all, of reclaim- 
ing my legitimate heir; but regard for my rank has prevented 
me. I recoiled before the scandal. I feared the ridicule or 
disgrace that would attach to my name; and yet I have not 
been able to save it from infamy." The old nobleman remained 
silent after pronouncing these words. In a fit of despair he 
buried his face in his hands, and two great tears rolled silently 
down his wrinkled cheeks. In the mean time, the door of the 
room opened slightly, and the tall clerk's head appeared. M. 
Daburon signed to him to enter, and then addressing M. de 
Commarin, he said in a voice rendered more gentle by com- 
passion: "Sir, in the eyes of heaven, as in the eyes of society, 
you have committed a great sin; and the results, as you see, 
are most disastrous. It is your duty to repair the evil conse- 
quences of your sin as much as lies in your power." — "Such is 
my intention, sir, and, may I say so? my dearest wish."— "You 
doubtless understand me," continued M. Daburon. — ^"Yes, sir," 
replied the old man; "yes, I understand you." 

"It will be a consolation to you," added the magistrate, "to 
learn that M, Noel Gerdy is worthy in all respects of the high 
position that you are about to restore to him. He is a man of 
great talent, better and worthier than any one I know. You 
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will have a son worthy of his ancestors. And, finally, no one 
of your family has disgraced it, sir, for Vicomte Albert is not 
a Commarin." 

"No," rejoined the comte quickly, "a Commarin would be 
dead at this hour; and blood washes all away." 

The old nobleman's remark set the investigating magistrate 
thinking profoundly. "Are you, then, sure," said he, "of the 
vicomte's guilt?" M. de Commarin gave the magistrate a look 
of intense surprise. "I only arrived in Paris yesterday even- 
ing," he replied, "and I am entirely ignorant of all that has 
occurred. I only know that justice would not proceed without 
good cause against a man of Albert's rank. If you have arrested 
him, it is quite evident that you have something more than 
suspicion against him — that you possess positive proofs." 

M. Daburon bit his lips, and for a moment could not conceal 
a feeling of displeasure. He had neglected his usual prudence, 
had moved too quickly. He had believed the comte's mind 
entirely upset; and now he had aroused his distrust. All the 
skill in the world could not repair such an unfortunate mis- 
take. A witness on his guard is no longer a witness to be 
depended upon; he trembles for fear of compromising himself, 
measures the weight of the questions, and hesitates as to his 
answers. On the other hand, justice, in the form of a magis- 
trate, is disposed to doubt everything, to imagine everything, 
and to suspect everybody. How far was the comte a stranger 
to the crime at La Jonchere? Although doubting Albert's pa- 
ternity, he would certainly have made great efforts to save him. 
His story showed that he thought his honor in peril just as 
much as his son. Was he not the man to suppress, by every 
means, an inconvenient witness? Thus reasoned M. Daburon. 
And yet he could not clearly see how the Comte de Commarin's 
interests were concerned in the matter. This tmcertainty made 
him very tmeasy. "Sir," he asked more sternly, **whcn were 
you informed of the discovery of your secret?" 

"Last evening, by Albert himseli He spoke to me of this 
sad story in a way which I now seek in vain to explain, 
unless — ^' The comte stopped short, as if his reason had been 
struck by the improbability of the supposition which he had 
formed. "Unless 1—" inquired the magistrate eagerly.— "Sir,'' 
said the comte, without replying directly, "Albert is a hero if 
he is not guilty." 

"Ah!" said the magistrate quickly, "have you, then, reason 
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to think him innocent?" M. Daburon's spite was so plainly 
visible in the tone of his words that M. de Commarin could 
and ought to have seen the semblance of an insult. He started, 
evidently offended, and, rising, said: "I am now no more a 
witness for than I was a moment ago a witness against. I 
desire only to render what assistance I can to justice, in accord- 
ance with my duty." 

"Confound it," said M. Daburon to himself, "here I have 
offended him now! Is this the way to do things, making mis- 
take after mistake?" 

"The facts are these," resumed the comte. "Yesterday, after 
having spoken to me of these cursed letters, Albert began to 
set a trap to discover the truth — ^for he still had doubts, Noel 
Gerdy not having obtained the complete correspondence. An 
animated discussion arose between us. He declared his reso- 
lution to give way to Noel. I, on the other hand, was resolved 
to compromise the matter, cost what it might. Albert dared to 
oppose me. All my efforts to convert him to my views were 
useless. Vainly I tried to touch those chords in his breast 
which I supposed the most sensitive. He firmly repeated his 
intention to retire in spite of me, declaring himself satisfied 
if I would consent to allow him a modest competence. I again 
attempted to shake him by showing him that his marriage, so 
ardently looked forward to for two years, would be broken 
off by this blow. He replied that he felt sure of the con- 
stancy of his betrothed, Mademoiselle d'Arlange." 

This name fell like a thunderbolt upon the ears of the in- 
vestigating magistrate. He jumped in his chair. Feeling that 
his face was turning crimson, he took up a large bundle of 
papers from his table, and, to hide his emotion, he raised them 
to his face, as though trying to decipher an illegible w^ord. 
He began to understand the difficult duty with which he was 
charged. He knew that he was troubled like a child, having 
neither his usual calmness nor foresight. He felt that he might 
commit the most serious blunders. Why had he undertaken this 
investigation? Could he preserve himself quite free from bias? 
Did he think his will would be perfectly impartial? Gladly 
would be put off to another time the further examination of 
the comte; but could he? His conscience told him that this 
would be another blunder. He renewed, then, the painful ex- 
amination. "Sir," said he, "the sentiments expressed by the 
vicomte are very fine, without doubt; but did he not mention 
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Widow Leroiige?'' — "Yes/' replied the oonate, who appeared 
suddenly to brighten, as by the remembrance of some unnoticed 
circumstances — "y^®, certainly." — "He must have shown you that 
this woman's testimony rendered a struggle with M. Gerdy 
impossible." 

"Precisely, sir; and, aside from the question of duty, it was 
upon that that he based his refusal to follow my wishes.'' 

"It will be necessary^ comte, for you to repeat to me very 
exactly all that passed between the (vicomte and yourself. 
Appeal, then, I beseech you, to your memory, and tiy to re- 
peat his own words as nearly as possible." M. de Commarin 
could do so without much difficulty. For some little time a 
salutary reaction had taken place within him. His blood, ex- 
cited by the persistence of the examination, moved in its accus- 
tomed course. His brain cleared itself. The scene of the 
previous evening was admirably presented to his memory, even 
to the most insignificant details. The sound of Albert's voice 
was still in his ears; he saw again his expressive gestures. 
As his story advanced, alive with clearness and precision, M. 
Daburon's conviction became more confirmed. The magistrate 
turned against Albert precisely that which the day before had 
won the comte's admiration. "What wonderful acting !" thought 
he. "Tabaret is decidedly possessed of second-sight. To his 
inconceivable boldness this young man joins an infernal clever- 
ness. The genius of crime itself inspires him. It is a miracle that 
we are able to unmask him. How well everything was foreseen 
and arranged? How marvelously this scene mth his father 
was brought about, in order to procure doubt in case of dis- 
covery ? There is not a sentence which lacks a purpose, which 
does not tend to ward off suspicion. What refinement of exe- 
cution? What excessive care for details! Nothing is want- 
ing, not even the great devotion of his betrothed. Has he 
really informed Claire ? Probably I might find out ; but I should 
have to see her again, to speak to her. Poor child! to love 
such a man ! But his plan is now fully exposed. His discus- 
sion with the comte was his plank of safety. It committed 
him to nothing, and gained time. He would of course raise 
objections, since they would only end by binding him the more 
firmly in his father's heart. He could thus make a merit of 
his compliance, and would ask a reward for his weakness. And 
when Nod returned to the charge, he would find himself in 
presence of the comt^ who would boldly deny everything. 
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politely refuse to have anything to do with him, and would 
possibly have him driven out of the house as an impostor and 
forger." 

It was a strange coincidence, but yet easily explained, that M. 
de Commarin, while telling his story, arrived at the same ideas 
as the magistrate, and at conclusions almost identical. In fact, 
why that persistence with respect to Claudine? He remem- 
bered plainly, that, in his anger, he had said to his son, "Man- 
kind is not in the habit of doing such fine actions for its own 
satisfaction." That great disinterestedness was now explained. 

When the comte had ceased speaking, M. Daburon said: 
"I thank you, sir, I can say nothing positive; but justice has 
weighty reasons to believe that, in the scene which you have 
just related to me, Vicomte Albert played a part previously 
arranged.*'— "And well arranged," murmured the comte; "for 
he deceived me!" He was interrupted by the entrance of 
Noel, who carried under his arm a black shagreen portfolio, 
ornamented with his monogram. The barrister bowed to the 
old gentleman, who in his turn rose and retirci politely to the 
end of the room. "Sir," said Noel, in an undertone to the 
magistrate, "you will find all the letters in this portfolio. I 
must ask permission to leave you at once, as Madame Gerdy's 
condition grows hourly more alarming." 

Noel had raised his voice a little, in pronouncing these last 
words; and the comte heard them. He started, and made a 
great effort to restrain the question which leaped from his 
heart to his lips. "You must however give me a moment, my 
dear sir," replied the magistrate. M. Daburon then quitted 
his chair, and, taking the barrister by the hand, led him to the 
comte. "M. de Commarin," said he, "I have the honor of pre- 
senting to you M. Noel Gerdy." M. de Commarin was probably 
expecting some scene of this kind, for not a muscle of his 
face moved; he remained perfectly calm. Noel, on his side, 
was like a man who had received a blow on the head; he stag- 
gered, and was obliged to seek support from the back of a 
chair. Then these two, father and son, stood face to face, 
apparently deep in thought, but in reality examining one 
another with mutual distrust, each striving to gather something 
of the other's thoughts. M. Daburon had augured better re- 
sults from this meeting, which he had been awaiting ever 
since the comte's arrival. He had expected that this abrupt 
presentation would bring about an intensely pathetic scene, 
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which would not give his two witnesses time for reflection. The 
comte would open his arms; Noel would throw himself into 
them; and this reconciliation would only await the sanction 
of the trihunals, to be complete. The coldness of the one, the 
embarrassment of the other, disconcerted his plans. He there- 
fore thought it necessary to intervene. "Comte," said he re- 
proachfully, "remember that it was only a few minutes ago 
that you admitted that M. Gerdy was your legitimate son." 
M. de Commarin made no reply; to judge from his lack of 
emotion, he could not have heard. So Noel, summoning all 
his courage, venture to speak first. "Sir," he stammered, "I 
entertain no — " 

"You may call me father," interrupted the haughty old man, 
in a tone which was by no means affectionate. Then addressing 
the magistrate he said: "Can I be of any further use to you, 
sir?" 

"Only to hear your evidence read over," replied M. Daburon, 
"and to sign it if you find everything correct. You can pro- 
ceed. Constant," he added. 

The tall clerk turned half round on his chair and commenced. 
He had a peculiar way of jabbering over what he had scrawled. 
He read very quickly, all at a stretch, without paying the least 
attention to either full stops or commas, questions or replies, 
but went on reading as long as his breath lasted. When he 
could go on no longer, he took a breath, and then continued 
as before. Unconsciously, he reminded one of a diver, who 
every now and then raise his head above water, obtains a 
supply of air, and disappears again. Noel was the only one 
to listen attentively to the reading, which to unpractised ears 
was unintelligible. It apprised him of many things which it 
was important for him to know. At last Constant pronounced 
the words, "In testimony whereof," etc., which end all official 
reports in France. He handed the pen to the comte, who 
signed without hesitation. The old nobleman then turned to- 
ward Noel. "I am not very strong," he said; "you must 
therefore, my son," emphasizing the word, "help your father 
to his carriage." 

The young barrister advanced eagerly. His face brightened, 
as he passed the count's arm through his own. When they 
were gone M. Daburon could not resist an impulse of curiosity. 
He hastened to the door, which he opened slightly; and, keep- 
ing his body in the background, that he might not himself be 
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seen, he looked out into the passage. The CKxnte and Noel \ 

had not yet reached the end. They were going slowly. The \ 

comte seemed to drag heavily and painfully along; the har- ^ 

rister tock short steps, bending slightly toward his father; and ^ 

all his movements were marked with the greatest solicitude. j 

The magistrate remained watching them until they passed out 
of sight at the end of the gallery. Then he returned to his 
seat, heaving a deep sigh. "At least," thought he, "I have 
helped to make one person happy. The day will not be en- 
tirely a bad one." 

But he had no time to give way to his thoughts, the hours 
flew by so quickly. He wished to interrogate Albert as soon 
as possible; and he had still to receive the evidence of several ^ 

of the comte's servants, and the report of the commissary of 
police charged with the arrest The servants who had been 
waiting their turn a long while, were now brought in without 
delay, and examined separately. They had but little informa- ' 

tion to give; but the testimony of eadi was, so to say, a fresh 
accusation. It was easy to see that all believed their master 
guilty. Albert's conduct since the beginning of the fatal 
week, his least words, his most insignificant movements, were 
reported, commented upon, and explained. The man who 
lives in the midst of thirty servants is like an insect in a glass 
box under the magnifying glass of a naturalist. Not one of 
his acts escapes their notice; he can scarcely have a secret of | 

his own; and, if they can not divine what it is, they at least 
know that he has one; From mom till night, he is the point j 

of observation for thirty pairs of eyes, interested in studying j 

the slightest changes in his countenance. The magistrate ob- i 

tained, therefore, an abundance of those frivolous details which 
seem nothing at first; but the slightest of which may, at the 
trial, become a question of life or death. By combining these 
depositions, reconciling them and putting them in order, M. 
Daburon was able to follow his prisoner hour by hour from 
the Sunday morning. Directly Noel left, the vicomte gave 
orders that all visitors should be informed that he had gone 
into the country. From that moment, the whole household 
perceived that something had gone wrong with him, that he 
was very much annoyed, or very unwell. He did not leave 
his study on that day, but had his dinner brought up to him. 
He ate very little— only some soup, and a very thin fillet of 
sole with white wine. While eating, he said to M. Courtois, 
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the butler: "Remind the cook to spice the sauce a little more, 
in future," and then added in a low tone, "Ah! to what pur- 
pose?" In the evening he dismissed his servants from all 
duties, saying, "Go, and amuse yourselves." He expressly 
warned them not to disturb him unless he rang. On 
the Monday, he did not get up until noon, although usually ah 
early riser. He complained of a violent headache, and of 
feeling sick. He took, however a cup of tea. He ordered his 
brougham, but almost immediately countermanded the order. 
Lubin, his valet, heard him say: "I am hesitating too much"; 
and a few moments later, "I must make up my mind." Shortly 
afterward he began .writing. He then gave Lubin a letter to 
carry to Mademoiselle Claire d'Arlange, with orders to deliver 
it only to herself or to Mademoiselle Schmidt, the governess. 
A second letter, containing two thousand-frank notes, was in- 
trusted to Joseph, to be taken to the vicomte's club. Joseph 
no longer remembered the name of the person to whom the 
letter was addressed; but it was not a person of title. That 
evening, Albert only took a little soup, and remained shut up 
in his room. 

He rose early on the Tuesday. He wandered about the house, 
as though he was in great trouble, or impatiently awaiting 
something which did not arrive. On his going into the 
garden, the gardener asked his advice concerning a lawn. He 
replied, "You had better consult the comte upon his return." 
He did not breakfast any more than the day before. About 
one o'clock, he went down to the stables, and caressed, with an 
air of sadness, his favorite mare, Norma. Stroking her neck, 
he said, "Poor creature 1 poor old girl!" At three o'clock, a 
messenger arrived with a letter. The vicomte took it, and 
opened it hastily. He was then near the flower-garden. Two 
footmen distinctly heard him say, "She can not resist." He 
returned to the house, and burned the letter in a large stove 
in the hall. As he was sitting down to dinner, at six o'clock, 
two of his friends, M. de Courtivois and the Marquis de 
Chouze, insisted upon seeing him, in spite of all orders. They 
would not be refused. These gentlemen were anxious for 
him to join them in some pleasure party, but he declined, 
saying that he had a very important appointment. At dinner 
he ate a little more than on the previous days. He even asked 
the butler for a bottle of Chateau-Lafite, the whole of which 
he drank himself. While taking his coffee, he smoked a cigar 
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IB the dining-room, contrary to the rules of the fioase. At 
haH-past seven, accf^^ding to Joseph and two footmen, or at 
eight acceding to the Swiss porter and Lnbrn, ^ht vicomte 
went oot on foot, taking an umbrella with him. He returned 
home at two o'clock in the morning, and at once dismissed 
his valet, who had waited up for him. On entering the yicomte's 
room on the Wednesday, ^e valet was strudc with the con- 
dition in which he found his master's clothes. They were 
wet, and stained vrith mud; the trousers were torn. He 
ventured to make a remark about them. Albert replied, in a 
furious manner, ^hrow the old things in a comer, ready to 
be given away." He appeared to be much better all that day. 
He breakfasted with a good appetite; and the butler noticed 
that he was in excellent spirits. He passed the afternoon in 
die library, and burned a pile of papers. On the Thursday, he 
again seemed very unwell. He was scarcely able to go and 
flieet the comte. That evening, after his interview with his 
father, he went to his room looking extremely ill. Lubin 
wanted to run for the doctor; he forbade him to io so,, or to 
mention to any one that he was not well. 

Such was the substance of twenty large pages, which the 
tall clerk had covered with writing, without once turning 
his head to look at the witnesses who passed by in their fine 
Hvery. M. Daburoo managed to obtain this evidence in less 
than two hours. Though well aware of the importance of their 
testimony, all these servants were very voluble. The difficulty- 
was, to stop them when they had once started. From all they 
said, it appeared that Albert was a very good master— easily 
served, kind and polite to his servants. Wonderful to relate! 
Iliere were found three among them who did not appear per- 
fectly delighted at the misfortune which had befallen the family. 
Two were greatly distressed. M. Lubin, although he had been 
an object of especial kindness, was not one of these. 

The turn of the commissary of police had now come. In a 
few words, he gave an account of the arrest, already described 
by old Tabaret. Hte did not forget to mention the one word 
"Lost," which had escaped Albert; to his mind, it was a con- 
fessfon. He then delivered all the articles seized in the Vicomte 
de Commarin's apartipents. The magistrate carefufiy examined 
these things, and compared them closely with the scraps of 
evidence galiiered at La Jonchere. He soon appeared, more 
than ever satisfied with the course he had taken; He then 
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placed all these material proofs upon his table, and covered 
them over with three or four large sheets of paper. The day 
was far advanced ; and M. Daburon had no more than sufficient 
time to examine the prisoner before night. He now re- 
membered that he had tasted nothing since morning; and he 
sent hastily for a bottle of wine and some biscuits. It was not 
strength, however, that the magistrate needed; it was courage. 
All the while that he was eating and drinking, his thoughts 
kept repeating this strange sentence, "I am about to appear 
before the Vicomte de Commarin." At any other time, he 
would have laughed at the absurdity of the idea, but, at this 
moment, it seemed to him like the will of Providence. 

"So be it," said he to himself; "this is my punishment." 
And immediately he gave the necessary orders for Vicomte 
Albert to be brought before him. 




ilLBERT scarcely noticed his removal from home to the 
Im. seclusion of the prison. Snatched away from his painful 
thoughts by the harsh voice of the commissary, saying, "In 
the name of the law I arrest you," his mind, completely upset, 
was a long time in recovering its equilibrium. Everything 
that followed appeared to him to float indistinctly in a thick 
mist, like those dream-scenes represented on the stage behind 
a quadruple curtain of gauze. To the questions put to him 
he replied, without knowing what he said. Two police agents 
took hold of his arms, and helped him down the stairs. He 
could not have walked down alone. His limbs, which bent 
beneath him, refused their support. The only thing he under- 
stood of all that was said around him was that the comte had 
been struck with apoplexy ; but even that he soon forgot They 
lifted him into the cab, which was waiting in the court-yard 
at the foot of the steps, rather ashamed at finding itself in such 
a place; and by placing him on the back seat. Two 
police agents installed themselves in front of him; while a 
third mounted the box by the side of the driver. During the 



804 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

drive, he did not at all realize his sttnation. He lay perfecliy 
moticMiless in the dirty, greasy vehicle. His body, which fol- 
lowed every jolt, scarcely allayed by the worn-out springs, 
rolled from one side to the other; and his head oscillated oa 
his shoulders, as if the muscles of his neck .were brdcen. He 
thought of Widow Lerouge. He recalled her as she was when 
he went with his father to La JcMichere. It was in the spring- 
time; and the hawthorn blossoms scented the s^r. The old 
woman, in a white cap, stood at her garden gate; she spoke 
beseechingly. The count looked sternly at her as he listened; 
then, taking some gold from his purse, he gave it to her. 

On arriving at their destination they lifted him out of the 
cab, Hie same way as they had lifted him in at starting. Dur- 
ing the formality of entering his name in the jail hodk^ in the 
dingy, stinking record oflfice, and while replying mechanically 
to everything, he gave himself up with delight to recollections 
of Claire. He went back to the time of the early days of their 
love, when he doubted whether he would ever have the hap- 
piness of being loved by her in return ; when they used to meet 
at Mademoiselle Goello's. This old maid had a house on the 
left bank of the Seine, furnished in the most eccentric manner. 
On all the drawing-room furniture, and on the mantelpiece, 
,were placed a dozen or fifteen stuffed dogs, of various breeds, 
which together or successively had helped to cheer the maiden's 
lonely hours. She loved to relate stories of these pets, whose 
affection had never failed her. Some were grotesque, others 
horrible. One especially, outrageously stuffed, seemed ready 
to burst How many times he and Claire had laughed at it 
until the tears came! 

The officials next began to search him. This crowning 
humiliation, those rough hands passing all over his body, 
brought him somewhat to himself, and roused his anger. 
But it was already over; they at once dragged him along the 
dark corridors, over the filthy, slippery floor. They opened a 
door, and pushed him into a small cell. He then heard them 
lock and bolt the door. He was a prisoner, and, in accordance 
with special orders, in solitary confinement He immediately 
felt a marked sensation of comfort He was alone. No more 
stifled whispers, harsh voices, implacable questions, sounded 
in his ears. A profound silence reigned around. It seemed 
to him that he had forever escaped from society; and he re- 
joiced at it. He would have felt relieved, had this even been 
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the silence of the grave. His body, as well as his mind, was 
weighted down with weariness. He wanted to sit down, when 
he perceived a small bed, to the right, in front of the grated 
window, which let in the little light there was. This bed was 
as welcome to him as a plank would be to a drowning man. 
He threw himself upon it, and lay down with delight; but he 
felt cold, so he unfolded the coarse woolen coverlid, and wrap* 
ping it about him, was soon sound asleep. 

In the corridor, two detectives, one still young, the other 
rather old, applied alternately their eyes and ears to the peep- 
hole in the door, watching every movement of the prisoner: 
''What a fellow he is!" murmured the younger officer. 'If a 
man has no more nerve than that, he ought to remain honest. 
He won't care much about his looks the morning of his execu- 
tion, eh, M. Balan?"— .'That depends," replied the other. "We 
must wait and see. Lecoq told me that he was a terrible ras- 
cal." — "Ah ! look, he arranges his bed and lies down. Can he 
be going to sleep? That's good ! It's the first time I ever saw 
such a thing." — "It is because, comrade, you have only had 
dealings with the smaller rogues. All rascals of position — and 
I have had to do with more than one — ^are this sort At the 
moment of arrest, they are incapable of anything; their heart 
fails them; but they recover themselves next day." — "Upon my 
word, one would say he has gcwie to sleep ! What a joke !"— 
"I tell you, my friend," added the old man, pointedly, "that 
nothing is more natural. I am sure that, since the blow was 
struck, this young fellow has hardly lived: his body has been 
all on fire. Now he knows that his secret is out; and that 
quiets him." — "Ha, ha! M. Balan, you are jdcing: you say that 
that quiets him?" — "Certainly. There is no greater punish- 
ment, remember, than anxiety; everything is preferable. If 
you only possessed an income of ten thousand francs, I would 
show you a way to prove this. I would tell you to go to 
Hamburg and risk your entire fortune on one chance at rouge 
et noiK You could relate to me, afterward, what your feelings 
were while the ball was rolling. It is, my boy, as though your 
brain was being torn with pincers, as though molten lead was 
being poured into your bones, in place of marrow. This anx- 
1^ is so strong diat one feels relieved, one breathes again, 
even when one has lost. It is ruin; but then the anxiety is 
over." — ^"Really, M. Balan, one would think that you .yourself 
had had just such an experience." — "Alas I" sighed the old de- 
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tective, "it is to my love, queen of spades, my unhappy love, 
that you owe the honor of looking through this peep-hole in 
my company. But this fellow will sleep for a couple of hours, 
do not lose sight of him; I am going to smoke a cigarette in 
the courtyard." 

Albert slept four hours. On awaking his head seemed 
clearer than it had been ever since his interview with NoeL It 
was a terrible moment for him when, for the first time, he 
became fully aware of his situation. "Now, indeed," said he, 
"I require all my courage." He longed to see some one, to 
speak, to be questioned, to explain. He felt a desire to call 
out. "But what good would that be?" he asked himself. "Some 
one will be coming soon." He looked for his watch, to see 
what time it was, and found that they had taken it away. He 
felt this deeply; they were treating him like the most aban- 
doned of villains. He felt in his pockets: they had all been 
carefully emptied. He thought now of his personal appearance; 
and, getting up, he repaired«as much as possible the disorder 
of his toilet. He put his clothes in order, and dusted them; 
he straightened his collar, and retied his cravat. Then pouring 
a little water on his handkerchief, he passed it over his face, 
bathing his eyes, which were greatly inflamed. Then he en- 
deavored to smooth his beard and hair. He had no idea that 
four lynx eyes were fixed upon him all the while. 

"Good !" murmured the young detective : "see how our cock 
sticks up his comb, and smooths his feathers!" 

"I told you," put in Balan, "that he was only staggered. 
Hush! he is speaking, I believe." 

But they neither surprised one of those disordered gestures 
nor one of those incoherent speeches, which almost always es- 
cape from the feeble when excited by fear, or from the impru- 
dent ones who believe in the discretion of their cells. One 
word alone, "honor," reached the ears of the two spies. "These 
rascals of rank," grumbled Balan, "always have this word in 
their mouths. That which they most fear is the opinion of 
some dozen friends, and several thousand strangers, who read 
the 'Gazette des Tribunaux.' They only think of their own 
heads later on." 

When the gendarmes came to conduct Albert before the in- 
vestigating magistrate, they found him seated on the side of 
his bed, his feet pressed upon the iron rail, his elbows on his 
knees, and his head buried in his hands. He rose as they en- 
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tered, and took a few steps toward them; but his throat was 
so dry that he was scarcely able to speak. He asked for a 
moment, and, turning toward the little table, he filled and drank 
two large glassfuls of water in succession. '1 am ready \" he 
then said. And, with a firm step, he followed the gendarmes 
along the passage which led to the Palais de Justice. 

M. Daburon was just then in great anguish. He walked furi* 
ously up and down his office, awaiting the prisoner. Again, 
and for the twentieth time since morning, he regretted having 
engaged in the business. ''Curse this absurd point of honor, 
which I have obeyed," he inwardly exclaimed. "I in vain at- 
ten^t to reassure myself by the aid of sophisms. I was wrong 
in not withdrawing. Nothing in the world can change my feel- 
ings toward this young man. I hate him. I am his judge; and 
it is no less true that at one time I longed to assassinate him. 
I faced him with a revolver in my hand : why did I not present 
it and fire? Do I know why? What power held my finger, 
when an almost insensible pressure would have sufficed to kill 
him? I can not say. Why is not he the judge and I the 
assassin? If the intention was as punishable as the deed, I 
ought to be guillotined. And it is tmder such conditions that 
I dare examine him !" Passing before the door he heard the 
heavy footsteps of the gendarmes in the passage. ''It is he," 
he said aloud; and then hastily seated himself at his table, 
bending over his portfolios, as though striving to hide himsell 
If the tall clerk had used his eyes, he would have noticed the 
singular spectacle of an investigating magistrate more agitated 
than the prisoner he was about to examine. But he was blind 
to all around him; and, at this moment, he was only aware of 
an error of fifteen centimes, which had slipped into his ac- 
counts, and which he was unable to rectify. Albert entered 
the magistrate's office with his head erect. His features bore 
traces of great fatigue and of sleepless nights. He was very 
pale ; but his eyes were clear and sparkling. 

The usual questions which open such examinations gave M. 
Daburon an opportunity to recover himself. Fortunately, he 
had found time in the morning to prepare a plan, which he had 
now simply to follow. "You are aware, sir," he commenced 
in a tone of perfect politeness, "that you have no right to the 
name you bear?" 

"I know, sir," replied Albert, "that I am the natural son of 
M. de Conunarin. I know further that my father would be 
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unable to recognize me, even if he wished to, since I was bom 
during his married life." 

"What were your feelings upon learning this?" 

"I should speak falsely, sir, if I had said I did not feel very 
bitterly. When one is in the high position I occupied, the fall 
is terrible. However, I never for a moment entertained the 
thought of contesting M. Noel Gerdy's rights. I always pur- 
posed, and still purpose, to yield. I have so informed M. de 
Commarin." 

M. Daburon expected just such a reply; and it only strength- 
ened his suspicions. Did it not enter into the line of defense 
which he had foreseen ? It was now his duty to seek some way 
of demolishing this defense, in which the prisoner evidently 
meant to shut himself up like a tortoise in its shell. "You 
could not oppose M. Gerdy," continued the magistrate, "with 
any chance of success. You had, indeed, on your side, the 
comte, and your mother; but M. Gerdy was in possession of 
evidence that was certain to win his cause, that of Widow 
Lerouge." — "I have never doubted that, sir." — "Now," con- 
tinued the magistrate, seeking to hide the look which he fas- 
tened upon Albert, "justice supposes that, to do away with the 
only existing proof, you have assassinated Widow* Lerouge." 

This terrible accusation, terribly emphasized, caused no 
change in Albert's features. He preserved the same firm bear- 
ing, without bravado. "Before God," he answered, "and by all 
that is most sacred on earth, I swear to you, sir, that I am 
innocent ! I am at this moment a close prisoner, without com- 
munication with the outer world, reduced consequently to the 
most absolute helplessness. It is through your probi^ that I 
hope to demonstrate my innocence." 

"What an actor!" thought the magistrate. "Can crime be 
so strong as this ?" He glanced over his papers, reading certain 
passages of the preceding depositions, turning down the corners 
of certain pages which contained important information. Then 
suddenly he resumed: "When you were arrested, you cried out: 
T am lost.' What did you mean by that?" 

"Sir," replied Albert, "I remember having uttered those 
words. When I knew of what crime I was accused, I was 
overwhelmed with consternation. My mind was, as it were, 
enlightened by a glimpse of the future. In a moment, I per- 
ceived all the horror of my situation. I understood the weight 
of the accusation, its probability, and the difficulties I should 
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have in defending myself. A voice cried out to me: 'Who was 
most interested in Clandine's death?' And the knowledge of 
my imaiinent peril forced from me the exclamation you 
speak ai,'' 

His explanation was more than plausiMe, was possible, and 
even likely. It had the advantage, too, of anticipating the 
axiom: "Search out the one whom the crime will benefit!" 
Tabaret had spoken truly, when he said that they would not 
easily make the prisoner confess. M. Daburon admired Al- 
bert's presence of mind, and the resources of his perverse 
imagination. 

"You do indeed," continued the magistrate, "appear to have 
had the greatest interest in this death. Moreover, I will inform 
you that robbery was not the object of the crime. The things 
thrown into the Seine have been recovered. We know, also, 
that all the widow's papers were burned. Could they compro- 
mise any one but yourself? If you know of any one, speak." — 
"What can I answer, sir? Nothing." — ^"Have you often gone 
to see this woman?" — "Three or four times with my father." — 
"One of your coachmen pretends to have driven you there at 
least ten times." — ^"The man is mistaken. - But what matters the 
number of visits?" — "Do you recollect the arrangements of the 
rooms? Can you describe them?" — "Perfectly, sir: there were 
two. Claudine slept in the back room." — "You were in no way 
a stranger to Widow Lerouge. If you had knocked one evening 
at her window-shutter, do you think she would have let you 
in?" — ^"Certainly, sir, and eagerly." — "You have been unwell 
these last few days?" — "Very unwell, to say the least, sir. 
My body bent under the weight of a burden too great for my 
strength. It was not, however, for want of courage." — ^"Why 
did you forbid your valet, Lubin, to call in the doctor?" — "Ah, 
sir, how could the doctor cure my disease? All his science 
could not make me the legitimate son of the Comte de Com- 
marin." — "Some very singular remarks made by you were over- 
heard. You seemed to be no longer interested in anything con- 
cerning your home. You destroyed a large number of papers 
and letters." — ^"I had decided to leave the comte, sir. My reso- 
lution explains my conduct." 

Albert replied promptly to the magistrate's questions, w^ith- 
oiit the least embarrassment, and in a confident tone. His voice, 
which was very pleasant to the ear, did not tremble. It con- 
cealed no emotion; it retained its pure and vibrating sound. 
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M. Daburon deemed it wise to suspend the examination for a 
short time. With so cunning an adversary, he was evidently 
pursuing a false course. To proceed in detail was folly; he 
neither intimidated the prisoner, nor made him break through 
his reserve. It was necessary to take him unawares. 

"Sir," resumed the magistrate, abruptly, "tell me exactly how 
you passed your time last Tuesday evening, from six o'clock 
until midnight?" 

For the first time, Albert seemed disconcerted. His glance, 
which had, till then, been fixed upon the magistrate, wavered. 
"During Tuesday evening," he stammered, repeating the phrase 
to gain time. 

"I have him," thought the magistrate, starting with joy, and 
then added aloud: "Yes, from six o'clock until midnight." 

"I am afraid, sir," answered Albert, "it will be difficult for 
me to satisfy you. I haven't a very good memory." 

"Oh, don't tell me that!" interrupted the magistrate. "If I 
bad zsked what you were doing three months ago, on a certain 
evening, and at a certain hour, I could understand your hesita- 
tion; but this is about Tuesday, and it is now Friday. More- 
over, this day, so close, was the last of the carnival; it was 
Shrove Tuesday. That circumstance ought to help your 
memory." 

"That evening I went out walking," murmured Albert. — 
"Now," continued the magistrate, "where did you dine?" — 
"At home, as usual." — "No, not as usual. At the end of 
your meal, you asked for a bottle of Bordeaux, of which you 
drank the whole. You doubtless had need of some extra excite- 
ment for your subsequent plans." — "I had no plans," replied the 
prisoner with very evident uneasiness. — "You make a mistake. 
Two friends came to seek you. You replied to them, before sit- 
ting down to dinner, that you had a very important engage- 
ment to keep." — "That was only a polite way of getting rid of 
them." — "Why?" — "Can you not understand, sir? I was re- 
signed, but not comforted. I was learning to get accustomed 
to the terrible blow. Would not one seek solitude in the great 
crisis of one's life?" — ^"The prosecution pretends that you 
wished to be left alone that you might go to La Jonchere. 
During the day you said: *She can not resist me.' Of whom 
were you speaking?" — "Of some one to whom I had written the 
evening before, and who had replied to me. I spoke the words, 
with her letter still in my hands."— "This letter was, then, 
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from a woman?" — "Yes." — "What have you done with it?" — 
"I have burned it." — "This precaution leads one to suppose that 
you considered the letter compromising." — "Not at all, sir; it 
treated entirely of private matters." 

M. Daburon was sure that this letter came from Mademoi- 
selle d'Arlange. Should he nevertheless ask* the question, and 
again hear pronounced the name of Claire, which always 
aroused such painful emotions within him ? He ventured to do 
so, leaning over his papers, so that the prisoner could not detect 
his emotion. "From whom did this letter come?" he asked. 

"From one whom I can not name." 

"Sir," said the magistrate severely, "I will not conceal from 
you that your position is greatly compromised. Do not aggra- 
vate it by this culpable reticence. You are here to tell every- 
thing, sir." 

"My own affairs, yes, not those of others." 

Albert gave this last answer in a dry tone. He was giddy, 
flurried, exasperated, by the prying and irritating mode of the 
examination, which scarcely gave him time to breathe. The 
magistrate's questions fell upon him more thickly than the blows 
of the blacksmith's hammer upon the red-hot iron which he is 
anxious to beat into shape before it cools. The apparent rebel- 
lion of his prisoner troubled M. Daburon a great deal. He was 
further extremely surprised to find the discernment of the old 
detective at fault; just as though Tabaret were infallible. Taba- 
ret had predicted an unexceptionable alibi; and this alibi was 
not forthcoming. Why? Had this subtle villain something bet- 
ter than that? What artful defense had he to fall back upon? 
Doubtless he kept in reserve some unforeseen stroke, perhaps 
irresistible. "Gently," thought the magistrate. "I have not got 
him yet." Then he quickly added aloud: "Continue. After 
dinner what did you do?" — "I went out for a walk." — "Not im- 
mediately. The bottle emptied, you smoked a cigar in the 
dining-room, which was so unusual as to be noticed. What 
kind of cigars do you usually smoke?" — "Trabucos." — "Do you 
not use a cigar-holder, to keep your lips from contact with the 
tobacco?" — "Yes, sir," replied Albert, much surprised at this 
series of questions. — "At what time did you go out?" — "About 
eight o'clock."— "Did you carry an umbrella ?"—" Yes."— 
"Where did you go?"— "I walked about."— "Alone, without any 
object, all the evening?" — "Yes, sir." — "Now trace out your 
wanderings for me very carefully." 
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"Ah, sir, that is very difficult to do 1 I went out simply to 
walk about, for the sake of exercise, to drive away the tcnpor 
which had depressed me for three days. I don't know whether 
you can picture to yourself my exact condition. I was half 
out of my mind. I walked about at hazard along the quays. I 
wandered through the streets — " 

"All that is very improbable," interrupted the magistrate. M. 
Daburon, however, knew that it was at least possible. Had not 
he himself, one night, in a similar condition, traversed all 
Paris? What reply could he have made, had some one asked 
him next morning where he had been, except that he had not 
paid attention, and did not know? But he had forgotten this; 
and his previous hesitations, too, had all vanished. As the in- 
quiry advanced, the fever of investigation took possession of 
him. He enjoyed the emotions of the struggle, his passion for 
his calling became stronger than ever. He was again an inves- 
tigating magistrate, like the fencing master, who, once practis- 
ing with his dearest friend, became excited by the clash of the 
weapons, and, forgetting himself, killed him. 

"So," resumed M. Daburon, "you met absolutely no one who 
can affirm that he saw you? You did not speak to a living 
soul? You entered no place, not even a cafe, or a theatre, or 
a tobacconist's to light one of your favorite trabucos?" 

"No sir." 

"Well, it is a great misfortune for you, yes, a very great 
misfortune ; for I must inform you that it was precisely during 
this Tuesday evening, between eight o'clock and midnight, that 
Widow Lerouge was assassinated. Justice can point out the 
exact hour. Again, sir, in your own interest, I recommend you 
to reflect — to make a strong appeal to your memory." 

This pointing out of the exact day and hour of the murder 
seemed to astound Albert. He raised his hand to his forehead 
with a despairing gesture. However, he replied in a cahn 
voice: "I am very unfortunate, sir: but I can recollect nothing." 
M. Daburon's surprise was immense. What, not an alibi? 
Nothing ? This could be no snare nor system of defense. Was, 
then, this man as cunning as he had imagined? Doubtless. 
Only he had been taken unawares. He had never imagined it 
possible for the accusation to fall upon him; and it was almost 
by a miracle it had done so. The magistrate slowly raised, one 
hy one, the large pieces of paper that covered tiie articles seized 
m Albert's rooms. "We will pass," he continued, **to the ex- 
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amination of the charges which weigh against you. Will you 
please come nearer? Do you recognize these articles as be- 
longing to yourself?" — "Yes, sir, they are all mine." — "Well, 
take this foil. Who broke it?" — "I, sir, in fencing with M. de 
Courtivois, who can bear witness to it." — "He will be heard. 
Where is the broken end?" — "I do not know. You must ask 
Lubin, my valet." — "Exactly. He declares that he has hunted 
for it, and can not find it. I must tell you that the victim re- 
ceived the fatal blow from the sharpened end of a broken foil. 
This piece of stufT, on which the assassin wiped his weapon, is 
a proof of what I state." — "I beseech you, sir, to order a most 
minute search to be made. It is impossible that the other half 
of the foil is not to be found." — "Orders shall be given to that 
effect. Look, here is the exact imprint of the murderer's foot 
traced on this sheet of paper. I will place one of your boots 
upon it; and the sole, as you perceive, fits the tracing with the 
utmost precision. This plaster was poured into the hollow left 
by the heel: you observe that it is, in all respects, similar in 
shape to the heels of your own boots. I perceive, too, the mark 
of a peg, which appears in both." 

Albert followed with marked anxiety every movement of the 
magistrate. It was plain that he was struggling against a 
growing terror. Was he attacked by that fright which over- 
powers the guilty when they see themselves on the point of 
being confounded. To all the magistrate's remarks, he an- 
swered in a low voice: "It is true — ^perfectly true." 

"That is so," continued M. Daburon; "yet listen further, 
before attempting to defend yourself. The criminal had an 
umbrella. The end of this umbrella sank in the clayey soil ; the 
round of wood which is placed at the end of the silk was found 
molded in the clay. Look at this clod of clay, raised with the 
utmost care; and now look at your umbrella. Compare the 
rounds. Are they alike, or not?" 

"These things, sir," attempted Albert, "are manufactured in 
large quantities." 

"Well, we will pass over that proof. Look at this cigar 
end, found on the scene of the crime, and tell me of what 
brand it is, and how it was smoked." 

"It is a trabucos, and was smoked in a cigar-holder." 

"Like these?" persisted the magistrate, pointing to the cigars 
and the amber and meerschaum-holders found in the vicomte's 
library. 
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"Yes!" nranniired Albert, "it is a fatality — z strange coin- 
cidence/' 

"Patience; that is nothing, as yet. The assassin wore gloves. 
The victim, in the death struggle, seized his hands ; and some 
pieces of kid remained in her nails. These have been pre- 
served, and are here. They are of a lavender color, are they 
not? Now, here are the gloves which you wore on Tuesday. 
They, too, are lavender, and they are frayed. Compare these 
pieces of kid with your own gloves. Do they not correspond ? 
Are they not of the same color, the same skin?" It was useless 
to deny it, equivocate, or seek subterfuges. The evidence was 
there, and it was irrefutable. While appearing to occupy him- 
self solely with the objects lying upon his table, M. Daburon 
did not lose sight of the prisoner. Albert was terrified. A cold 
perspiration bathed his temples, and glided drop by drop down 
his cheeks. His hands trembled so much that they were of no 
use to him. In a choking voice he kept repeating: 'Tt is hor- 
rible, horrible I" 

"Finally," pursued the inexorable magistrate, "here are the 
trousers you wore on the evening of the murder. It is plain 
that not long ago they were very wet; and, besides the mud on 
them, there are traces of earth. Besides that, they are torn 
at the knees. We will admit, for the moment, that you might 
not remember where you went on that evening; but who would 
believe that you do not know where you tore your trousers 
and how you frayed your gloves I" 

What courage could resist such assaults? Albert's firmness 
and energy were at an end. His brain whirled. He fell heavily 
into a chair, exclaiming: "It is enough to drive me mad!" 

"Do you admit," insisted the magistrate, whose gaze had 
become firmly fixed upon the prisoner, "do you admit that 
Widow Lerouge could only have been stabbed by you?" 

"I admit," protested Albert, "that I am the victim of one of 
those terrible fatalities which make men doubt the evidence of 
their reason. I am innocent." 

"Then tell me where you passed Tuesday evening." 

"Ah, sir!" cried the prisoner, "I should have to—" But, 
restraining himself, he added in a faint voice: *1 have jnadc 
the only answer that I can make." 

M. Daburon rose, having now reached his grand stroke. "It 
is, then, my duty," said he, with a shade of irony, "to supply 
your failure of memory. I am going to remind you of where 
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you went and what you did. On Tuesday evening, at eight 
o'clock, after having obtained from the wine you drank the 
dreadful energy you needed, you left your home. At thirty- 
five minutes past eight, you took the train at the St. Lazare 
station. At nine o'clock, you alighted at the station at Reuil." 
And, not disdaining to employ old Tabaret's ideas, the investi- 
gating magistrate repeated nearly word for word the tirade 
improvised the night before by the amateur detective. He had 
every reason, while speaking, to admire the old fellow's pene- 
tration. In all his life, his eloquence had never produced so 
striking an effect. Every sentence, every word, told. The 
prisoner's assurance, already shaken, fell little by little, just like 
the outer coating of a wall when riddled with bullets. Albert 
was, as the magi$trate perceived, like a man, who, rolling to 
the bottom of a precipice, sees every branch and every projec- 
tion which might retard his fall fail him, and who feels a new 
and more painful bruise each time his body comes in contact 
with them. 

"And now," concluded the investigating magistrate, "listen 
to good advice: do not persist in a system of denying, impos- 
sible to sustain. Give in. Justice, rest assured, is ignorant of 
nothing which it is important to know. Believe me; seek to 
deserve the indulgence of your judges; confess your guilt." 

M. Daburon did not believe that his prisoner would still per- 
sist in asserting his innocence. He imagined he would be 
overwhelmed and confounded, that he would throw himself at 
his feet, begging for mercy. But he was mistaken. Albert, 
in spite of his great prostration, found, in one last effort of 
his will, sufficient strength to recover himself and again protest : 
"You are right, sir," he said in a sad but firm voice; "every- 
thing seems to prove me guilty. In your place, I should have 
spoken as you have done ; yet all the same, I swear to you that 
I am innocent" 

"Come now, do you really — ** began the magistrate. 

"I am innocent," interrupted Albert; "and I repeat it, with- 
out the least hope of changing in any way your conviction. 
Yes, everything speaks against me, everything, even my own 
bearing before you. It is true, my courage has been shaken by 
these incredible, miraculous, overwhelming coincidences. I am 
overcome, because I feel the impossibility of proving my inno- 
cence. But I do not despair. My honor and my life are in the 
hands of God. At this very hour when to you I appear lost — 
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lor I in no way deceive myself, sir — ^I do not despair of a com- 
plete justification. I await confidently.** 

"What do you mean?" asked the magistrate. — "Nothing bnt 
what I say, sir." — "So you persist in denjdng your guilt?" — "I 
am innocent." — "But this is folly." — "I am innocent. — ^**Very 
well," said M. Daburon; "that is enough for to-day. You will 
hear the official report of your examination read, and win then 
be taken back to solitary confinement. I exhort you to reflect. 
Night will perhaps bring on a better feeling; if you wish at 
any time to speak to me, send word, and I will come to you. 
I will give orders to that effect. You may read now. Constant.** 

When Albert had departed under the escort of the gendarmes, 
the magistrate muttered in a low tone: "There's an obstinate 
fellow for you." He certainly no longer entertained the shadow 
of a doubt. To him, Albert was as surely the murderer as if 
he had admitted his guilt. Even if he should persist in his 
system of denial to the end of the investigation, it was impos- 
sible that, with the proofs already in the possession of the 
police, a true bill should not be found against him. He was 
therefore certain of being committed for trial at the assizes. It 
was a hundred to one that the jury would bring in a verdict of 
guilty. Left to himself, howtver, M. Daburon did not expe- 
rience that intense satisfaction, mixed with vanity, which he 
ordinarily felt after he had successfully conducted an examina- 
tion, and had succeeded in getting his prisoner into the same 
position as Albert. Something disturbed and shocked him. At 
the bottom of his heart, he felt ill at ease. He had triumphed ; 
but his victory gave him only uneasiness, pain, and vexation. 
A reflection so simple that he could hardly understand why ft 
had not occurred to him at first increased his discontent, and 
made him angry with himself. "Something toki me," he mut- 
tered, "that I was wrong to undertake this business. I am 
punished for not having obeyed that inner voice. I ought to 
have declined to proceed with the investigation. The Vicomte 
de Commarin was, all the same, certain to be arrested, impris- 
oned, examined, confounded, tried, and probably condemned. 
Then, being in no way connected with the trial, I could have 
reappeared before Qaire. Her grief will be great. As her 
friend, I could have soothed her, mingled my tears with hers, 
calmed her regrets. With time, she might have been consoled, 
and perhaps have forgotten him. She could not have helped 
feeling grateful to me, and then who knows — ? While now. 
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whatevw may happen, I shall be an object of loathing to her: 
she win never be able to endure the sight of me. In her eyes 
I shall always be her lover's assassin. I have with my own 
hands opened an abyss between her and myself which cen- 
turies could not fill up. I have lost her a second time, and by 
my own fault." The unhappy man heaped the bitterest re- 
proaches upon himself. He was in despair. He had never so 
hated Albert — ^that wretch, who, stained with a crime, stood in 
the way of his happiness. Then, too, he cursed old Tabaretl 
Alone, he would not have decided so quickly. He would have 
waited^ thought over the matter, matured his decision, and 
certainly have perceived the inconveniences which now occurred 
to him. The old fellow, always carried away like a badly 
trained bloodhound, and full of stupid enthusiasm, had coit- 
fnsed him, and led him to do what he now so much regretted. 

It was precisely this unfavorable moment that M. Tabaret 
chose for reappearing before the magistrate. He had just been 
informed of the termination of the inquiry; and he arrived, 
impatient to know what had passed, swelling with curiosity, and 
full of the sweet hope of hearing of the fulfilment of his pre* 
dictions. ''What answers did he make?" he asked even before 
he had closed the door. 

"He is evidently guilty," replied the magistrate, with a harsh- 
ness very different from his usual manner. Old Tabaret, who 
expected to receive praises by the basketful, was astounded at 
this tone f It was, therefore, with great hesitancy that he offered 
his further services. *'I have come," he said modestly, "to know 
if any investigations are necessary to demolish the alibi pleaded 
by the prisoner." 

"He pleaded no alibi," replied the magistrate, dryly. — ^"How," 
cried the detective, "no alibi? Pshaw! I ask pardon: he has, 
of course, then confessed everything." 

"No," said the magistrate impatiently, "he has confessed 
nothing. He acknowledges that the proofs are decisive: he 
can not give an account of how he spent his time; but he pro- 
tests his innocence." In the centre of the room, M. Tabaret 
stood with his mouth wide open, and his eyes staring wildly, and 
altogether in the most grotesque attitude his astonishment could 
effect. He was literally thunderstruck. In spite of his anger, 
M. Daburon could not help smiling: and even Constant gave a 
grin, which on his lips was equivalent to a paroxysm of laugh- 
ter. "Not an alibi, nothing?" murmured the old fellow. "No 

17— Vol. 2 
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explanations? The ideal It is inconceivable! Not an alibi? 
We must then be mistaken: he can not be the criminal. That 
is certain !" 

The investigating magistrate felt that the old amateur must 
have been waiting the result of the examination at the wine- 
shop round the corner, or else that he had gone mad. "Unfor- 
tunately," said he, "we are not mistaken. It is but too clearly 
shown that M. de Commarin is the murderer. However, if you 
like, you can ask Constant for his report of the examination, 
and read it over while I put these papers in order." — ^**Very 
well," said the old fellow with feverish anxiety. He sat down 
in Constant's chair, and, leaning his elbows on the table, thrust- 
ing his hands in his hair, he in less than no time read the re- 
port through. When he had finished, he arose with pale and 
distorted features. "Sir," said he to the magistrate in a strange 
voice, "I have been the involuntary cause of a terrible mistake. 
This man is innocent." 

"Come, come," said M. Daburon, without stopping his prep- 
arations for departure^ "you are going out of your mind, my 
dear M. Tabaret. How, after all that you have read there, 
can — 

"Yes, sir, yes: it is because I have read this that I entreat 
you to pause, or we shall add one more mistake to the sad list 
of judicial errors. Read this examination over carefully; there 
is not a reply but which declares this unfortunate man innocent, 
not a word but which throws out a ray of light. And he is 
still in prison, still in solitary confinement?" 

"He is ; and there he will remain, if you please," interrupted 
the magistrate. "It becomes you well to talk in this manner, 
after the way you spoke last night, when I hesitated so much." 

"But, sir," cried the old detective, "I still say precisely the 
same. Ah, wretched Tabaret! all is lost; no one understands 
you. Pardon me, sir, if I lack the respect due to you; but you 
have not grasped my method. It is, however, very simple. 
Given a crime, with all the circumstances and details, I con- 
struct, bit by bit, a plan of accusation, which I do not guarantee 
until it is entire and perfect. If a man is found to whom this 
plan applies exactly in every particular the author of the crime 
is found: otherwise, one has laid hands upon an innocent per- 
son. It is not sufficient that such and such particulars seem 
to point to him; it must be all or nothing. This is infallible. 
Now, in this case, how have I reached the culprit? Through 
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IMTOceedii^^ by inference from the known to the unknown. I 
have examined his wcM'k; and I have formed an idea of the 
worker. Reason and logic lead us to what? To a villain, de- 
termined, audacious, and prudent, versed in the business. And 
do you think that such a man would neglect a precaution that 
would not be omitted by the stupidest tyro? It is inconceivable. 
What I this man is so skilful as to leave such feeUe traces that 
ihey escape Gevrol's practised eye, and you think he would 
risk his safety by leaving an entire night unaccounted for ? It's 
impossible I I am as sure of my system as of a stun that has 
been proved. The assassin has an alibi. Albert has pleaded 
none ; then he is innocent" 

M. Daburon surveyed the detective pityingly, much as he 
would have looked at a remarkable monomaniac. When the 
old fellow had finished: ''My worthy M. Tabaret," the magis- 
trate said to him: **yoa have but one fault. You err through 
an excess of subtlety, accord too freely to others the wonderful 
sagacity with which you yourself are endowed. Our man has 
failed in prudence, simply because he believed his rank would 
place him above suspicion." 

"No, sir, no, a thousand times no. My culprit^-the true one 
— ^he whom we have missed catching, feared everything. Be- 
sides, does Albert defend himself? No. He is overwhelmed 
because he perceives coincidences so fatal that they appear to 
condemn him, without a chance of escape. Does he try to 
excuse himself? No. He simply replies: It is terrible.' And 
yet all through his examination I feel reticence that I can not 
explain." 

'1 can explain it very easily ; and I am as confident as though 
he had confessed everything. I have more than sufiBcient proofs 
for that." 

"Ah, sir, proofs I There are always enough of those against 
an arrested man. They existed against every innocent man 
who was ever condemned. Proofs ! Why, I had them in qtian^ 
tities against Kaiser, the poor little tailor, who — " 

"Well," interrupted the magistrate, hastily, "if it is not he, 
the most interested one, who committed the crime, who then 
is it? His father, the Comte de Commarin?" 

"No; the true assassin is a young man." 

M. Daburon had arranged his papers and finished his prep- 
arations. He took up his hat, and, as he prepared to leave, 
replied: "You must then see that I am right! Come, good-by, 
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M. Tabaret, and make haste and get rid of all your foolish 
ideas. To-morrow we will talk the whole matter over again. 
I am rather tired to-night." Then he added, addressing his 
clerk, "Constant, look in at the record office, in case the pris- 
oner Commarin should wish to speak to me." He moved toward 
the door; but M. Tabaret barred his exit. **Sir," said the old 
man, "in the name of heaven, listen to me! He is innocent, 
I swear to you. Help me, then, to find the real culprit. Sir, 
think of your remorse should you cause an — " But the mag- 
istrate would not hear more. He pushed old Tabaret quickly 
aside and hurried out. The old man now turned to Constant. 
He wished to convince him. Lost trouble: the tall clerk has- 
tened to put his things away, thinking of his soup, which was 
getting cold. So that M. Tabaret soon found himself locked 
out of the room and alone in the dark passage. All the usual 
sounds of the Palais had ceased: the place was silent as the 
tomb. The old detective desperately tore his hair with both 
hands. "Ah!" he exclaimed, "Albert is innocent; and it is I 
who have cast suspicion upon him. It is I, fool that I am, who 
have infused into the obstinate spirit of this magistrate a con- 
viction that I can no longer destroy. He is innocent, and is 
yet enduring the most horrible anguish. Suppose he should 
commit suicide! There have been instances of wretched men 
who, in despair at being falsely accused, have killed themselves 
in their cells. Poor boy ! But I will not abandon him. I have 
ruined him: I will save him! I must, I will, find the culprit; 
and he shall pay dearly for my mistake, the scoundrel !" 




A FTER seeing the Comte de Commarin safely in his carriage 
^■^ at the entrance of the Palais de Justice, Noel Gerdy seemed 
inclined to leave him. Resting one hand against the half- 
opened carriage door, he bowed respectfully, and said: "When, 
sir, shall I have the honor of paying my respects to you?" 

"Come with me now," said the old nobleman. 

The barrister, still leaning forward, muttered some excuses. 
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He haidy be said, inqxirtant basiness : be must positiTely rettsm 
borne at once. "Come»" repeated tbe omite in a tone whicb 
admitted of no reply. Noel obeyed. "You have found your 
father/' said M« de Coounarin in a low tone; "£ut I must warn 
yon that at tbe same time you lose your independence." 

.iTbe carriage started; and only then did tiie oomte notice 
that Noel bad very modestly seated himself opposite bint This 
bmniHty seemed to displease him greatly. *'Stt here by my side, 
sir/' be exclaimed; ''are you not my son?" 

Tbe barrister, without relying, took bis seat by the side of 
the terrible old man, but occapted as littk room as possUile. 
He had been very much upset by his interview with M. Dabu* 
ton, for he retained none of ins usual assurance, none of that 
exteric»' cooiaess by which be was accustomed to conceal bis 
feelings. Fortunately, tbe ride gave him time to breathe and 
to recover himself a little. On the way from tbe Palais de 
Justice to the De Commafin mansion not a word passed be- 
tween the father and son. When the carriage stopped before 
tbe steps leading to tiie principal entrance, and tbe comte got 
out vrith Noel's assistance, there was great commotion among 
tbe servants. There were, it is true, few of them present, 
nearly all having been summoned to the Palais; huat the corate 
and the barrister had scarcely disappeared when, as if by en- 
chantment, they were all assembled in the hall. They came 
from the garden, the stables, the cellar, and the kitdien. Nearly 
all bore marks of their calling. A young groom appeared with 
bis wooden shoes filled with straw, shuffling about on tbe mar- 
ble fkx>r like a mangy dog on a Gobelin tapestry. One of them 
recognized Noel as tbe visitor of tbe previous Sunday; and 
that was enough to set fire to all these gossip-mongers thirst- 
ing for scandal. 

Since morning, moreover, tbe unusual events at tbe De Com- 
marin mansion had caused a great stir in society. A thousand 
stories were circulated, talked over, corrected, and added to 
by tbe ill-natured and malicious — some abominably absurd, 
others simply idiotic. Twenty people, very noble and still more 
proud, had not been above sending their most intelligent ser- 
vants to pay a little visit among the comte's retainers, for the 
sole purpose of learning something positive. As it was, nobody 
knew anything; and yet everybody pretended to be fully in- 
formed. Let any oot explain who can tiiis very common phe- 
nomenon: A crime is committed; justice arrives,, wrapped in 
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mystery; the police are still ignorant of almost everything; and 
yet details of the most minute character are already circulated 
about the streets. 

"So/' said a cook, ''that tall dark fellow with the whiskers 
is the comte's true sool" — "You are right," said one of the 
footmen who had accompanied M. de Commarin; "as for the 
other, he is no more his son than Jean here; who, by the way, 
will be kicked out of doors if he is caught in this part of the 
house with his dirty working-shoes on." — "What a romance!" 
exclaimed Jean, supremely indifferent to the danger which 
threatened him. "Such things constantly occur in great fam- 
ilies," said the cook. "How ever did it happen?" — "Well, you 
see, one day, long ago, when the comtesse who is now dead 
was out walking with her little son, who was about six months 
old, the child was stolen by gipsies. The poor lady was full 
of grief ; but, above all, was greatly afraid of her husband, who 
was not overkind. What did she do? She purchased a brat 
from a woman who happened to be passing; and, never having 
noticed his child, the comte has never known the difference." 
— "But the assassination!" — "That's very simple. When the 
woman saw her brat in such a nice berth, she bled him finely, 
and has kept up a system of blackmailing all along. The 
vicomte had nothing left for himself. So he resolved at last 
to put an end to it, and come to a final settling with her." — 
"And the other, who is up there, the dark fellow?" 

The orator would have gone on, without doubt, giving the 
most satisfactory e3q)lanations of everything if he had not been 
interrupted by the entrance of M. Lubin, who came from the 
Palais in company of young Joseph. His success, so brilliant up 
to this time, was cut short, just like that of a second-rate singer 
when the star of the evening comes on the stage. The entire 
assembly turned toward Albert's valet, all eyes questioning him. 
He, of course, knew all ; he was the man they wanted. He did 
not take advantage of his position and keep them waiting. 

"What a rascal !" he exclaimed at first. "What a villainous 
fellow is this Albert!" He entirely did away with the "M." 
and "Vicomte," and met with general approval for doing so. 
"However," he added, "I always had my doubts. The fellow 
didn't please me by half. You see now to what we are exposed 
every day in our profession, and it is dreadfully disagreeable. 
The magistrate did not conceal it from me. 'M. Lubin,' said 
he, *it is very sad for a man like you to have waited on such 
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a scoundrel/ For you must know that, besides an old woman 
oyer eighty years old, he also assassinated a young girl of 
twelve. The little child, the magistrate told me, was chopped 
into bits." 

"Ah!" put in Joseph, "he must have been a great fool. Do 
people do those sort of things themselves when they are rich, 
and when there are so many poor devils who only ask to gain 
their living?" 

"Pshaw!" said M. Lubin in a knowing tone; "you will see 
him come out of it as white as snow. These rich men can do 
an3rthing." 

"Anyhow," said the cook, "I'd willingly give a month's wages 
to be a mouse, and to listen to what the comte and the tall 
dark fellow are talking about. Suppose some one went up and 
tried to find out what is going on." 

This proposition did not meet with the least favor. The 
servants knew by e^erience that, on important occasions, spy- 
ing was worse than useless. M. de Commarin knew all about 
servants from infancy. His study was, therefore, a shelter from 
all indiscretion. The sharpest ear placed at the keyhole could 
hear nothing of what was going on within, even when the mas- 
ter was in a passion and his voice loudest. One alone, Denis, 
the comte's valet, had the opportunity of gathering informa- 
tion; but he was well paid to be discreet, and he was so. At 
this moment M. de Commarin was sitting in the same arm- 
chair on which the evening before he had bestowed such furi- 
ous blows while listening to Albert. As soon as he left his 
carriage, the old nobleman recovered his haughtiness. He 
became even more arrogant in his manner than he had been 
humble when before the magistrate, as though he were ashamed 
of what he now considered an unpardonable weakness. He 
wondered how he could have yielded to a momentary impulse, 
how his grief could have so basely betrayed him. At the re- 
membrance of the avowals wrested from him by a sort of 
delirium, he blushed and reproached himself bitterly. The same 
as Albert the night before, Noel, having fully recovered him- 
self, stood erect, cold as marble, respectful, but no longer hum- 
ble. The father and son exchanged glances which had nothing 
of sympathy or friendliness. They examined one another, 
they almost measured each other, much as two adversaries 
feel their way with their eyes before encountering with their 
weapons. 
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''Sir/' said the eomte at length in a harsh voice, '^henceforth 
this house is yours. From this moment you are the Vicomte 
de Commarin; you regain possession of all the rights of which 
you were deprived. Listen before you thank me. I wish, at 
once, to relieve you of all misunderstanding. Remember this 
well, sir; had I been master of the situation, I would never 
have recognized you: Albert should have remained in the posi- 
tion m which I placed him.". 

"I understand you, sir," replied Noel. ''I don't think that 
I coukl ever bring myself to do an act like that by which you 
deprived me of my birthright; but I declare that, if I had the 
misfortune to do so, I should afterward have acted as you have. 
Your rank was too conspicuous to permit a voluntary acknowl- 
edgment. It was a thousand times better to suffer an injustice 
to continue in secret than to expose the name to the comments 
of the malicious." 

This answer surprised the comte, and very agreeably too. 
But he would not let his satisfaction be seen, and it was in 
a still harsher voice that he resumed. ''I have no claim, sir, 
upon your affection; I do not ask for it, but I insist at all 
times upon the utmost deference. It is traditional in our house 
that a son shall never interrupt his father when he is speak- 
ing; that you have just been guilty of. Neither do children 
judge their parents: that also you have just done. When I was 
forty years of age my father was in his second childhood; but 
I do not remember ever having raised my voice above his. 
This said, I continue. I provided the necessary funds for the 
expenses of Albert's household completely, distinct from my 
own, for he had his own servants, horses, and carriages; and 
besides that I allowed the unhappy boy four thousand francs a 
month. I have decided, in order to put a stop to all foolish 
gossip, and to make your position the easier, that you should 
live on a grander scale; this matter concerns myself. Further, 
I will increase your monthly allowance to six thousand francs, 
which I trust you will spend as nobly as possible, giving the 
least possible cause for ridicule. I can not too strongly exhort 
you to the utmost caution. Keep close watch over yourself. 
Weigh your words well. Study your slightest actions. You 
will be the point of observation of the thousands of imperti- 
nent idlers who compose our world; your blunders will be their 
delight Do you fence ?"— ''Moderately wen.**— "That will do! 
Do you ride?"— "No; but in six months I will be a good horse- 
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man, or break my neck." — "Yon must become a horseman, and 
not break anything. Let us proceed. You will, of course, not 
occupy Albert's apartments. They will be walled off as soon as 
I am free of the pohce. Thank heaven! the house is large. 
You will occupy the other wing: and there will be a separate 
entrance to your apartments by another staircase. Servants, 
horses, carriages, furniture, such as become a vicomte, will be 
at your service, cost what it may, within forty-eight hours. 
On the day of your taking possession, you must look as though 
you had been installed there for years. There will be a great 
scandal, but that can not be avoided. A prudent father might 
send you away for a few months to the Austrian or Russian 
courts, but in this instance such prudence would be absurd. 
Much better a dreadful outcry, which ends quickly, than low 
murmurs which last forever. Dare public opinion ; and in eight 
days it will have exhausted its comments, and the story will 
have become old. So to work! This very evening the work- 
men shall be here; and, in the first place, I must present you 
to my servants." 

To put his purpose into execution, the comte moved to touch 
the bell-rope. Noel stopped him. Since the commencement of 
this interview the barrister had wandered in the regions of 
the thousand and one nights, the wonderful lamp in his hand. 
The fairy reality cast into the shade his wildest dreams. He 
was dazzled by the comte's words, and had need of all his 
reason to struggle against the giddiness which came over him 
on realizing his great good fortune. Touched by a magic wand, 
he seemed to awake to a thousand novel and unknown sensa- 
tions. He rolled in purple and bathed in gold. But he knew 
how to appear unmoved. His face had contracted the habit of 
guarding the secret of the most violent internal excitement. 
While all his passions vibrated within him, he appeared to 
listen with a sad and almost indifferent coldness. "Permit me, 
sir," he said to the comte, "without overstepping the bounds 
of the utmost respect, to say a few words. I am touched more 
than I can express by your goodness ; and yet I beseech you to 
delay its manifestation. The proposition I am about to suggest 
may perhaps appear to you worthy of consideration. It seems 
to me that the situation demands the greatest delicacy on my 
part. It is well to despise public opinion, but not to defy it. 
I am certain to be judged with the utmost severity. If I install 
myself so suddenly in your house, what will be said? I shall 
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have tbe ^ipeamice of a conqueror, who thinks little, so long 
as he succeeds, of passing oyer the body of the conquered. Thej 
will reproach me- with occupying the bed still warm from 
Albert's body. They will jest bitterly at my haste in taking 
possession. They will certainly con^are me to Albert, and 
the comparison will be to my disadvantage, since I should 
appear to triumph at a time when a great disaster has fallen 
upon our house." The comte listened without showing any 
signs of disapprobation, struck perhaps by the justice of these 
reasons. Nod imagined tiiat his harshness was much more 
feigned than real; and this idea encouraged him. 

"I beseech 3rou then, sir," he continued, ''to permit me for 
the present in no way to change my mode of living. By not 
showing myself, I leave all malicious remarks to waste them- 
selves in air— I let public opinion the better familiarize itself 
with the idea of a coming change. There is a great deal in 
not taking the world by surprise. Being expected, I shall not 
have the air of an intruder on presenting myself. Absent, I 
shall have the advantages which the unknown always possess; 
I shall obtain the good opinion of all those who have envied 
Albert; and I shall secure as champions all those who would 
to-morrow assail me if my elevation came suddenly upon them. 
Besides, by this delay, I shall accustom myself to my abrupt 
change of fortune. I ought not to bring into your world, which 
is now mine, the manners of a parvenu. My name ought not 
to inconvenience me, like a badly fitting coat." 

"Perhaps it would be wisest," murmured the comte. 

This assent, so easily obtained, surprised Noel. He got the 
idea that the comte had only wished to prove him, to tempt 
him. In any case, whether he had triumphed by his eloquence, 
or whether he had simply shunned a trap, he had succeeded. 
His confidence increased ; he recovered all his former assurance. 
"I must add, sir," he continued, ''that there are a few matters 
concerning myself which demand my attention. Before enter- 
ing upon my new life, I must think of those I am leaving behind 
me. I have friends and clients. This event has surprised me, 
just as I am beginning to reap the reward of ten years of hard 
work and perseverance. I have as yet only sown ; I am on the 
point of reaping. My name is already known; I have ob- 
tained some little influence. I confess, without shame, that I 
have heretofore professed ideas and opinions that would not be 
suited to this house; and it is impossible in the space of a day—" 
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"Ah!" interrupted the comte in a bantering tone, "you are 
a liberal. It is a fashionable disease. Albert also was a great 
liberal." 

"My ideas, sir," said Noel quickly, " were those of every in- 
telligent man who wishes to succeed. Besides, have not all 
parties one and the same aim — ^power? They merely take dif- 
ferent means of reaching it. I will not enlarge upon this sub- 
ject. Be assured, sir, that I shall know how to bear my name, 
and think and act as a man of my rank should." 

"I trust so," said M. de Commarin; "and I hope that you 
will never make me regret Albert" 

''At least, sir, it will not be my fault. But since you have 
mentioned the name of that unfortunate young man, let us 
occupy ourselves about him." 

The comte cast a look of distrust upon Noel. "What can 
now be done for Albert?" he asked. — "What, sir!" cried Noel 
with ardor, "would you abandon him when he has not a friend 
left in the world? He is still your son, sir; he is my brother; 
for thirty years he has borne the name of Commarin. All the 
members of a family are jointly liable. Innocent, or guilty, he 
has a right to count upon us ; and we owe him our assistance." 

"What do you, then, hope for, sir?" asked the comte. 

"To save him if he is innocent; and I love to believe that 
he is. I am a barrister, sir, and I wish to defend him. I have 
been told that I have some talent; in such a cause I must have. 
Yes, however strong the charges against him may be, I will 
overthrow them. I will dispel all doubts. The truth shall 
burst forth at the sound of my voice. I will find new accents 
to imbue the judges with my own conviction. I will save him, 
and this shall be my last cause." 

"And if he should confess," said the comte ; "if he has already 
confessed?" 

"Then, sir," replied Noel with a dark look, "I will render 
him the last service, which in such a misfortune I should 
ask of a brother; I will procure him the means of avoiding 
judgment." 

"That is well spoken, sir," said the comte; "very well, 
my son!" 

And he held out his hand to Noel, who pressed it, bowing a 
respectful acknowledgment. The barrister took a long breath. 
At last he had found the way to this haughty noble's heart; 
he had conquered, he had pleased him. 
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^Let OS return to yourself, sit" ootitinued the comte. 1 
yield to the reasons which you have suggested. All shall be 
done as you desire. But do not consider this a precedent I 
never change my plans, even though they are proved to be bad 
and contrary to my interests. But at least nothing prevents 
your remaining here from to-day and taking your meals with 
me. We will, first of all, see where you can be lodged until 
you formally take possession of the apartments which are to 
be prepared for you." 

Noel had the hardihood to again interrupt the old nobleman. 
"Sir," said he, "when you bade me follow you here, I obeyed 
you, as was my duty. Now another and a sacred duty calls me 
away. Madame Gerdy is at this moment dying. Ought I to 
leave the deathbed of her who filled my mother's place?" 

"Valerie I" murmured the comte. He leaned upon the arm of 
his chair, his face buried in his hands; in one moment the 
whole past rose up before him. "She has done me great harm," 
he murmured, as if answering his thoughts. "She has ruined 
my whole life; but ought I to be implacable? She is dying 
from the accusation which is hanging over Albert our son. It 
was I who was the cause of it all. Doubtless, in this last hour, 
a word from me would be a great consolation to her. I will 
accompany you, sir.'' 

Noel started at this unexpected proposal. "Oh, sir I" said 
he hastily, "spare yourself, pray, a heartren<Hng sight. Your 
going would be useless. Madame Gerdy exists probably still, 
but her mind is dead. Her brain was unable to resist so vio- 
lent a shock. The unfortunate woman would neither recognize 
nor understand you." 

"Go then alone," sighed the comte; "go, my son!" 

The words "my son," pronounced with a marked emphasis, 
sounded like a note of victory in Noel's ears. He bowed to 
take his leave. The comte motioned him to wait. "In any 
case," he said, "a place at table will be set for you here. I dine 
at half-past six precisely. I shall be glad to sec you." He 
rang. His valet appeared. "Denis," said he, "none of the 
orders I may give will affect this gentleman. You will tell 
this to all the servants. This gentleman is at home here." 

The barrister took his leave ; and the comte felt great comfort 
in being once more alone. Since morning events had followed 
one another with such bewildering rapidity that his thoughts 
could scarcely keep pace with them. At last he was able to 
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reflect. "Thai, then/' said he to himself, ''is my legitimate son. 
I am sure of his tnrth at any rate. Besides I should be fool- 
ish to disown him, for I find him the exact picture of myself 
at thirty. He is a handsome fdlow, Noel, very handsome. His 
features are decidedly in his favor. He is intelligent and acute. 
He knows how to be hnmble witiiout lowering himself, and firm 
without arrogance. His unexpected good fortune does not turn 
his head. I augur well of a man who knows how to bear 
himself in prosperity. He thinks weU; he will carry his title 
proudly. And yet I feel no S3mipathy with him; it seems to 
me that I shall always regret my poor Albert. I never knew 
how to appreciate him. Unhappy boy i To commit such a vile 
crime! He must have lost his reason. I do not like the look 
of this one's eye. They say that he is perfect. He expresses, 
at least, the noblest and most appropriate sentiments. He is 
gentle and strong, magnanimous, generous, heroic. He is with- 
out malice, and is ready to sacrifice himself to repay me for 
what I have done for him. He forgives Madame Gerdy; he 
loves Albert. It is enough to make one distrust him. But all 
young men nowadays are so. Ah I we live in a happy age. 
Our children are bom free from all human iriiortcomings. 
They have neither the vices, the passions, nor the tempers of 
their fathers; and these precocious philosophers, models of 
sagacity and virtue, are' incapable of committing the least folly. 
Alas! Albert, too, was perfect; and he has assassinated Gau* 
dinel What will this one do?— All the same," he added, 
half-aloud, **1 ought to have accompanied him to see Valerie I** 
And, although the barrister had been gone at least a good ten 
minutes, M. de Commarin, not realizing how the time had 
passed, hastened to the window, in the hope of seeing Noel in 
the courtyard and calling him back. 

But Noel was already far away. On leaving the house he 
took a cab in the Rue de Bourgogne, and was quickly driven to 
the Rue St. Lazare. On reachhig his own door he threw rather 
than gave five francs to the driver, and ran rapidly up the four 
flights of stairs. ''Who has called to see me?" he asked of the 
servant. — "No one, sir." He seemed relieved from a great 
anxiety, and continued in a calmer tone: "And the doctor?" — 
"He came this morning, sir," replied the girl, "while you were 
out; and he did not seem at all hopeful. He came again just 
now, and is still here."— "Very well., I will go and speak to him. 
If any one calls, show them into my study, and let me know." 
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On entering Madame Gerdy's chamber, Noel saw at a glance 
that no change for the better had taken place during his ab- 
sence. With fixed eyes and convtdsed features, the sick woman 
lay extended upon her back. She seemed dead, save for the 
sudden starts, which shook her at intervals, and disarranged the 
bedclothes. Above her head was placed a little vessel, filled 
with ice-water, which- fell drop by drop upon her forehead, 
covered with large bluish spots. The table and mantelpiece 
were covered with little pots, medicine bottles, and half- 
emptied glasses. At the foot of the bed a rag stained with 
blood showed that the doctor had just had recourse to leeches. 
Near the fireplace, where was blazing a large fire, a nun of the 
order of St. Vincent de Paul was kneeling, watching a sauce- 
pan. She was a young woman, with a face whiter than her 
cap. Her immovsdbly placid features, her mournful look, be- 
tokened the renunciation of the flesh, and the abdication of all 
independence of thought. Her heavy gray costume hung about 
her in large ungraceful folds. Every time she moved, her long 
chaplet of beads and colored box-wood, loaded with crosses and 
copper medals, shook and trailed along the floor with a noise 
like a jingling of chains. 

Dr. Herve was seated on a chair opposite the bed, watching, 
apparently with close attention, the nun's preparations. He 
jumped up as Noel entered.. ''At last you are here," he said, 
giving his friend a strong grasp of the hand. 

'1 was detained at the Palais," said the barrister, as if he 
felt the necessity of explaining his absence ; "and I have been, 
as you may well imagine, dreadfully anxious." He leaned 
toward the doctor's ear, and in a trembling voice asked: "Well, 
is she at all better?" 

The doctor shook his head with an air of deep discourage- 
ment. "She is much worse," he replied: "since morning bad 
symptoms have succeeded each other with frightful rapidity." 
He checked himself. The barrister had seized his arm and 
was pressing it with all his might. Madame Gerdy stirred a 
little, and a feeble groan escaped her. "She heard you," mur- 
mured Noel— "r wish it were so," said the doctor; "it would 
be most encouraging. But I fear you are mistaken. How- 
ever, we will see. He went up to Madame Gerdy, and, while 
feeling her pulse, examined her carefully; then, with the tip 
of his finger, he lightly raised her eyelid. The eye appeared 
dull, glassy, lifeless. "Come, judge for yourself; take her hand, 



THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 881 

apeak to her." Noel, tren^ling all over, did as his friend 
wished He drew near, and, leaning over the bed, so that his 
mouth almost touched the sick woman's ear, he murmured: 
'^Mother, it is I, Noel, your own Noel. Speak to me, make 
some sign; do you hear me, mother?" It was in vain; she 
retained her frightful immobility. Not a sign of intelligence 
crossed her features. ''You see," said the doctor, '1 told you 
the truth."— "Poor woman 1" sighed Noel, "does she suffer?"— 
"Not at present" The nun now rose'; and she too came beside 
the bed.. "Doctor," said she, "all is ready." 

"Then caH the servant, sister, to help us. We are going to 
apply a mustard poultice." The servant hastened in. In the 
arms of the two women, Madame Gerdy was like a corpse whom 
tfaey were dressing for the last time. She was as rigid as 
though she were dead She must have suffered much and long, 
poor woman, for it was pitiable to see how thin she was. The 
nun herself was affected, although she had become habituated 
to the sig^t of suffering. How many invalids had breathed their 
last in her arms during the fifteen years that she had gone 
from pillow to pillow ! Noel, during this time, had retired into 
the window recess, and pressed his burning brow against the 
panes. Of what was he thinking while she who had given him 
so many proc^ of maternal tenderness and devotion was dying 
a few paces from him? Did he regret her? Was he not think- 
ing rather of the grand and magnificent existence which awaited 
him on the other side of the river, at the Faubourg St. Ger- 
main? He turned abruptly round on hearing his friend's voice. 

"It is done," said the doctor; "we have only now to wait 
the effect of the mustard. If she feels it, it will be a good sign ; 
if it has no effect, we will try cupping."-— "And if that does not 
succeed?" The doctor answered only with a shrug of the shoul- 
ders, which showed his inability to do more. "I understand 
your silence, Herve," murmured Noel. "Alas! you told me 
last night sbs was lost." ^ 

"Scientifically, yes; but I do not yet despair. It is hardly 
a year ago that the father-in-law of one of our comrades re- 
covered from an alnx)St identical attack; and I saw him when 
he was much, worse than this: suppuration had set in." 

"It breaks my heart to see her in this state," resumed Noel. 
"Must she die without recovering her reason even for one mo- 
ment? Will she not recognize me, speak one word to meP* 

"Who knows? This disease,. my poor friend, baffles all fore- 
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sight Each moment the aspect may change, according as the 
inflammation affects such or such a part of the brain. She is 
now in a state of utter insensibility, of complete prostration of 
all her intellectual faculties, of coma, of paralysis, so to say; 
to-morrow she may be seized vrith convulsions, accompanied 
with a fierce delirium."— "And will she speak then?" — ^"Cer- 
tainly<; but that will neither modify the nature nor the gravity 
of the disease." — "And will she recover her reason?" — ^"Per- 
haps," answered the doctor, looking fixedly at his friend; "but 
why do you ask that ?" 

"Ah, my dear Herve, one word from Madame Gerdy, only 
one, would be of such use to me !" 

"For your affair, eh ! Well, I can tell you nothing, can prom- 
ise you nothing. You have as many chances in your favor as 
against you; only do not leave her. If her intelligence returns, 
it will be only momentary; try and profit by it. But I must 
go," added the doctor: "I have still three calls to make." — 
Noel followed his friend. When they reached the landing, he 
asked: "You will return?" 

"This evening, at nine. There will be no need of me till then. 
AH depends upon the watcher. But I have chosen a pearl. I 
know her well." — "It was you, then, who brought this nun?" — 
"Yes, and without your permission. Are you displeased?" — "Not 
the least in the world. Only I confess." — "What! you make 
a grimace. Do your political opinions forbid your having your 
mother, I should say Madame Gerdy, nursed by a nun of St. 
Vincent?" — "My dear Herve, you." — "Ah! I know what you 
are going to say. They are adroit, insinuating, dangerous ; all 
that is quite true. If I had a rich old uncle whose heir I ex- 
pected to be, I shouldn't introduce one of them into his house. 
These good creatures are sometimes charged with strange com- 
missions. But what have you to fear from this one ? Never mind 
what fools say. Money aside, these worthy sisters are the best 
nurses in the world. I hope you will have one when your end 
comes. But good-by ; I am in a hurry." And, regardless of his 
professional dignity, the doctor hurried down the stairs; while 
Noel, full of thought, his countenance displaying the greatest 
anxiety, returned to Madame Gerdy. At the door of the sick-room 
the nun awaited the barrister's return. "Sir," said she, "sir." 

"You want something of me, sister?" 

"Sir, the servant bade me come to you for money; she has 
no more, and had to get credit at the chemist's." 



THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 888 

''Excuse me, sister/' intemipted Noel, seemingly yery mtich 
vexed; "excuse me for not having anticipated your request j 
but you see I am rather confused/* And, taking a hundred- 
franc note out of his pocket-book, he laid it on the mantel- 
piece. "Thanks, sir," said the nun; '*I will keep an account 
of what I spend. We always do that," she added; "it is more 
convenient for the family. One is so troubled at seeing those 
one loves laid low by illness. You have perhaps not thought 
of giving this poor lady the sweet aid of our holy religion 1 
In your place, sir, I should send without delay for a priest — ** 

"What now, sister? Do you not see the condition she is in? 
She is the same as dead; you saw that she did not hear my 
voice." 

"That is of little consequence, sir," replied the nun; "you 
will always have done your duty. She did not answer you; 
but are you sure that she will not answer the priest? Ah, 
you do not know all the power of the last sacraments! I 
have seen Ae dying recover their intelligence and sufficient 
strength to confess, and to receive the sacred body of our 
Lord Jesus Christ. I have often heard families say that they 
do not wish to alarm the invalid, that the sight of the minister 
of our Lord might inspire a terror that would hasten the 
final end. It is a fatal error. The priest does not terrify ; he 
reassures the soul, at the beginning of its long journey. He 
speaks in the name of the God of mercy, who comes to save^ 
not to destroy. I could cite to you many cases of dying people 
;who have been cured simply by contact with the sacred balm." 

The nun spoke in a tone as mournful as her look. Her 
heart was evidently not in the words which she uttered. With- 
out doubt, she had learned them when she first entered the 
convent. Then they expressed something she really felt, she 
spoke her own thoughts; but, since then, she had repeated 
the words over and over again to the friends of every sick 
person that she attended, until they lost all meaning so far 
as she was concerned. To utter them became simply a part of 
her duties as nurse, the same as the preparation of drafts, 
and the making of poultices. Noel was not listening to her; 
his thoughts were far away. 

"Your dear mother," continued the nun, "this good lady 
that you love so much, no doubt trusted in her religion. Do 
you wish to endanger her salvation? If she could speak in the 
midst of her cruel sufferings—" 
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The barrister was about to reply, when the servant announced 
that a gentleman, who would not give his name, wished to speak 
with him on business. *1 will come," he said. 

"What do you decide, sir?" persisted the nun.— *T leave 
you free, sister, to do as you may judge best." 

The worthy woman began to recite her lesson of thanks, 
but to no purpose. Noel had disappeared with a displeased 
look; and almost immediately she heard his voice in the next 
room saying: "At last you have come, M. Clergot, I had 
almost given you up!" 

The visitor, whom the barrister had been expecting, is a 
person well known in the Rue St. Lazare, round about the Rue 
de Provence, the neighborhood of Notre Dame de Lorette, 
and all along the exterior Boulevards, from the Chaussee des 
Mart)rrs to the Rond-Point of the old Barriere de Clichy. M. 
Clergot is no more a usurer than M. Jourdain's father was a 
shopkeeper. Only, as he has lots of money, and is very oblig- 
ing, he lends it to his friends; and, in return for this kindness, 
he consents to receive interest, which varies from fifteen to 
five hundred per cent. The excellent man positively loves his 
clients, and his honesty is generally appreciated. Hte has never 
been known to seize a debtor's goods; he prefers to follow 
him up without respite for ten years, and tear from him bit by 
bit what is his due. He lives near the top of the Rue de la Vic- 
toire. He has no shop, and yet he sells everything salable, 
and some other things, too, that the law scarcely considers 
merchandise. Anything to be useful or neighborly. He often 
asserts that he is not very rich. It is possibly true. He is 
whimsical more than covetous, and fearfully bold. Free with 
his money when one pleases him, he would not lend five francs, 
even with a mortgage on the Chateau of Ferrieres as guarantee, 
to whosoever does not meet with his approval. However, he 
often risks his all on the most unlucky cards. His preferred 
customers consist of women of doubtful morality, actresses, 
artists, and those venturesome fellows who enter upon profes- 
sions which depend solely upon those who practise them, such 
as lawyers and doctors. He lends to women upon their present 
beauty, to men upon their future talent. Slight pledges ! His 
discernment, it should be said, however, enjoys a great reputa- 
tion. It is rarely at fault. A pretty girl furnished by Clergot 
is sure to go far. For an artist to be in Clergot's debt was a 
recommendation preferable to the warmest criticism. 
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Madame Juliette had procured this useful and honorable 
acquaintance for her lover. Noel, who well knew how sensitive 
this worthy man was to kind attentions, and how pleased by 
politeness, began by offering him a seat, and asking after his 
health. Clergot went into details. His teeth were still good; 
but his sight was beginning to fail. His legs were no longer 
so steady, and his bearing was not all that could be desired. 
The chapter of complaints ended — "You know," said he, "why I 
have called. Your bills fall due to-day; and I am devilishly 
in need of money. I have one of ten, one of seven, and a third 
of five thousand francs, total twenty-two thousand francs." 

**Come, M. Clergot," replied Noel, "do not let us have any 
joking." 

"Excuse me," said the usurer; "I am not joking at all" 

"I rather think you are though. Why, it's just eight days 
ago to-day that I wrote to tell you that I was not prepared to 
meet the bills, and asked for a renewal 1" 

"I recollect very well receiving your letter." 

"What do you say to it, then?" 

"By my not answering the note, I supposed that you .would 
understand that I could not comply with your request; I hoped 
that you would exert yourself to find the amount for me." 

Noel allowed a gesture of impatience to escape him. "I have 
not done so," he said, "so take your own course. I haven't 
a sou." 

"The devil. Do you know that I have renewed these bills 
four times already?" 

"I know that the interest has been fully and promptly paid, 
and at a rate which can not make you regret the investment." 
Clergot never likes talking about the interest he receives. He 
pretends that it is humiliating. "I do not complain ; I only say 
that you take things too easy with me. If I had put your sig- 
nature in circulation all would have been paid by now." 

"Not at all." 

"Yes, you would have found means to escape being sued. 
But you say to yourself: 'Old Clergot is a good fellow.' And 
that is true. But I am so only when it can do me no harm. 
Now, to-day, I am absolutely in great need of my money. 
Ab — so — lute — ly," he added, emphasizing each syllable. The 
old fellow's decided tone seemed to disturb the barrister. 
— "Must I repeat it?" Noel said; "I am completely drained, 
com — ^plete — ly 1" 
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'Indeed?" said the usurer; "well, I am sorry lor jfoo; Imt 
I shall have to sue you." 

"And what good will that do? Let us play ahoveboard, M. 
Qergot. Do you care to increase the lawyers* fees? You 
don% do you ? Even though you may put me to great expense, 
will that procure you even a centime? You will obtain judg- 
ment against me. Well, what then? Do you think of putting 
in an execution? This is not my home; the lease is in Ma- 
dame Gerdy's name.** 

"I know all that Besides, the sale of everything here would 
not cover the amount ** 

"Then you intend to put me in prison, at Clichy! Bad 
speculation, I warn you; my practise will be lost, and, you know, 
no practise, no money." 

"Good I" cried the worthy money-lender. "Now you are 
talking nonsense ! You call that being frank. Pshaw I If you 
suppose me capable of half the cruel things you have said, my 
money would he there in your drawer, ready for me." 

"A mistake! I should not know where to get it, unless by 
asking Madame Gerdy, a thing I wouM never do." 

A sarcastic and most irritating little laugh, peculiar to (rid 
Qergot, interrupted Noel. "It would be no good doing that," 
said the usurer; "mama's purse has long been empty; and 
if the dear creature should die now — they tell me she is very 
ill — I would not give two hundred napoleons for the inheri- 
tance." The barrister turned red with passion, his eyes glit- 
tered ; but he dissembled, and protested with some spirit. "We 
know what we know," continued Qergot quietly. "Before 
a man risks his money, he takes care to make some inquiries. 
Mama's remaining bonds were sold last October. Ah ! the Rue 
de Provence is an expensive place! I have made an estimate, 
which is at home. Juliette is a charming woman, to be sure; 
she has not her equal, I am convinced; but she is expensive, 
devilish expensive." Noel was enraged at hearing his Juliette 
thus spoken of by this honorable personage. But what reply 
could he make? Besides, none of us are perfect; and M. Qergot 
possesses the fault of not properly appreciating women, which 
doubtless arises from the business transactions he has had 
with them. He is charming in his business with the fair sex, 
complimenting and flattering them; but the coarsest insults 
would be less revolting than his disgusting familiarity. 

"You have gone too fast," he continued, without deigning to 
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notice his client's ill looks; ''and I have told you so before. 
But, you would not listen; you are mad about the girl. You 
can never refuse her anything. Fool! When a pretty girl 
wants anything, you should let her long for it for a while; 
she has then something to occupy her mind and keep her from 
thinking of a quantity of other follies. Four good strong 
.wishes, well managed, ought to last a year. You don't know 
how to look after your own interests. I know that her glance 
would turn the head of a stone saint; but you should reason 
with yourself, hang it! Why, there are not ten girls in Paris 
who live in such style! And do you think she loves you any 
the more for it? Not a bit. When she has ruined you, shell 
leave you in the lurch." Noel accepted the eloquence of his 
prudent banker as a man without an umbrella accepts a 
shower. "What is the meaning of all this ?" he asked. — ^"Simply 
that I will not renew your bills. You understand? Just now, 
if you try very hard, you will be able to hand me the twenty- 
two thousand francs in question. You need not frown; you 
will find means to do so to prevent my seizing your goods — 
not here, for that would be absurd, but at your little woman's 
apartments. She would not be at all pleased, and would not 
hesitate to tell you so." 

"But everything there belongs to her; and you have no 
right—" 

"What of that? She will oppose the seizure, no doubt, and 
I expect her to do so; but she will make you find the requisite 
sum. Believe me, you had best parry the blow. I insist on 
being paid now. I won't give you any further delay; because, 
in three months' time, you will have used your last resources. 
It is no use saying *No,' like that. You are in one of those 
conditions that must be continued at any price. You would 
burn the wood from your dying mother's bed to warm this 
creature's feet. Where did you obtain the ten thousand francs 
that you left with her the other evening? Who knows what 
you will next attempt to procure money? The idea of keeping 
her fifteen days, three days, a single day more, may lead you 
far. Open your eyes. I know the game well. If you do not 
leave Juliette, you are lost. Listen to a little good advice, 
gratis. You must give her up, sooner or later, musn't you? 
Do it to-day, then." 

As you see, our worthy Clergot never minces the truth 
to his customers, when they do not keep their engagements. 
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If they are displeased; so nuKh the .worse for themf His 
ccMiscience is at rest. He would never join in any foolish 
business. Noel could bear it no longer; and his anger burst 
forth. "Enough," he cried decidedly. "Do as you please, M. 
Qergot, but have done with your advice. I prefer the 
lawyer's plain prose. If I have committed follies, I can repair 
them, and in a way that would surprise you. Yes, M. Clergot, 
I can procure twenty-two thousand francs; I could have a 
hundred thousand to-morrow morning, if I saw fit. They 
would only cost me the trouble of asking for them. But that 
I will not do. My extravagance, with all due deference to 
you, will remain a secret as heretofore. I do not choose that 
my present embarrassed circumstances should be even sus- 
pected. I will not relinquish, for your sake, that at which 
I have been aiming, the very day it is within my grasp." 

**Hc resists," thought the usurer; "he is less deeply involved 
than I imagined." 

"So," continued the barrister, ''put your bills in the hands 
of your lawyer. Let him sue me. In eight days I shall be 
summoned to appear before the Tribunal de Commerce, and I 
shall ask for the twenty-five days' delay, which the judges 
always grant to an embarrassed debtor. Twenty-five and eight, 
all the world over, make just thirty-three days* That is pre- 
cisely the respite I need. You have two alternatives: either 
accept from me at once a new bill for twenty-four thousand 
francs, payable in six weeks, or else, as I have an appoint- 
ment, go off to your lawyer." 

**And in six weeks," replied the usurer, **you will be in pre- 
cisely the same condition you are to-day. And forty-five days 
more of Juliette will cost — '* 

"M. Qergot," interrupted Noel, "long before that time my 
position will be completely changed. But I have finished," he 
added, rising, "and my time is valuable." 

"One moment, you impatient fellow!" exclaimed the banker, 
"you said twenty-four thousand francs at forty-five days?" 

"Yes. That is about seventy-five per cent— pretty fair 
interest." 

"I never cavil about interest," said M. Clergot; "only—" 
He looked slyly at Noel, scratching his chin violently, a move- 
ment which in him indicated how insensibly his brain was at 
work. "Only," he continued, "I should very much like to know 
what you are counting upon." 
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'That I will not tell you. You will know it ere long, in com- 
mon with all the world." 

"I have it!" cried M. Clergot, "I have it! You are going 
to marry! You have found an heiress, of course; your little 
Juliette told me something of the sort this morning. Ah ! you 
are going to marry! Is she pretty? But no matter. She has 
a full purse, eh ? You wouldn't tsdce her without that. So you 
are going to start a home of your own?" 

"I did not say so." 

"That's right. Be discreet. But I can take a hint. One 
word more. Beware of the storm; your little woman has a 
suspicion of the truth. You are right; it wouldn't do to be 
Peeking money now. The slightest inquiry would be sufficient 
to enlighten your father-in-law as to your financial position, 
and you would lose the damsel. Marry and settle down. But 
get rid of Juliette, or I won't give five francs for the fortune. 
So it is settled: prepare a new bill for twenty-four thousand 
francs, and I will call for it when I bring you the old ones on 
Monday." 

"You haven't them with you, then?" 

"No. And to be frank, I confess that, knowing well I should 
get nothing from you, I left them with others at my lawyer's. 
However, you may rest easy: you have my word." 

M. Clergot made a pretense of retiring; but just as he was 
going out, he returned quickly. "I had almost forgotten," said 
he; "while you are about it, you can make the bill for twenty- 
six thousand francs. Your little woman ordered some dresses, 
which I shall deliver to-morrow; in this way they will be paid 
for." The barrister began to remonstrate. He certainly did 
not refuse to pay, only he thought he ought to be consulted 
when any purchases were made. He didn't like this way of 
disposing of his money. 

"What a fellow!" said the usurer, shrugging his shoulders; 
"do you want to make the girl unhappy for nothing at all? 
She won't let you off yet, my friend. You may be quite sure 
she will eat up your new fortune also. And you know, if you 
need any money for the wedding, you have but to give me somo 
guarantee. Procure me an introduction to the notary, and 
everything shall be arranged. But I must go. On Monday 
then." 

Noel listened, to make sure that the usurer had actually gone. 
When he heard him descending the staircase, "Scoundrel !" he 
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cried, ^naseraMe diieving old sldnflifitl Didnt be need a lot 
of persuading? He had quite made up his gnnd to ttie me. ft 
voaUd have been a pleasairt thiag had flie oonte come to hear 
of it. Vile usurer ! I was afraid one moment of being obliged 
to tell him afl." 

While inveighing thus against the money4cnder, the bar- 
rister looked at his watch. ^'Half-past five already/' he said. 
His indecision was great. Ought he to go and dine with his 
father? Could he leave Madame Gerdy? He longed to dine 
at the De Commarin mansion; yet, on jihe other hand, to leave 
a dying woman 1 1>ecidedly/' he murmujned, ^ canH go.'' He 
sat down at his de^, and with all haste wrole a letter of 
apology to his father. Madame Gerdy, he said, night die at 
any moment ; he must remain with her. As he bode the servant 
give the note to a messenger, to carry it to tiie comie, a sudden 
thought seemed to strike him. ''Does madame's hroflier," he 
asked, Icnow that she is dangerously ifl?" 

*'I do not know, sir," replied the servant, *^t any rate, I have 
not informed him." 

"What, did you not thiidc to send him word? Run to his 
house quickly. Have him sought for, if he is not at home; he 
must come." Considerably more at ease, Noel went and sat In 
the sick-room. The lamp was lighted; and the nun was moving 
about the room as though quite at home, dusting and arranging 
everything, and putting it in its place. She wore an air d 
satisfaction that Noel <fid not fail to notice, '^ave we any 
gleam of hope, sisttt-?" he a^ed. 

"Perhaps," replied the nun. The priest has been here, sk' 
your dear mother did not notice his presence; but he is coming 
back. That is not all. Since the priest was here, the poultice 
has taken admirably. The skin is quite reddened. I am sure 
she feels it." 

^'God grant that she does, sister T 

"Oh, I have already been praying! But it is important not 
to leave her alone a minute. T have arranged all with the ser- 
vant. After the doctor has been here, I shall lie down, and she 
will watch until one in the morning. I will then take her place 
and—" 

"You shall go to bed, sister," interrupted Nod, sacHy. "It is 
I, who could not sleep a wink, who will watch through the 
«ght." *^ ^ 
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/^LD TABARET did not consider himself defeated, because 
^^ be had been repulsed by the investigating magistrate, al- 
ready irritated by a long day's examination. You may call it 
a fault, or an accomplishment; but the old man was more obsti- 
nate than a mule. To the excess of despair to which he suc- 
cumbed in the passage outside the magistrate's office, there soon 
succeeded that firm resolution which is the enthusiasm called 
forth by danger. The feeling of duty got the upper hand. Was 
it a time to yield to unworthy despair, when the life of a fellow 
man depended on each minute? Inaction would be unpardoor 
able. He had plunged an innocent man into the abyss; and he 
must draw him out,. he alone, if no one would help him. Old 
Tabaret, as well as the magistrate, was greatly fatigued. On 
reaching the open air, he perceived that he, too, was in want of 
food. The emotions of the day had prevented him from feeling 
hungry; and, since the previous evenings he had not even taken 
a glass of water* He entered a restaurant on the Boulevard, 
and ordered dinner. While eating, not only his courage, but 
also his confidence, came insensibly back to hinL It was with 
him, as with the rest of mankind ; who knows how much one's 
ideas may change, from the beginning to the end of a repast, 
be it ever so modest ! A philosopher has plainly demonstrated 
that heroism is but an affair of the stomach. The ok! fellow 
looked at the situation in a much less sombre light. He had 
plenty of time before him! A clever man could accomplish a 
great deal in a month ! Would his usual penetration fail him 
now? Certainly not. His great regret was his inability to let 
Albert know that some one was working for him. 

He was entirely another man as he rose from the table; and 
it was with a sprightly step that he walked toward the Rue St. 
Lazare. Nine o'clock struck as the concierge opened the door 
for him. He went at once up to the fourth floor to inquire after 
the health of his former friend, her whom he used to call the 
excellent, the worthy Madame Gerdy^ It was Noel who let 

1 8— Vol. 2 



842 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

him in, Noel, who had doubtless been thinking of the past, for 
he looked as sad as though the dying woman were really his 
mother. In consequence of this unexpected circumstance, old 
Tabaret could not avoid going in for a few minutes, though he 
would much have preferred not doing so. He knew very well 
that, being with the barrister, he would be unavoidably led to 
speak of the Lerouge case ; and how could he do this, knowing, 
as he did, the particulars much better than his young friend 
himself, without betraying his secret? A single imprudent word 
might reveal the part he was playing in this sad drama. It was, 
above all others, from his dear Noel, now Vicomte de Com- 
marin, that he wished entirely to conceal his connection with 
the police. But, on the other hand, he thirsted to know what 
had passed between the barrister and the comte. His igno- 
rance on this single point aroused his curiosity. However, as 
he could not withdraw, he resolved to keep close watch upon 
his language and remain constantly on his guard. The barrister 
ushered the old man into Madame Gerdy's room. Her condi- 
tion, since the afternoon, had changed a little; though it was 
impossible to say whether for the better or the worse. One 
thing was evident, her prostration was not so great. Her eyes 
still remained closed ; but a slight quivering of the lids was evi- 
dent. She constantly moved on her pillow, and moaned feebly. 

"What does the doctor say?" asked old Tabaret, in that low 
voice one unconsciously employs in a sick-room. 

•^He has just gone," replied Noel; "before long all will be 
over." The old man advanced on tiptoe, and looked at the 
dying woman with evident emotion. "Poor creature !" he mur- 
mured; "God is merciful in taking her. She perhaps suffers 
much; but what is this pain compared to what she would feel 
if she knew that her son, her true son, was in prison, accused 
of murder?" 

"That is what I keep thinking," said Noel, "to console myself 
for this sight. For I still love her, my old friend ; I shall al- 
ways regard her as a mother. You have heard me curse her, 
have you not ? I have twice treated her very harshly. I thought 
I hated her; but now, at the moment of losing her, I forget 
every wrong she has done me, only to remember her tender- 
ness. Yes, for her, death is far preferable ! And yet I do not 
think, no, I can not think her son guilty." 

"No! what, you too?" Old Tabaret put so much warmth and 
vivacity into this exclamation that Noel looked at him with 



THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 818 

ftstontsliaiient He felt his face grow red« and be hastoied to 
explain himself. "1 said, 'You too/ " he ccHitimied, ''because I^ 
thanks perhaps to my inexperience, am persuaded also of this 
young man's innocence. I can not in the least imagine a man 
of his rank meditating and accomplishing so cowardly a crime. 
I have spoken with many persons on this matter which has 
made so much noise; and everybody is of my opinion. He has 
public opinion in his favor ; that is already something.'' 

Seated near the bed, sufficiently far from the lamp to be in 
the shade, the nun hastily knitted stockings destined for the 
poor. It was a purely mechanical work, during which she usu- 
ally prayed. But, since old Tabaret entered the room, she for- 
got her everlasting prayers while listening to the conversation. 
What did it all mean ? Who could this woman be ? And this 
young man who was not her son, and who yet called her mother, 
and at the same time spoke of a true son accused of being an 
assassin? Before this she had overheard mysterious remarks 
pass between Noel and the doctor. Into what strange house 
had she entered? She was a little afraid; and her conscience 
was sorely troubled. Was she not sinning? She resolved to 
tell all to the priest, when he returned. 

"No," said Noel, "no, M. Tabaret; Albert has not public 
opinion for him. We are sharper than that in France, as 
you know. When a poor devil is arrested, entirely innocent, 
perhaps, of a crime charged against him, we are always ready 
to throw stones at him. We keep all our pity for him, who, 
without doubt guilty, appears before the court of assize. As 
Icmg as justice hesitates, we side with the prosecution against 
the prisoner. The moment it is proved that the man is a 
villain, all our sympathies are in his favor. That is public 
opinion. You understand, however, that it affects me but little. 
I despise it to such an extent that if, as I dare still hope, Albert 
is not released, I will defend him. Yes, I have told the Comte 
de Commarin, my father, as much. I will be his counsel, and 
I will save him." 

Gladly would the old man have thrown himself on Noel's 
neck. He longed to say to him: "We will save him together." 
But he restrained himself. Would not the barrister despise 
him, if he told him his secret I He resolved, however, to reveal 
all should it become necessary, or should Albert's positicm be- 
come worse. For the time being, he contaaded himself with 
strongly approving his young friend. "Bravo! my boy," said 
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he; "you have a noble heart. I feared to see you spoiled by 
wealth and rank; pardon me. You will remain, I see, what 
you have always been in your more humble position. But, tell 
me, you have, then, seen your father, the comte?" 

Now, for the first time, Noel seemed to notice the nun's eyes, 
which, lighted by eager curiosity, glittered in the shadow like 
carbuncles. With a look, he drew the old man's attention to 
her, and said: "I have seen him; and everything is arranged 
to my satisfaction. I will tell you all, in detail, by and by, 
when we are more at ease. By this bedside, I am almost 
ashamed of my happiness." 

M. Tabaret was obliged to content himself with this reply 
and this promise. Seeing that he would learn nothing that 
evening, he spoke of going to bed, declaring himself tired out 
by what he had had to do during the day. Noel did not ask 
him to stop. He was expecting, he said, Madame Gerdy's 
brother, who had been sent for several times, but who was not 
at home. He hardly knew how he could again meet this brother, 
he added : he did not yet know what conduct he ought to pur- 
sue. Should he tell him all? It would only increase his grief. 
On the other hand, silence would oblige him to play a difficult 
part. The old man advised him to say nothing; he could 
explain all later on. "What a fine fellow Noel is !" murmured 
old Tabaret, as he regained his apartments as quietly as possi- 
ble. He had been absent from home twenty-four hours; and 
he fully expected a formidable scene with his housekeeper. Ma- 
nette was decidedly out of temper, and declared, once for all, 
that she would certainly seek a new place, if her master did 
not change his conduct. She had remained up all night, in a 
terrible fright, listening to the least sound on the stairs, ex- 
pecting every moment to see her master brought home on a 
litter, assassinated. As though on purpose, there had been 
great commotion in the house. M. Gerdy had gone down a 
short time after her master, and she had seen him return two 
hours later. After that, they had sent for the doctor. Such 
goings on would be the death of her, without counting that 
her constitution was too weak to allow her to sit up so late. 
But Manette forgot that she did not sit up on her master's 
account nor on Noel's, but was expecting one of her old friends, 
one of those handsome Gardes de Paris who had promised to 
marry her, and for whom she had waited in vain, the rascal ! 
She burst forth in reproaches, while she prepared her master's 
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bed, too sincere, she declared, to keep anything on her mind, or 
to keep her mouth closed, when it was a question of his health 
and reputation. M. Tabaret made no reply, npt being in the 
mood ior argument He bent his head to the storm, and turned 
his bade to the hail But, as soon as Manette had finished what 
she was about, he put her out of the room, and double locked 
the door. He busied himself in forming a new line of battle, 
and in deciding upon prompt and active measures. He rapidly 
examined the situation. Had he been deceived in his investiga- 
tions? No. Were his calculations of probabilities erroneous? 
No. He had started with a positive fact, the murder. He had 
discovered the particulars; his inferences were correct, and 
the criminal was evidently such as he had described him. The 
man M. Daburon had had arrested could not be the criminal. 
His confidence in a judicial axiom had led him astray, when 
he pointed to Albert. 

"That," thought he, "is the result of following accepted opin- 
ions and those absurd phrases, all ready to hand, which are like 
milestones along a fool's road! Left free to my own inspira- 
tions, I should have examined this case more thoroughly, I 
would have left nothing to chance. The formula, 'Seek out the 
one whom the crime benefits,' may often be as absurd as true. 
The heirs of a man assassinated are in reality all benefited by 
the murder; while the assassin obtains at most the victim's 
watch and purse. Three persons were interested in Widow Le- 
rouge's death: Albert, Madame Gerdy, and the Comte de Com- 
marin. It is plain to me that Albert is not the criminal. It 
is not Madame Gerdy, who is d3ang from the shock caused by 
the unexpected announcement of the crime. There remains, 
then, the comte. Can it be he? If so, he certainly did not do 
it himself. He must have hired some wretch, a wretch of good 
position, if you please, wearing patent-leather boots of a good 
make, and smoking trabucos cigarS with an amber mouthpiece. 
These well-dressed villains ordinarily lade nerve. They cheat, 
they forge; but they don't assassinate. Supposing, though, that 
the comte did get hold of some dare-devil fellow. He would 
simply have replaced one accomplice by another still more dan- 
gerous. That would be idiotic, and the comte is a sensible man. 
He, therefore, had nothing whatever to do with the matter. To 
be quite sure though, I will make some inquiries about him. 
Another thing. Widow Lerouge, who so readily exchanged the 
children while nursing them, woiild be very l&ely to undcrtrfce 
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a number of other dangerous commissions. Who cafi say that 
she has not obliged other persons who had an equal interest 
in getting rid of her? There is a secret, I am getting at it, 
but I do not hold it yet. One thing is certain though, she was 
not assassinated to prevent Noel recovering his rights. She 
must have been suppressed for some analogous reason, by a 
bold and experienced scoundrel, prompted by similar motives 
to those of which I suspected Albert. It is, then, in that direc- 
tion that I must follow up the case now. And, above all, I 
must obtain the past history of this obliging widow, and I will 
have it too, for in all probability the particulars which have 
been written for from her birthplace will arrive to-morrow." 
Returning to Albert, old Tabaret weighed the charges which 
were brought against the young man, and reckoned the chances 
which he still had in favor of his release. ''From the look of 
things," he murmured, "I see only luck and myself, that is to 
say, absolutely nothing, in his favor at present. As to the 
charges, they are countless. However, it is no use going over 
them. It is I who amassed them; and I know what they are 
worth ! At once everything and nothing. What do signs prove, 
however striking they may be, in cases where one ought to dis- 
believe even the evidence of one's own senses? Albert is a 
victim of the most remarkable coincidences ; but one word might 
explain them. There have been many such cases. It was even 
worse in the matter of the little tailor. At five o'clock, he 
bought a knife, which he showed to ten of his friends, saying: 
'This is for my wife, who is an idle jade, and plays me false 
with my workmen.' In the evening, the neighbors heard a ter- 
rible quarrel between the couple, cries, threats, stampings, 
blows; then suddenly all was quiet. The next day, the tailor 
had disappeared from his home, and the wife was discovered 
dead, with the very same knife buried to the hilt between her 
shoulders. Ah, well ! it turned out it was not the husband who 
had stuck it there ; it was a jealous lover. After that, what is 
to be believed? Albert, it is truej will not give an account of 
how he passed Tuesday evening. That does not aflfect me. 
The question for me is not to prove where he was, but that he 
was not at La Jonchere. Perhaps, after all, Gevrol is on the 
right track. I hope so, from the bottom of my heart Yes; 
God grant that he may be successful. My vanity and my mad 
presumption will deserve the slight punishment of his triumph 
over me. What would I not give to establish this man's inno- 
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cence? Half of my fortune would be but a small sacrifice. If 
I should not succeed ! If, after having caused the evil, I should 
find myself powerless to undo it !" 

Old Tabaret went to bed, shuddering at this last thought. He 
fell asleep, and had a terrible nightmare. Lost in that vulgar 
crowd, which, on the days when society revenges itself, presses 
about the Place de la Roquette and watches the last convul- 
sions of one condemned to death, he attended Albert's execution. 
He saw the unhappy man, his hands bound behind his back, his 
collar turned down, ascend, supported by a priest, the steep 
flight of steps leading on to the scaffold. He saw him standing 
upon the fatal platform, turning his proud gaze upon the ter- 
rified assembly beneath him. Soon the eyes of the condemned 
man met his own; and, bursting his cords, he pointed him, 
Tabaret, out to the crowd, crying, in a loud voice: "That man 
is my assassin." Then a great clamor arose to curse the detec- 
tive. He wished to escape; but his feet seemed fixed to the 
ground. He tried at least to close his eyes; he could not. A 
power unknown and irresistible compelled him to look. Then 
Albert again cried out: "I am innocent; the guilty one is — " 
He pronounced a name; the crowd repeated this name, and he 
alone did not catch what it was. At last the head of the con- 
demned man fell. M. Tabaret uttered a loud cry, and awoke 
in a cold perspiration. It took him some time to convince him- 
self that nothing was real of what he had just heard and seen, 
and that he was actually in his own house, in his own bed. It 
was only a dream ! But dreams sometimes are, they say, warn- 
ings from heaven. His imagination was so struck with what 
had just happened that he made unheard-of efforts to recall the 
name pronounced by Albert. Not succeeding, he got up and 
lighted his candle. The darkness made him afraid, the night 
was full of fantoms. It was no longer with him a question of 
sleep. Beset with these anxieties, he accused himself most 
severely, and harshly reproached himself for the occupation he 
had until then so delighted in. Poor humanity I He was evi- 
dently stark mad the day when he first had the idea of seeking 
employment in the Rue de Jerusalem. A noble hobby, truly, 
for a man of his age, a good quiet citizen of Paris, rich, and 
esteemed by all! And to think that he had been proud of his 
exploits, that he had boasted of his cunning, that he had 
plumed himself on his keenness of scent, that he had been 
flattered by that ridiculous sobriquet, "Tirauclair." Old fool! 
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What conld he hope to gam from that Moodhouad calfing? All 
sorts of amiD^raaoe, the contempt of the world, without count- 
ing the danger of contributing to the convictim of an innocent 
man. Why had he not taken warning by the little tailor's case? 
Recalling his few satisfactions of the past, and comparing them 
with his present anguish, he resolved that he would haye no 
more to do with it Albert once saved, he would seek some less 
dangerous amusement, and one more generally appreciated. He 
would break the ccmnection of which he was ashamed, and the 
poKce and justice might get on the best they could without him. 

At last the day, which he had awaited with feverish impa- 
tience, dawned. To pass the time, he dressed himself slowly, 
with much care, trying to occupy his mind with needless de- 
tails, and to deceive himself as to the time by looking con- 
stantly at the dock, to see if it had not stopped. In spite of 
all this .delay, it was not eight o'clock when he presented him- 
' self at the magistrate's house, begging him to excuse, on ac* 
count of the importance of his business, a visit too early not to 
be indiscreet. Excuses were superfhious. M. Daburon was 
never disturbed by a call at eight o'clock in the morning. He 
was already at work. He received the old amateur detective 
with his usual kindness, and even joked with him a little about 
his excitement of the previous evening. Who would have 
thought his nerves were so sensitive? Doubtless the night ha^ 
brought deliberation. Had he recovered his reason ? or had he 
put his hand on the true criminal? 

This trifling tone in a magistrate, who was accused of being 
grave even to a fault, troubled the oM man. Did not this quiz- 
zing hide a determination not to be influenced by anything that 
he could say? He believed it did; and it was without the least 
deception that he commenced his pleading. He put the case 
more calmly this time, but with all the energy of a well-digested 
conviction. He had appealed to the heart, he now appealed to 
reason; but, although doubt is essentially contagious, he neither 
succeeded in convincing the magistrate, nor in shaking his opin- 
ion. His strongest arguments were of no more avail against 
M. Dabaron's absolute conviction than bullets made of bread 
crumbs would be against a breastplate. And there was nothing 
very surprising in that. OM Tabaret had on his side only a 
sabtle theory, mere words; M. Daburon possessed palpable tes- 
timony, facts. And such was the peculiarity of the case that 
all the reasons brought forvrard by the oW man to justify Albert 
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simply reacted against him, and confirmed his guilt. A repulse 
at the magistrate's hands had entered too much into M. Taba- 
ret's anticipations for him to appear troubled or discouraged. 
He declared that, for the present, he would insist no more J he 
had full confidence in the magistrate's wisdom and impartiality. 
All he wished was to put him on his guard against the presump- 
tions which he himself unfortunately had taken such pains to 
inspire. He was going, he added, to busy himself with obtain- 
ing more information. They were only at the beginning of 
the investigation; and they were still ignorant of very many 
things, even of Widow Lerouge's past life. More facts might 
come to light. Who knew what testimony the man with the 
earrings, who was being pursued by Gevrol, might give? 
Though in a great rage internally, and longing to insult and 
chastise him whom he inwardly styled a "fool of a magistrate," 
old Tabaret forced himself to be humble and polite. He wished, 
he said, to keep well posted up in the different phases of the 
investigation, and to be informed of the result of future inter- 
rogations. He ended by asking permission to communicate 
with Albert. He thought his services deserved this slight 
favor. He desired an interview of only ten minutes without 
witnesses. M. Daburon refused this request. "Your refusal 
is cruel, sir," said M. Tabaret; "but I understand it, and sub- 
mit." That was his only complaint; and he withdrew almost 
immediately, fearing that he could no longer master his indig- 
nation. "Three or four days," he muttered, "that is the same 
as three or four years to the unfortunate prisoner. But I must 
find out the real truth of the case between now and then." 

Yes, M. Daburon only required three or four days to wring 
a confession from Albert, or at least to make him abandon his 
system of defense. The difficulty of the prosecution was not 
being able to produce any witness who had seen the prisoner 
during the evening of Shrove Tuesday. It was only Saturday, 
the day of the murder was remarkable enough to fix people's 
memories, and up till then there had not been time to start a 
proper investigation. He arranged for five of the most expe- 
rienced detectives in the secret service to be sent to Bougival, 
supplied with photographs of the prisoner. They were to scour 
the entire country between Rueil and La Jonchere, to inquire 
everywhere, and make the most minute investigations. The 
photographs would greatly aid their efforts. It was impossible 
that, on an evening when so many people were about, no one 
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had noticed tibe ordinal of die portrait ciHier at Ae rmihraj 
station at Roeil or npon one of the roads whicfa lead to La 
Joodiere, the highroad, and the path by the rirer. These ar- 
rangements made, the investigating magistrate proceeded to the 
Palais de Justice, and sent for Albert. He had alreadj in Hht 
morning received a report, informing him hoar by hoar of the 
acts, gestorcs, and utterances of the i^isoner, who had been 
carefully watched. Nothing in him, the report said, betrayed 
the criminaL He seemed very sad, but not de^>airing. After 
eatii^ lightfy, he had gone to the window of hb cell, and had 
there remained standing for more than an hoar. ' Then he had 
lain down, and quietly gone to sleep, ^^hat an iron constitu- 
ti<Mi V* thought M. Daburon, when the prisoner entered bis office. 

Albert was no longer the despairing man who, the night be- 
fore, bewildered with the multiplicity of charges, snrprised by 
the rapidity with which they were brought against him, had 
writhed beneath the magistrate's gaze, and appeared ready to 
soccumb. Innocent or guilty, he had made up his mind how to 
act ; his face left no doubt of that. On beholding him, the magis- 
trate understood that he would have to change his mode of 
attack. He therefore gave up his former tactics, and attempted 
to move him by kindness. It was a hackneyed trick, but almost 
always successful, like certain pathetic scenes at theatres. Now 
M. Daburon excelled in producing affecting scenes. No one 
knew so well as he how to touch those old chords which vibrate 
still even in the most corrupt hearts: honor, love, and family 
ties. With Albert, he became kind and friendly, and full of 
the liveliest compassion. Unfortunate man! how greatly be 
most suffer, he whose whole life had been like one lonjg^ en- 
chantment Recalling the past, the magistrate pictured to him 
the most toudiing reminiscences of his early 3rotith, and stirred 
up the ashes of all his extinct affections. Taking advantage of 
all that he knew of the prisoner's Hfe, he tortured him by the 
most moumfnl allusions to Qaire. Why did he persist in 
.bearing alone his great misfortune? Why this nxMiose silence? 
Should he not radier hasten to reassure her whose very life de- 
pended upon his? What was necessary for that? A single word. 
Then he yrould be, if not free, at least returned to ^e world. 

It was no longer the magistrate who spoke ; h was a father. 
For a moment he imagined himself in Albert's position. What 
woukl he have done after the terrible revelatiott? He scarcely 
dared ask himsdf. He understood the motive whkh prompted 
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tfie murder of Widow Lerouge; he could explain it to himself; 
he could almost excuse it. (Another trap.) It was certainly 
a great crime, but in no way revolting to conscience or to rea- 
son. Besides, was not the Comte de Commarin the more guilty 
of the two ? Was it not his folly that prepared the way for this 
terrible event ? His son was the victim of fatality, and was 
greatly to be pitied. But he wasted his eloquence precisely as 
M. Tabaret had wasted his. Albert appeared in no way affected. 

One test, which has often given the desired result, still re- 
mained to be tried. On this same day, Saturday, Albert was 
confronted with the corpse of Widow Lerouge. He appeared 
impressed by the sad sight, but no more than any one would be, 
if forced to look at the victim of an assassination four days 
after the crime. One of the bystanders having exclaimed : "Ah, 
if she could but speak !" he replied : "That would be very for- 
tunate for me." Since morning, M. Daburon had not gained 
the least advantage. He had had to acknowledge the failure 
of his maneuvres; and now this last attempt had not succeeded 
either. His spite was evident to all, when, suddenly ceasing 
his wheedling, he harshly gave the order to reconduct the pris- 
oner to his cell. "I will compel him to confess!" he muttered 
between his teeth. Had Albert confessed his guilt, he would 
have found M. Daburon disposed to pity him ; but as he denied 
it, he opposed himself to an implacable enemy. 

Having previously wished Albert innocent, he now absolutely 
longed to prove him guilty, and that for a hundred reasons 
which he was unable to analyze. He remembered, too well, his 
having had the Vicomte de Commarin for a rival, and his 
having nearly assassinated him. Had he not repented even to 
remorse his having signed the warrant of arrest, and his having 
accepted the duty of investigating the case. Old Tabaret*s in- 
comprehensible change of opinion troubled him, too. It was 
now less the proofs of Albert's guilt which he sought for than 
the justification of his own conduct as magistrate. 

M. Daburon passed all Sunday in listening to the reports of 
the detectives he had sent to Bougival. They had spared no 
trouble, they stated, but they could report nothing new. They 
had heard many people speaJc of a woman, who pretended, they 
said, to have seen the assassin leave Widow Lerouge's cottage ; 
but no one had been able to point this woman out to them, or 
even to give them her name. They all thought it their duty, 
however, to inform the magistrate that another inquiry was 
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going on at tbe same time as theirs. It was directed by M 
Tabaret, who personally soottred the country round about in a 
cabriolet drawn by a very swift horse. He appeared to have 
under his orders a dozen men, four of whom at least certaiidy 
belonged to iht Roe de Jerusalem. All the detectives had met 
him ; and he had spoken to them. To one, he had said: ''What 
the deuce are 3rou showing this photograph for? In less than 
no time you will have a crowd of witnesses, who, to earn three 
francs, will describe some one more like the portrait than the 
portrait itself." He had met another on the highroad, and had 
laughed at him. "You are a simple fellow,** he cried out, "to 
hunt for a hiding man on the highway; look a little aside, and 
you may find him.'* Again he had accosted two who were to- 
gether in a cafe at Bougival, and had taken them aside. "I have 
him,'* he said to them. "He is a smart fellow; he came by 
Chatou. Three people have seen him — ^two railway porters and 
a third person whose testimony will be decisive, for she sp<^e 
to him. He was smoking." 

M. Daburon became so angry with old Tabaret that he im- 
mediately started for Bougival, firmly resolved to bring the too 
zealous man back to Paris, and to report his conduct in the 
proper quarter. The journey, however, was useless. M. Taba- 
ret, the cabriolet, the swift horse, and the twelve men had all 
disappeared. On returning home, greatly fatigued, and very 
much out of temper, the investigating magistrate found the fol- 
lowing telegram from the chief of the detective force awaiting 
him; it was brief, But to the point: 

"Rouen, Sunday. — "The man is found. This evening we 
start for Paris. The most valuable testimony. Gevkol.^' 




^N Monday morning, af nine o'clock, M. Daburon was 
preparing to start for the Palais de Justice, where he 
expected to find Gevrol and his man, and perhaps oM Tabaret. 
His preparations were nearly made, when his servant announced 
that a young lady, accompanied by another considerably older. 
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adced to speak with him. She decHned giving her name, say- 
mg, however, that she would not refuse it, if it was absolutely 
necessary in order to be received. "Show them in," said the 
magistrate. He thought it must be a relation of one or other 
of the prisoners, whose case he had had in hand when this fresh 
crime occurred. At the sound of the opening of the door he 
cast a careless glance in the mirror. But he immediately 
started with a movement of dismay, as if he had seen a ghost 

"Oaire!** he stammered, "Claire!" 

And as if he feared equally either being deceived by an illu- 
sion, or actually seeing her whose name he had uttered, he 
turned slowly round. It was truly Mademoiselle d'Arlange. 
Never, even in the time when a sight of her was his greatest 
happiness, had she appeared to him more fascinating. In her 
eyes, rendered more brilliant by recent tears but partly wiped 
away, shone the noblest resolution. 

She advanced calm and dignified, and held out her hand to 
the magistrate in that English style that some ladies can render 
so gracefully. "We are always friends, are we not?*' asked 
she, with a sad smile. The magistrate did not dare take the 
unloved hand she held out to him. He scarcely touched it 
with the tips of his fingers, as though he feared too great an 
emotion. "Yes," he replied indistinctly, "I am always devoted 
to you." 

Mademoiselle d'Arlange sat down in the large armchair, 
where, two nights previously, old Tabaret had planned Albert's 
arrest. M. Daburon remained ^standing, leaning against his 
writing-table. "You know why I have come?" asked the yolmg 
girl. With a nod, he replied in the affirmative. "I only knew 
of this dreadful event yesterday," pursued Claire ; "my grand- 
mother considered it best to hide it from me, and, but for my 
devoted Schmidt, I should still be ignorant of it all. What a 
night I have passed! At first I was terrified; but, when they 
told me that all depended upon you, my fears were dispelled. 
It is for my sake, is it not, that you have undertaken this in- 
vestigation? Oh, you are good, I know it! How can I ever 
express my gratitude?" What humiliation for the worthy mag- 
istrate were these heartfelt thanks ! Yes, he had at first thought 
of Mademoiselle d'Arlange, but since — He bowed his head to 
avcwd Qaire's glance, so pure and so daring. "Do not thank 
me, mademoiselle," he stammered, "I have not the claim that 
you think upon your gratitude." 
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Claire had been too troubled herself, at first, to notice the 
magistrate's agitation. The trembling of his voice attracted her 
attention; but she did not suspect the cause. ''And yet, sir," 
she continued, "I thank you all the same. I might never have 
dared go to another magistrate, to speak to a stranger! Be- 
sides, what value would another attach to my words, not know- 
ing me ? While you, so generous, will reassure me, will tell me 
by what awful mistake he has been arrested like a villain and 
thrown into prison." — ''Alas!" sighed the magistrate, so low 
that Claire scarcely heard him, and did not understand the ter- 
rible meaning of the exclamation. — "With you," she continued, 
"I am not afraid. You are my friend, you told me so; you will 
not refuse my prayers. Give him his liberty quickly. I do not 
know exactly of what he is accused, but I swear to you that he 
is innocent." 

Claire spoke in the positive manner of one who saw no 
obstacle in the way of the very simple and natural desire which 
she had expressed. The magistrate was silent. He was really 
an upright man, as good as the best, as is proved from the fact 
that he trembled at the moment of unveiling the fatal truth. He 
hesitated to pronounce the words which, like a whirlwind, would I 

overturn the fragile edifice of this young girl's happiness. | 

"And if I should tell you, mademoiselle," he commenced, 
"that M. Albert is not innocent ?" She half-raised herself with 
a protesting gesture. He continued : "If I should tell you that 
he is guilty?"— "Oh, sir!" interrupted Claire, "you can not 
think so !" — "I do think so, mademoiselle," exclaimed the mag- 
istrate in a sad voice, "and I must add that I am morally certain 
of it." — Claire looked at the investigating magistrate with pro- 
found amazement. Had she heard him aright? Did she un- 
derstand? She was far from sure. Was he not deluding her 
by a cruel, unworthy jest? 

^ Not daring to raise his eyes, he continued in a tone, expres- 
sive of the sincerest pity : "I suffer cruelly for you at this mo- 
ment, mademoiselle ; but I have the sad courage to tell you the 
truth, and you must summon yours to hear it. It is far better 
that you should know everything from the mouth of a friend. 
Summon, then, all your fortitude; strengthen your noble soul 
against a most dreadful misfortune. No, there is no mistake. 
Justice has not been deceived. The Vicomte de Commarin is 
accused of an assassination; and everything, you understand 
me, proves that he committed it." M. Daburon pronounced this 
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last sentence skmiy, word by word. He expected a Imrst of 
despair, tears, distressiof^ cries. She migfit perhaps faint away; 
and he stood ready to call in the worthy Schmidt. He was 
mistaken. Claire drew herself np full of energy and courage. 
The Hame of indignation flushed her cheeks, and dried her 
tears. "It is false," she cried, **and those who say it are liars ! 
He can not be — ^ho, he can not be an assassin. If he were here, 
m, and should himself say, *It is true,* I would refuse to believe 
it; I would still cry out: It is false !* " 

''He has not yet admitted it,** continued the magistrate, "but 
he will confess. Even if he should not, there are more proofs 
than are needed to convict him.** 

"Ah! well,'* interrupted Mademmselle d*Arlange, in a voice 
filled with emotion, "I assert, I repeat, that justice is deceived. 
Yes," she persisted, in answer to the magistrate's gesture of 
denial, "yes, he is innocent. I am sure of it; and I would pro- 
claim it, even were the whole world to join with you in accus- 
in|f him.** 

The investigating magistrate attempted timidly to make an 
objection; Qaire quickly interrupted him. "Must I then, sir,** 
said she, "in order to convince you, forget that I am a young 
girl, and that I am not talking to my mother, but to a man! 
For his sake I will do so. It is four years, sir, since we first 
loved each other. For four years there has never been a secret 
between us; he lived in me, as I lived in him. He is, like 
me, alone in the world ; his father never loved him. Sustained 
one by the other, we have passed through many unhappy days ; 
and it is at the very moment our trials are ending that he has 
become a criminal? Why? tell me, why?" 

"Neither the name nor the fortune of the Comte de Com- 
marin would descend to him, mademoiselle ; and the knowledge 
of it came upon him with a sudden shock. One old woman 
alone was able to prove this. To maintain his position, he 
killed her." 

"What infan^,*' cried the young girl, "what a shameful, 
widced calumny! I know, sir, that story of fallen greatness; 
he himself told me of it. It is true that for three days this 
misfortune unmanned him; but, if he was dismayed, it was on 
my account more than his own. Ah! what to me are that 
great name, that immense wealth? I owe to them the only 
unhappiness I have ever known.' Was it, then, for such things 
that I lofved him? It was thus that I replied to him; and he, so 
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sad, immediately recovered his gaiety. He thanked me, saying: 
'You love me; the rest is of no consequence.' I chided him, 
Ihen, for having doubted me; and after that, you pretend that 
he cowardly assassinated an old woman? You would not dare 
repeat it." Mademoiselle d'Arlange ceased speaking, a smile of 
victory on her lips. That smile meant : "At last I have attained 
my end: you are conquered." 

The investigating magistrate did not long leave this smiling 
illusion to the unhappy child. "You do not know, mademoi- 
selle," he resumed, "how a sudden calamity may affect a good 
man's reason. God preserve me from doubting all that you 
have said; but picture to yourself the immensity of the blow 
which struck M. de Commarin. Can you say that on leaving 
you he did not give way to despair? Think of the extremities 
to which it may have led him. He may have been for a time 
bewildered, and have acted unconsciously." 

Mademoiselle d'Arlange's face grew deathly pale, and be- 
trayed the utmost terror. The magistrate thought that at last 
doubt had begun to affect her pure and noble belief. "He must, 
then, have been mad," she murmured. — ^"Possibly," replied the 
magistrate; "and yet the circumstances of the crime denote a 
well-laid plan. Believe me, then, mademoiselle, and do not be 
too confident Pray, and wait patiently for the issue of this 
terrible trial. You used to have in me the confidence a daugh- 
ter gives to her father ; do not, then, refuse my advice. Remain 
silent and wait. Hide your grief to all; you might hereafter 
regret having exposed it. Young, inexperienced, without a 
guide, without a mother, alas! you sadly misplaced your first 
affections." 

"No, sir, no," stammered Claire. "Ah !" she added, "you talk 
like the rest of the world, that prudent and egotistical world, 
which I despise and hate." 

"Poor child," continued M. Daburon, pitiless even in his com- 
passion; "unhappy young girl! This is your first deception! 
But you are young; you are brave; your life will not be ruined. 
There is no wound, I know by experience, which time does not 
heal." 

Claire tried to grasp what the magistrate was saying, but 
his words reached her only as confused sounds, their mtaning 
entirely escaped her. "I do not understand you, sir," she said. 
"What advice, then, do you give me ?" 

"The only advice that reason dictates, and that my affection 
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lor yott can sugigest, madetnoiselie. I say to you: 'Cotnrage, 
Claire, resign yourself to the saddest, the greatest sacrifice 
which honor can a^ of a young girl. Weep, yes, weep lor 
your deceived love; but foi^t it. He whom you have loved 
is no longer worthy of you.' '* The magistrate stoM)ed, slightly 
frightened. Mademoiselle d'Arlange had become livid. But 
though the body was weak, the soul still remained firm. ''You said 
just now," she murmured, "that he could only have committed 
this crime in a moment of distraction, in a fit of madness?" 

"Yes, it is possible." 

"Then, sir, not knowing what he did, he can not be guilty." — 
"Neither justice nor society, mademoiselle," he replied, "can 
take that into account. God alone, who sees into the depths of 
our hearts, can judge, can decide those questions which human 
justice must pass by. In our eyes, M. de Commarin is a crim- 
inal. Even if he were acquitted, and I wish he may be, but 
without h(^e, he will not be less unworthy. Therefore, for- 
get him." 

Mademoiselle d'Arlange stopped the magistrate with a look 
in which flashed the strongest resentment. "That is to say,** 
^e exclaimed, "that you counsel me to abandon him in his 
misfortune. All the world desert? him; and your prudence 
advises me to act with the woHd. Men behave thus, I have 
heard, when one of their friends is down; but women never 
do. When the last friend has boldly taken to flight, when the 
last relation has abandoned him, woman remains. I may be 
timid," she continued with increasing eiiergy, "but I am no 
coward. I chose Albert voluntarily from among all. What- 
ever happens, I will never desert him. He would have given 
me half of his prosperity and of his glory. I will share, 
whether he wishes it or not, half of his shame and of his mis- 
fortune. I love him. It is no more in my power jto cease 
kmng him dian it is to arrest, by the sole effort of my will, 
the beating of my heart. You will send him to a convict 
prison. I will follow him; and in the prison, under the con- 
vict's dress, I will yet love him. No, nothing will separate me 
from him, nothing short of death ! And, if he must mount the 
scaffold, I diall die, I know it, from the blow which kills him." 

M. Daburon had buried his face in his hands. He did not 
wish Claire to perceive a trace of the emotion which affected 
him. "How she loves himt" he thought, "how she loves him!" 
All the stings of jealousy were rending him. What would not 
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be his delifiit if he were the object of so irresistible a passion 
as that which burst forth before him ! He had, too, a young 
and ardent soul, a burning thirst for love. Why dp so many 
men pass through life dispossessed of love, while others, the 
vilest beings sometimes, seem to possess a mysterious power, 
which charms and seduces, and inspires those blind and im- 
petuous feelings which to assert themselves rush to the sacri- 
fice all the while longing for it? Have women, then, no reason, 
no discernment? Mademoiselle d'Arlange's silence brought the 
magistrate back to the reality. He raised his eyes to her. Over- 
come by the violence of her emotion, she lay back in her chair 
and breathed with such difficulty that M. Daburon feared she 
was about to faint. He moved quickly toward the bell, to sum- 
mon aid; but Claire noticed the movement and stoiqied him. 
"What would you do?" she asked. 

"You seemed suffering so," he stammered, "that I — " 

"It is nothing, sir," replied she. "I may seem weak, but I 
am not so. It is cruel for a young girl to have to do violence 
to all her feelings. But I do not regret it ; it was for his sake. 
That which I do regret is my having lowered myself so far as 
to defend him; but he will forgive me that one doubt. Your 
assurance took me unawares. A man like him does not need 
defense: his innocence must be proved; and, God helping me, 
I will prove it." As Claire was half-rising to depart, M. Da- 
buron detained her by a gesture. In his blindness he thought 
he would be doing wrong to leave this poor young girl in the 
slightest way deceived. Having gone so far as to begin, he 
persuaded himself that his duty bade him go on to the end. 
He said to himself, in all good faith, that he would thus pre- 
serve Claire from herself, and spare her in the future many 
bitter regrets. "It is painful, mademoiselle—" he began. Claire 
did not let him finish. "Enough, sir," said she.; "all that you 
can say will be of no avail. I respect your unhappy convic- 
tion. If you were truly ray friend, I would ask you to aid me 
in the task of saving him, to which I am about to devote myself. 
But, doubtless, you would not do so." 

"If you knew the proofs which I possess, mademoiselle," he 
said in a cold tone, "if I detailed them to you, you would no 
longer hope." 

"Speak, sir," cried Claire imperiously. 

"You wish it, mademoiselle? Very well; I will give you in 
detail all the evidence we have collected. There is one which 
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alone is decisive. The murder was committed on the evening 
of Shrove Tuesday; and the prisoner can not give an account 
of what he did on that evening. He went out, however, and 
only returned home about two o'clock in the morning, his 
clothes soiled and torn, and his gloves frayed." 

"Oh! enough, sir, enough!" interrupted Claire, whose eyes 
beamed once more with happiness. "You say it was on Shrove 
Tuesday evening?" — "Yes, mademoiselle." 

"Ah ! I was sure," she cried triumphantly. "I told you truly 
that he could not be guilty." She clasped her hands, and from 
the movement of her lips it was evident that she was praying. 
The magistrate was so disconcerted that he forgot to admire 
her. "Well?" he asked impatiently. 

"Sir," replied Claire, "if that is your strongest proof, it exists 
no longer. Albert passed the entire evening you speak of with 
me." — "With you?" stammered the magistrate. — ^''Yes, with me, 
at my home." 

M. Daburon was astounded. Was he dreaming? He hardly 
knew. "What !" he exclaimed, "the vicomte was at your house ? 
Your grandmother, your companion, your servants, they all saw 
him and spoke to him ?" 

"No, sir; he came and left in secret. He wished no one to 
see him ; he desired to be alone with me." 

"Ah!" said the magistrate with a sigh of relief. The sigh 
signified : "It's all clear— only too evident. She is determined to 
save him, at the risk even of compromising her reputation. Poor 
girl ! But has this idea only just occurred to her?" The "Ah !" 
was interpreted very differently by Mademoiselle d'Arlange. 
She thought that M. Daburon was astonished at her consenting 
to receive Albert. "Your surprise is an insult, sir," said she. 

"Mademoiselle I" — "A daughter of my family, sir, may receive 
her betrothed without danger of anything occurring for which 
she would have to blush." 

' "I had no such msulting thought as you imagine, mademoi- 
selle," said the magistrate. "I was only wondering how M. de 
Commarin went secretly to your house when his approaching 
marriage gave him the right to present himself openly at all 
hours. I still wonder how, on such a visit, he could get his 
clothes in the condition in which we found them." 

"That is to say, sir," replied Claire bitterly, "that you doubt 
my word !" — "The circumstances are such, mademoiselle." — "You 
accuse me, then, of falsehood, sir. Know that, were we crim- 
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inals, we should not descend to justifying ourselves; we shooM 
ne^er pray nor ask for pardon." 

Mademoiselle d'Arlange's hattgfatj, contemptuous tone couM 
only anger the magistrate. "Above all, mademoiselle/' he an- 
swered, severely, "I am a magistrate ; and I have a duty to per- 
form. A crime has been committed. Everything points to 
M. Albert de Commarm as tiie guilty man. I arrest him; I 
examine him; and I find overwhelming proofs against him. 
Yon come and tell me that they are false; that is not enough. 
So long as you addressed me as a friend, you found me kind 
and gentle. Now it is the magistrate to whom you speak; and 
it is the magistrate who answers, *Ptove it.***— **My word, sir." 
—"Prove it I" 

Mademoiselle d*Arlange rose slowly, casting upon the mag- 
istrate a look full of astonishment and suspicion. "Would you, 
then, be glad, sir," she asked, "to find Albert guilty? Would it 
give you such great pleasure to have him convicted? Are you 
sure that you are not, armed with the law, revenging yourself 
upon a rival?" — ^"This is too much,** murmured the magistrate, 
"this is too much !" 

"Do you know the unusual, the dangerous, position we are 
in at this moment? One day, I remember, you declared your 
love for me. It appeared to me sincere and honest ; it touched 
me. I was obliged to refuse you because I loved another; and 
I pitied you. Now that other is accused of murder, and you 
are his judge; and I find myself between, you two, praying to 
you for him. In undertaking the investigation you acquired an 
opportunity to help him ; and yet you seem to be against him.*' 
Every word Qaire uttered fell upon M. Daburon's heart like 
a slap on bis face. "Mademoiselle, said he, "your grief has 
been too much for you. From you alone could I pardon what 
you have just said. If you think that Albert's fate depends upon 
my pleasure, you are mistaken. To convince me is nothing; 
it is necessary to convince others. That I should believe you 
is all very natural; I know you. But what weight will others 
attach to your testimony when you go to them with a true story 
—most true, I believe, but yet highly improbable?" 

Tears came into Claire's eyes. "If I have unjustly offended 
you, sir," said she, **pardon me : misfortune makes one wicked.** 

"You can not offend me, mademoiselle," replied the magis- 
trate. "I have already told you that I am devoted to your 
service." 
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"Then, sir, help me to prove the truth of what I have said. 
I will tell you everything." 

M. Daburon was fully convinced that Claire was seeking to 
deceive him; but her confidence astonished him. 

"Sir," began Claire, "you know what obstacles have stood 
in the way of my marriage with Albert. The Comte de Com- 
marin would not accept me for a daughter-in-law because I am 
poor, I possess nothing. It took Albert five years to triumph 
over his father's objections. At last, about a month ago, he 
gave his consent of his own accord. But these hesitations, 
delays, refusals, had deeply hurt my grandmother. Though the 
wedding day had been fixed, the marquise declared that we 
should not be compromised nor laughed at again for any ap- 
parent haste to contract a marriage so advantageous, that we 
had often before been accused of ambition. She decided, there- 
fore, that, until the publication of the banns, Albert should only 
be admitted into the house every other day, for two hours in 
the afternoon, and in her presence. Such was the state of 
affairs when, on Stmday morning, a note came to me from 
Albert. He told me that pressing business would prevent his 
coming, although it was his regular day. What could have 
happened to keep him away? I feared some evil. The next 
day I awaited him impatiently and distracted, when his valet 
brought Schmidt a note for me. In that letter, sir, Albert en- 
treated me to grant him an interview. It was necessary, he 
wrote, that he should have a long conversation with me, alone, 
and without delay. Our whole future, he added, depended upon 
this interview. He left me to fix the day and hour, urging me 
to confide in no one. I sent him word to meet me on the Tues- 
day evening at the little garden gate which opens into an un- 
frequented street. To inform me of his presence, he was to 
knock just as nine o'clock chimed at the Invalides." — "Excuse 
me, mademoiselle," interrupted M. Daburon, "what day did you 
write to M. Albert?"— "On Tuesday."— "Can you fix the hour?" 
—"I must have sent the letter between two and three o'clock." — 
Thanks, mademoiselle. Continue, I pray." 

"All my anticipations," continued Claire, "were realized. 
I retired during the evening, and went into the garden a little 
before the appointed time. I had procured the key of the little 
door; and I at once tried it. Unfortunately, I could not make 
it turn, the lock was so rusty. I was in despair, when nine 
o'clock struck. At the third stroke, Albert knocked. I told 
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him of ttut acddent; and threw him the key, that he might try 
and unlock the door. He tried but without success. I then 
begged him to postpone our interview. He replied that it was 
impossible, that what he had to say admitted of no delay ; that, 
during three days he had hesitated about confiding in me, and 
had suffered martyrdom^ and that he could endure it no longer. 
We were speaking, you must understand, through the door. At 
last, he declared that he would climb over the wall. I begged 
him not to do so, fearing an accident. The wall is very high, 
as you know, the top is covered with pieces of broken glass, 
and the acacia branches stretch out above like a hedge. But he 
laughed at my fears, and said that, unless I absolutely forbade 
him to do so, he was going to attempt to scale the wall. I 
dared not say no; and he risked it I was very frightened, and 
trembled like a leaf. Fortunately, he is very active, and got 
over without hurting himself. He had come, sir, to tell me of 
the misfortune which had befallen him. We first of all sat down 
upon the little seat you know of, in front of the grove; then, 
as the rain was falling, we took shelter in the summer house. 
It was past midnight when Albert left me, quieted and almost 
gay. He went back in the same manner, only with less danger, 
because I made him use the gardener's ladder, which I laid 
down alongside the wall when he had reached the other side." 

This account, given in the simplest and most natural manner, 
puzzled M. Daburon. What was he to think? "Mademoiselle,'' 
he asked, "had the rain commenced to fall when M. Albert 
climbed over the wall?" 

**No, sir, the first drops fell when we were on the seat; I 
recollect it very well, because he opened his umbrella, and I 
thought of Paul and Virginia." 

"Excuse me a minute, . mademoiselle," said the magistrate. 
He sat down at his desk, and rapidly wrote two letters. In 
the first, he gave orders for- Albert to be brought at once to his 
office in the Palais de Justice. In the second, he directed a 
detective to go immediately to the Faubourg St. Germain to 
the d'Arlange house, and examine the wall at the bottom of 
the garden, and make a note of any marks of its having been 
scaled, if any such existed. He explained that the wall had 
been climbed twice, both before and during the rain; conse- 
quently the marks of the going and returning would be different 
from each other. He enjoined upon the detective to proceed 
(With the utmost caution, and to invent a plausible pretext 
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which would explain his investigations. Having finished 
writing, the magistrate rang for his servant, who soon appeared. 
"Here," said he, "are two letters, which you must take to my 
clerk, Constant. Tell him to read them, and to have the 
orders they contain executed at once — at once, you understand. 
Run, take a cab, and be quick I Ah ! one word. If Constant is 
not in my office, have him sought for ; he will not be far off, as 
he is waiting for me. Go quickly !" M. Daburon then turned 
and said to Claire. "Have you kept the letter, mademoiselle, in 
which M. Albert asked for this interview?" 

"Yes, sir, I even think I have it with me." She arose, felt 
in her pocket, and drew out a much crumpled piece of paper. 
"Here it is!" The investigating magistrate took it. A sus- 
picion crossed his mind. At a glance, he read the ten lines of 
the note. "No date," he murmured, "no stamp, nothing at all." 

Claire did not hear him; she was racking her brain to find 
other proofs of the interview. "Sir," said she suddenly, "it 
often happens, that when we wish to be, and believe ourselves 
alone, we are nevertheless observed. Summon, I beseech you, 
all of my grandmother's servants, and inquire if any of them 
saw Albert that night." 

"Inquire of your servants? Can you dream of such a thing, 
mademoiselle ?" 

"What, sir? You fear that I shall be compromised. What 
of that, if he is only freed?" M. Daburon could not help ad- 
miring her. What sublime devotion in this young girl, whether 
she spoke the truth or not! 

"That is not all," she added; "the key which I threw to 
Albert, he did not return it to me; he must have forgotten to 
do so. If it is found in his possession, it will well prove that 
he was in the garden." 

"I will give orders respecting it, mademoiselle." 

"There is still another thing," continued Claire; "while I 
am here, send some one to examine the wall." She seemed to 
think of ever3rthing. 

"That is already done, mademoiselle," replied M. Daburon. 
"I will not hide from you that one of the letters which I have 
just sent off ordered an examination of your grandmother's 
wall, a secret examination, though, be assured." Claire rose 
joyfully, and for the second time held out her hand to 
the magistrate. "Oh, thanks!" she said, "a thousand thanks! 
Now I can well see that you are with me. But I have 
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bM anotker idea; Attxrt oogfat to tavis the note I wrote at 

''No, madramsMe, he baraed ft" 

Chiire drew ktck^ She imagined Ae felt a teuc^ of trooy 
m tte nngistrate's rvplj. There wa» none, however. M. 
DatavMi rememhered tile letter thnrifv into tiie ire by Al&ert on 
the Tuesday afternoon. It conftl oidy have been ike one Qaire 
had sent hin. It was to her, tiien, diat the words, '*She can 
not rerist me,** appfod. He nnderslood, now, the acticm and 
the remark. "Can yon noderslaind, meid^noiselle," he next 
sirfie^ 'iww M. de Conmarin could Itead justice astray, and 
expose me to coanntting a most deplorable error, when it 
would have been so easy to hare told me all this?^ 

'It seens to me, sir, that an honorable man can not confess 
tbat he has obtained a secret iirferriew from a lady, until he 
has full permission fron her to do so/' 

There was nodiing to reply to this; and the s enti m en ts ex- 
pressed by Mademoiselle d'Arlange garre a meaning- ta one 
of Albert's replies in die examination. This is not all yet, 
mademoiselle,'* oootinued fiie magistrate; '^It that you have 
told me here, you must repeat in my ofliee, at fke Palais de 
Jhtttice. My clefl; wilt take down your testimony, mid you 
must sign it. This proceeding will be painful Uy you; btrt^ ft 
Is a necessary lomaltty.'* 

^Ah, sir, I will do so with pleasare. What can I refuse, 
when I know ttet he is in prison?'^ She reMW from her seat, 
readjusting her cloak and die strings of her bonnet ^s it 
necessary," she asked "diat I ^lotdd await the retmm of the 
police agents who are examining the wsM?** 

^It is needless^ mademoiseile.*^ 

"Then," she continued in a sweet voice; **1 can only beseech 
you," she clasped her liands^ '*conjnre yot%* her eyes implored, 
•ta fet Albert out of prison." 

"He i^iall be liberated as soon as possMe; I gvre my word." 

"Oh, to-day, dear M. Daburon, to-day, I beg of you, now, 
at once 1 Snice he is iimoeent, be kind, f6r yon are our friend 
Do you wish me ^ go down on my knees ?^ 

Tlie magistrate had onfy just time to extend his arms, and 
prerent her. He was choking with e m otio n, the vtsihstppy manf 
Ah f how much he envied the prisoner's lot I •That which you 
ask of me is impossible, mademoiselle,* said he in an almost 
inaudible voice, ^impracticable, upon nrf hcmor. Ah! if it 
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depeaded upcm me alone, I could not, erta were he guilty, see 
jott weep, and resist" 

MademcMselle d'Arlange, hitherto so firm, could ho longer 
restrain her sobs. ''Miserable girl that I ami" she cried, 
''he is suffering, he is in prison; I am free, and yet I can do 
nothing for him I Can I not find one man who will hdp me? 
Yes," she said after a moment's reflection, "there is one man 
who owes himself to Albert; since he it was who put him in 
this position — ^the Comte de Commarin. He is his father, and 
yet he has abandoned him. Ah, well! I will remind him that 
he stiU has a son." 

The magistrate rose to see her to the door; bat she had 
already disappeared, taking the kind-hearted Schmidt with her. 

M. Daburan, more dead than alive, sank back again in his 
chair. His eyes filled with tears. "And that is what she isff 
he murmured "Ah! I made no vulgar choice. I had divined 
and understood all her good qualities." In the midst of his 
meditations, a sadden thought passed like a flash across his 
brain. Had Claire spoken the truth ? Had she not been play- 
ing a part previously prepared? No, most decidedly no! But 
she might have been herself deceived, might have been the 
dnpe of some skilful trick. In that case old Tabaret's predic- 
tion was now realized. Tabaret had said: "Look out for an 
indisputable alibi." How could he show the falsity of this 
one, planned in advance, affirmed by Qaire, who was herself 
deceived? How could he expose a plan, so well laid that the 
prisoner had been able without danger to await certain results, 
with his arms folded, and without himself moving in the matter ? 

He arose, "Oh !" he said in a loud voice, as though encour- 
aging himself, "at the Palais, all will be unraveled." 




'K/i DABURON had been surprised at Qaire's visit. M. 
^* • de Commarin was still more so, when his valet whispered 
to him that Mademoiselle d'Arlange desired a moment's con- 
versation with him. He hesitated to receive her, fearing a 

19— Vol. 2 
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painful and disagreeable scene. What could she want with 
him? To inquire about Albert, of course. And what could 
he reply? He sent a message, asking her to wait a few minutes 
in one of the little drawing-rooms on the ground floor. He 
did not keep her waiting long, his appetite having been de- 
stroyed by the mere announcement of her visit. 

As soon as he appeared, Claire saluted him with one of 
those graceful, yet highly dignified bows, which distinguished 
the Marquise d'Arlange. "Sir — ^," she began. 

"You come, do you not, my poor child, to obtain news of 
the unhappy boy?'' asked M. de Commarin. 

"No, sir," replied the young girl ; "I come, on the contrary, to 
bring you news. Albert is innocent." 

The comte looked at her most attentively, persuaded that 
grief had affected her reason ; but in that case her madness was 
very quiet. "I never doubted it," continued Claire; "but now 
I have the most positive proof." 

"Are you quite, sure of what you are saying?" inquired the 
comte, whose eyes betrayed his doubt. Mademoiselle d'Arlange 
understood his thoughts; her interview with M. Daburon had 
given her experience. "I state nothing which is not of the 
utmost accuracy," she replied, "and easily proved. I have just 
come from M. Daburon, the investigating magistrate, who is 
one of my grandmother's friends; and, after what I told him, 
he is convinced that Albert is innocent." 

"He told you that, Claire !" exclaimed the comte. "My child, 
are you sure, are you not mistaken?" 

"No, sir. I told him something, of which every one was 
ignorant, and of which Albert, who is a gentleman, could not 
speak. I told him that Albert passed with me, in my grand- 
mother's garden, all that evening on which the crime was com- 
mitted. He had asked to see me — " 

"But your word will not be sufiicient." 

"There are proofs, and justice has them by this time." 

"Heavens! Is it really .possible ?" cried the comte, who was 
beside himself. 

"Ah, sir !" said Mademoiselle d'Arlange bitterly, "you are his 
father, and you suspected him! You do not know him, then. 
You were abandoning him, without trying to defend him." 

M. de Commarin was not difficult to convince. Without think- 
ing, without discussion, he put faith in Claire's assertions. Yes, 
he had been overcome by the magistrate's certitude^ he had told 
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himself that what was most unlikely was true; and he had 
howed his head. Albert innocent! The thought descended 
upon his heart like hearenly dew. During the last three days^ 
he had discovered how great was his affection for Albert. He 
had loved him tenderly, for he had never been able to discard 
him, in spite of his frightful suspicions as to his paternity. 
For three da3rs, the knowledge of the crime imputed to his un- 
happy son, the thought of the punishment which awaited him, 
had nearly killed the father. And after all he was innocent ! 

"But, then, mademoiselle," asked the comte, "are they going 
to release him?" 

"Alas ! sir, I demanded that they should at once set him at 
HBerty. It is just, is it not, since he is not guilty? But the 
magistrate replied that it was not possible; that he was not the 
master; that Albert's fate depended on many others. It was 
then that I resolved to come to you for aid." 

"Can I then do something?" 

"I at least hope so. I am only a poor girl, very ignorant; 
and I know no one in the world. I do not know what can be 
done to get him released from prison. There ought, however, 
to be some means for obtaining justice. Will you not try all 
that can be done, sir, you, who are his father?" 

"Yes," replied M. de Commarin quickly, "yes, and without 
h>8ing a minute." 

Since Albert's arrest, the comte had been plunged in a dull 
stupor. In his profound grief, seeing only ruin and disaster 
about him, he had done nothing to shake off this mental paraly- 
sis. The frightful darkness was dispelled ; he saw a glimmering 
on the horizon ; he recovered the energy of his youth. "Let us 
go," he said. Suddenly the radiance in his face changed to 
sadness, mixed with anger. "But where?" he asked. "At what 
door shall we knock with any hope of success? In the olden 
times, I would have sought the king. But to-day! Even the 
emperor himself can not interfere with the law. We shall cer- 
tainly have justice; but to obtain it. promptly is an art taught 
in schools that I have not frequented." 

•1-et us try, at least, sir," persisted Claire. **Let us seek out 
judges, generals, ministers, any one. Only lead me to them. 
I will speak; and you shall see if we do not succeed." The 
comte took Claire's little hands between his own, and held them 
a moment, pressing them with paternal tenderness. "Brave 
girlf he cried, "you are a noble, courageous woman, Qairet 
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Good blood never fails. I did not know you. Yes, you shall 
be my daughter; and you shall be happy together, Albert and 
you. But we must not rush about everywhere, like wild geese. 
We need some one to tell us whom we should address — ^some 
guide, lawyer, barrister. Ah!" he cried, '1 have it— Noel I" 
Claire raised her eyes to the comte's in surprise. 

"He is my son," replied M. de Commarin, evidently embar- 
rassed, "my other son, Albert's brother. The best and worthiest 
of men," he added, repeating quite appropriately ^ phrase al- 
ready uttered by M. Daburon. "He is a barrister ; he knows all 
about the Palais; he will tell us what to do." Noel's name, 
thus thrown into the midst of this conversation so full of hope, 
oppressed Claire's heart. The comte perceived her affright. 
"Do not feel anxious, dear child," he said. "Noel is good ; and 
I will tell you more, he loves Albert. Do not shake your head 
so; Noel told me himself, on this very spot, that he did not 
believe Albert guilty. He declared that he intended doing every- 
thing to dispel the fatal mistake, and that he would be his bar- 
rister. I will send for him,'' continued M. de Commarin; "he 
is now with Albert's mother, who brought him up, and who 
is now on her deathbed." — "Albert's mother !" 

"Yes, my child. Albert will explain to you what may perhaps 
seem to you an enigma. Now time presses. But I think — '* 
He stopped suddenly. -He thought that, instead of sending for 
Noel at Madame Gerdy's, he might go there himself. He would 
thus see Valerie ! and he had longed to see her again so much ! 
It was one of those actions which the heart urges, but which 
one does not dare risk, because a thousand subtle reasons and 
interests are against it. 

"It will be quicker, perhaps," observed the comte, "to go to 
Noel." 

"Let us start then, sir." 

"1 hardly know though, my child," said the old gentleman, 
hesitating, "whether I may, whether I ought to take you with 
me. Propriety — " 

"Ah, sir, propriety has nothing to do with it !" replied Claire 
impetuously. "With you, and for his sake, I can go anywhere. 
I am ready, sir." 

"Very well, then," said the comte. Then, ringing the bell 
violently, he called to the servant : "My carriage." In descend- 
ing the steps, he insisted upon Claire's taking his arm. The 
gallant and elegant politeness of the friend of the Comte d' Artois' 
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reappeared. ''You have taken twenty years from my age/' he 
said; ''it is but right that I should devote to you the youth you 
have restored to me." 

As soon as Claire had entered the carriage, he said to the 
footman: "Rue St Lazare, quick!" Aided by the concierge's 
directions, the comte and tiie young girl went toward Madame 
Gerdy'^ apartments. He was, then, about to see her again! 
His emotion pressed his heart like a vise. "M. Noel Gerdy?" 
he asked of the servant The barrister had just that moment 
gone out. She did not know where he had gone; but he had 
said he should not be out more than half an hour. ''We will 
wait for him, then/' said the comte. 

He advanced; and the servant drew back to let them pasa. 
Noel had strictly forbidden her to admit any visitors; but the 
Comte <ie Commarin was one of those whose appearance makes 
servants fx^gct all their orders. Three persons were in the 
room into which the servant introduced the comte and Made- 
moiselle d'Arlange. They were the parish (uiest, the doctor, 
and a tall man, an officer of the Legion of Honor, whose figure 
and bearing indicated the old soldier. They were conversing 
near the fireplace, and the arrival of strangers appeared to 
astonish them exceedingly. In bowing, in response to M. de 
Commarin's and Claire's salutations, they seemed to inquire 
their business; but this hesitation was brief, for die soldier 
almost immediately offered Mademoiselle d'Arlange a chair. 

The con^e considered that his presence was inopportune; 
and he thought that he was called upon to introduce himsdf 
and explain his visit ^'You will excuse me, gentlemen," said 
he, "if I am indiscreet I did not think so when I asked to 
wait for Noel, whom I have the most pressing need of seeiitg. 
I am the Comte de Commarin." 

At this name the old soldier let go the back of the chair 
which he was still holding and haughtily raised his head. An 
angry light flashed in his eyes, and he made a threatening ges- 
ture. His lips moved, as if he were about to speak; but he 
restrained himself and retired, bowing his head, to the window* 
Neither the comte nor the two other men noticed his strange 
behavior; but it did not escape Claire. While Mademoiselle 
d'Arlange sat down rather surprised, the comte, much embar- 
rassed at his position, went up to the priest, and asked in a 
low voice: "What is, I pray, M. TAbbe, Madame Gerd/s 
condition?" 
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The doctor, who had a sharp ear, heard the question, and 
approached quickly. "I fear, sir," he said, "that she can not 
live throughout the day." 

The comte pressed his hand against his forehead, as though 
he had felt a sudden pain there. "Does she recognize her 
friends?" he murmured. 

"No, sir. Since last evening, however, there has been a 
great change. She was very uneasy all last night: she had 
moments of fierce delirium. About an hour ago we thought she 
was recovering her senses, and we sent for M. TAbbe." 

"Very needlessly, though," put in the priest, "and it is a sad 
misfortune. Her reason is quite gone. Poor woman ! I have 
known her ten years; I have been to sec her nearly every week; 
I never knew a more worthy person." 

"She must suffer dreadfully," said the doctor. Almost at the 
same instant, and as if to bear out the doctor's words, they 
heard stifled cries from the next room, the door of which was 
slightly open. "Do you hear?" exclaimed the comte, trembling 
from head to foot. Claire understood nothing of this strange 
scene. Dark presentiments oppressed her; she felt as thou^ 
she were enveloped in an atmosphere of evil. She grew fright- 
ened, rose from her chair, and drew near the comte. 

"She is, I presume, in there?" asked M. de Commarin. 

"Yes, sir," harshly answered the old soldier, who had also 
drawn near. 

. At any other time the comte would have noticed the soldier's 
tone and have resented it. Now he did not even raise his eyes. 
He remained insensible to everything. Was she not there, close 
to him? His thoughts were in the past; it seemed to him but 
yesterday that he had quitted her for the last time. "I should 
very much like to see her," he said timidly.— "That is impossi- 
ble," replied the old soldier.— -"Why ?" stammered the comte.— 
"At least, M. de Commarin," replied the soldier, "let her die 
in peace." 

The comte started, as if he had been struck. His eyes en- 
countered the officer's; he lowered them like a criminal before 
his judge. 

"Nothing need prevent the comte's entering Madame Gerdy's 

iwm," put in the doctor, who purposely saw nothing of all this. 

She would probably not notice his presence ; and if—" 

^ "Oh, she would perceive nothing!" said the priest. "I have 

just spoken to her, taken her hand; she remained quite insen- 
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sible." The old soldier reflected deeply. "Enter," said he at 
last to the comte ; "perhaps it is God's will." 

The comte tottered, so that the doctor offered to assist him. 
He gently motioned him away. The doctor and the priest en- 
tered with him; Claire and the old soldier remained at the 
threshold of the door, facing the bed. The comte took three 
or four steps, and was obliged to stop. He wished to, but could 
not go farther. Could this dying woman really be Valerie ? He 
did not recognize her. But she knew him, or rather divined his 
presence. With supernatural strength, she raised herself, ex- 
posing her shoulders and emaciated arms; then pushing away 
the ice from her forehead, and throwing back her still plenti- 
ful hair, bathed with water and perspiration, she cried: "Guy! 
Guy !" The comte trembled all over. He did not perceive that 
which immediately struck all the other persons present — ^thc 
transformation in the sick woman. Her contracted features 
relaxed, a celestial joy spread over her face, and her eyes, 
sunken by disease, assumed an expression of infinite tenderness. 

"Guy," said she in a voice heartrending by its sweetness, 
"you have come at last ! How long, O my God I I have waited 
for you! You can not think what I have suffered by your 
absence. I should have died of grief had it not been for the 
hope of seeing you again. Who kept you from me? Your 
parents again? How cruel of them! Did you not tell them 
that no one could love you here below as I do? No, that is 
not it ; I remember. You were angry when you left me. Your 
friends wished to separate us; they said that I was deceiving 
you with another. But you did not believe the wicked calumny, 
you scorned it, for you are here? I deceive you?" continued 
the dying woman ; "only a madman would believe it. Am I not 
yours, your very own, heart and soul ? Was I not yours, alone, 
from the very first? I never hesitated to give myself entirely 
to you; I felt that I was bom for you, Guy, do you remember? 
I was working for a lace-maker, and was barely earning a liv- 
ing. You told me you were a poor student ; I thought you were 
depriving yourself for me. You insisted on having our little 
apartment on the Quai St. Michel done up. It was lovely, witK 
the new paper all covered with flowers, which we hung our- 
selves. From the window we could see the great trees of the 
Tuileries gardens; and by leaning out a little we could see 
the sun set through the arches of the bridges. Oh, those happy 
days! But you deceived me! You were not a poor student. 
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One day» when taking my work borne, I met yon ia an elegamt 
carriage, with tall footmen, dressed ia liveries covered with gold 
lace, bdMnd I could not beUeve any ^es. That evening you 
told me the truth, that you were a nobkman and intensely 
rkh. Oh, my darling, why did you tell me?" 

Had she her reason, or was this a mere delirium? Great 
tears rolled down the Comte de Commarin's wrinkled {ace, and 
the doctor and the priest were touched by- the sad spectacle of 
an old man weeping like a child. 

"After that," contmued Madame Gerdy, "we left the Quai 
Saint-MicheL You wished it; and I obeyed in spite of my 
apprehensions. You told me that, to please you, I ought to 
look like a great lady. You provided teachers for me, for I 
was so ignorant that I scarcely knew how to sign my name. 
Do you remember the queer spelling in my first letter? Ah» 
Guy, if you had really only been a poor student! When i 
knew that you were so rich, I lost my simplicity, my thoughtf ulr 
siess, my gaiety. I feared that you would think me covet2>u% 
tiiat you would imagine that yotu* fortune influenced my love. 
lien who, like you, have a&iUioas, must be tmhapi^l They 
naust be always doubting and full of suspicions ; they cam aever 
be sure whether it is themselves or their gold whidi is loved^ 
and this awful doubt makes them mistrustful, jealous, and 
cruel. Oh, my dearest, why did we leave our dear little room? 
There we were happy. You thought to raise me, but you only 
sunk me lower. You were proud of our love ; you published k 
abroad. Vainly I asked you in mercy to leave me in obscurity 
and unknown. Soon the whole town knew that I was your 
Biistress* Every one was talking of the money you spent on 
me. How I blushed at the flaunting luxury you thrust upon 
aae! You were satisfied, because my beauty became celebrated; 
I wept, because my shame became so too. Was not my name 
In die papers? And it was through the same papers that I 
heard of your aj^oaching marriage. Unhappy woman! I 
should have fled from you, but I had not the courage. I re- 
signed myself, without an effort, to the most humiliating; the 
most shameful of positions. You were married, and I remained 
your mistress. Oh, what anguish I suffered durii^ that ter- 
rible evening. I was ak)ne in my own home, in that ro(Mn so 
associated with you; and you were marrying another! I said 
w^Tlv 1.. ,*?^* momem a pure, noble young girl is giving 
herself to hun.' I said again : 'What oaths is th^ South, which 
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(ias so often pressed my lips, now taking?' Often since that 
dreadful misfortune I have asked heaven what crime I had 
committed that I should be so terribly punished? This was 
the crime: I remained your mistress, and your wife died. I 
only saw her once, and then scarcely for a minute, but she 
looked at you, and I knew that she loved you as only I could. 
Ah, Guy, it was our love that killed her 1" 

She stopped exhausted, but none of the bystanders moved. 
They listened breathlessly, and waited with feverish emotion 
for her to resume. 

"Who," continued the sick woman, unconscious of all that 
was passing about her, "who told you I was deceiving you? 
Oh, the wretches! They set spies upon me; they discovered 
that an officer came frequently to see me. But that officer was 
my brother, my dear Louis ! When he was eighteen years old, 
and being unable to obtain work, he enlisted, saying to my 
mother that there would then be one mouth the less in the fam- 
ily. He was a good soldier, and his officers always liked him. 
He was promoted a lieutenant, then captain, and finally became 
major. Louis always loved me; had he remained in Paris I 
should not have fallen. But our mother died, and I was left all 
alone in this great city. He was a non-commissioned officer 
when he first knew that I had a lover; and he was so enraged 
that I feared he would never forgive me. But he did forgive 
me, saying that my constancy in my error was its only excuse. 
Ah, my friend, he was more jealous of your honor than you 
yourself I He came to see me in secret, because I placed him 
in the unhappy position of blushing for his sister. Could a 
brave soldier confess that his sister was the mistress of a 
comte? That it might not be known, I took the utmost pre- 
cautions, but alas! only to make you doubt me. When Louis 
knew what was said he wished in his blind rage to challenge 
you ; and then I was obliged to make him think that he had no 
right to defend me. What misery! Ah, I have paid dearly 
for my years of stolen happiness! But you are here, and all 
is forgotten. For you do believe me, do you not, Guy? I will 
write to Louis: he will come, he will tell you that I do not 
lie, and you can not doubt his, a soldier's word." 

"Yes, on my honor," said the old soldier, "what my sister 
says is the truth." 

The dying woman did not hear him ; she continued in a voice 
panting from weariness: "How your presence revives me. I 
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feel Ant I am growing stronger. I have nearly been very tH. 
I am afraid I am not very pretty to-day; but never mind, km 
me!" She opened her arms, and thrust ottt her lips as if to 
kiss him. "But it is one condition, Guy, that you will leave 
me my child? Oh ! I b^ of you, I entreat you, not to take him 
from me; leave hhn to me. What is a mother without her 
child? You are anxious to give him an illustrious name, an 
immense fortune. No I Yon tell me tiiat this sacrifice will be 
for his good. No! My child is mine: I will keep him. The 
world has no honors, no riches, which can replace a mother^s 
k»ve. You wish to give me in exchange that other woman's 
child. Never! What! you would have that woman embrace 
my boy! It is impossible. Take away this strange child from 
mf; he fills me with horror; I want my own! Ah, do not 
insist, do not threaten me with anger, do not leave me. I 
ihould give in, and then I should die. Guy, forget this fatal 
project, the thought of it alone is a crime. Can not my prayers, 
my tears, can nothing move you? Ah, well God will punish 
US. All will be discovered. The day will come when these 
children will demand a fearful reckoning. Guy, I foresee the 
future ; I see my son coming toward me, justly angered. What 
does he say, great heaven! Oh, those letters, those letters, 
0weet memories of our love! My son, he threatens me! He 
strikes me! Ah, help! A son strike his mother. Tell no one 
of it, though. Oh, my God, what torture I Yet he knows well 
that I am his mothfiT. He pretends not to believe me. Lord, 
this is too much! Guy! pardon! oh, my only friend! I have 
neither the power to resist nor the courage to obey you.'* 

At this moment the door opening on to the landing opened, 
and Noel appeared, pale as usual, but calm and composed. The 
dying woman saw him, and the sight affected her like an elec- 
tric shodc. A terrible shudder shook her frame; her eyes grew 
inordinately large; her hair seemed to stand on end. She raised 
herself on her piltows, stretched out her arm in the direction 
where Noel stood, and in a loud voice exclaimed! "Assassin!" 

She fell back convulsively on the bed. Some one hastened 
forward : she was dead. A deep silence prevailed. All the by- 
standers were deeply moved by this painful scene, this last con- 
fession, wrested so to say from the delirium. And the last word 
uttered by Madame Gerdy, "assassin," surprised no one. Afl, 
excepting the nun, knew of the awful accusation which had 
been made against Albert. To him they applied the unf ort«- 
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nate mother's malediction. Noel seemed quite broken-hearted. 
Kneeling by the bedside of her who had been as a mother to 
him, he took one of her hands, and pressed it close to his lips. 
"Dead!" he groaned; "she is dead." 

Fallen into a chair, his head thrown back, the Comte de Com- 
marin was more overwhelmed and more livid than this dead 
woman, his old love, once so beautiful. Claire and the doctor 
hastened to assist him. They undid his cravat, and took off 
his collar, for he was suffocating. With the help of the old 
soldier, whose red, tearful eyes told of suppressed grief, they 
moved the comte's chair to the half-opened window to give him 
a little air. Three days before this scene would have killed 
him. But the heart hardens by misfortune, like hands by labor. 
"His tears have saved him," whispered the doctor to Claire. 

M. de Commarin gradually recovered, and, as his thoughts 
became clearer, his sufferings returned. The comte's gaze was 
fixed upon the bed where lay Valerie's body. The soul, that 
soul so devoted and so tender, had flown. What would he not 
have given if God would have restored that unfortunate woman 
to life for a day, or even for an hour? Upon a mere suspicion, 
without deigning to inquire, without giving her a hearing, he 
had treated her with the coldest contempt. Why had he not 
seen her again? He would have spared himself twenty years 
of doubt as to Albert's birth. Then he remembered the comtesse's 
death. She also had loved him, and had died of her love. He 
had not understood them; he had killed them both. The hour 
of expiation had come; and he could not say: "Lord, the pun- 
ishment is too great," and yet, what punishment, what misfor- 
tunes, during the last five days I 

"Yes," he stammered, "she predicted it. Why did I not listen 
to her?" Madame Gerdy's brother pitied the old man, so se- 
verely tried. He held out his hand. "M. de Commarin," he 
said, in a grave, sad voice, "my sister forgave you long ago, 
even if she ever had any ill feeling against you. It is my turn 
to-day; I forgive you sincerely." 

"Thank you, sir," murmured the comte, "thank you." And 
then he added: "What a death!" 

"Yes," murmured Claire, "she breathed her last in the idea 
that her son was guilty of a crime. And we were not able to 
undeceive her." 

"At least," cried the comte, "her son should be free to render 
her his last duties ; yes, he must be. Noel !" The barrister had 
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approached his father, and heard all. "I have promised, father * 
he replied, ''to save him." 

For the first time, Mademoiselle d'Arlange was face to face 
with Noel Their eyes met, and she could not restrain a move- 
ment of repugnance, which the barrister perceived. "Albert is 
already saved," she said proudly. "What we ask is that prompt 
justice shall be done him; that he shall be immediately set at 
liberty. The magistrate now knows the truth." 

"How the truth?" exclaimed the barrister. 

"Yes; Albert passed at my house, with me, the evening the 
crime was committed." Noel looked at her surprised; so sin- 
gular a confession from such a mouth, without explanatioi^ 
might well surprise him. She drew herself up haughtily. *1 
am Mademoiselle Claire d'Arlange, sir," said she. 

M. de G>mmarin now quickly ran over all the incidents re-' 
ported by Qaire. When he had finished, Noel replied: "You 
see, sir, my position at this moment, to-morrow — ** 

"To-morrow?" interrupted the comte, "you said, I believe, 
to-morrow! Honor demands, sir, that we act to-day, at this 
moment. You can show your love for this poor woman much 
better by delivering her son than by praying for her." Nod' 
bowed low. "To hear your wish, sir, is to obey it," he said; 
"I go. This evening, at your house, I shall have the honor of 
giving you an account of my proceedings. Perhaps I shall be 
able to bring Albert with me." 

He spoke, and, again embracing the dead woman, went out. 
Soon the comte and Mademoiselle d'Arlange also retired. The 
old soldier went to the Mairie, to give notice of the death, and 
to fulfil the necessary formalities. The nun alone remained to 
watch the corpse. 




1^ DABURON was ascending the stairs that led to the 
^^^* offices of the investigating^ magistrates, when he saw 
old Tabaret coming toward him. The sight pleased him, and 
he at once called out: "M. Tabaret!" 
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''You must excuse me, sir" he said, bowing, "bat I am ex- 
pected at home." 

"I hope, however — " 

"Oh, he is innocent/' interrupted old Tabaret "I have al* 
ready some proofs; and before three days — But you are going 
to see GevroFs man with the earrings. He is very cunning, 
Gevrol: I misjudged him.'' And without listening to another 
word, he hurried away. M. Daburon, greatly disappointed, also 
hastened on. In the passage, on a bench of rough wood before 
his office door, Albert sat awaiting him, under the charge of a 
Garde de Paris. "You will be summoned immediately, sir,'' 
said the magistrate to the prisoner, as he opened his door. 

In the office. Constant was taHdng with a skinny little man. 
"You received my letters?" asked M. Daburon of his clerk. — 
"Your orders have been executed, sir: the prisoner is without 
and here is M. Martin, who this moment arrived from the 
neighborhood of the Invalides." 

'That is well," said the magistrate in a satisfied tone. And, 
turning toward the detective : "Well, M. Martin," he asked, "what 
did you sec?"— "The walls have been scaled, sir."— "Lately ?" 
— "Five or six days ago." — "You are sure of this?" — ^"As sure 
as I am that I see M. Constant at this moment mending his 
pen." — "The marks are plain?" — "As plain as the nose on my 
face, sir. The thief entered the garden before the rain, and 
went away after it, as you had conjectured. This circumstance 
is easy to establish by examining die marks on the wall of the 
ascent and the descent oh the side toward the street These 
marks are several abrasions, evidently made by the feet of some 
one climbing. The first are dean; the others, muddy. The 
scamp in getting in pulled himself up by the strength of his 
wrists: but when going away, he enjoyed the luxury of a ladder, 
which he threw down as soon as he was on the top of the wall. 
One can see where he placed it, by holes made in the ground 
by the feOow's weight; and also by the mortar which has been 
knocked away from the top of the wall." 

"Is that all?" asked the magistrate. 

"Not yet, sir. Three of the pieces of glass which cover the 
top of the wall have been removed. Several of the acacia 
branches, which extend over the wall have been twisted or 
broken. Adhermg to the thorns of one of these branches, I 
famd this little piece of lavender kkl, which appears to me 
to belong to a glove.'' 



878 THE LEROUGE AFFAIR 

The magistrate eagerly seized the piece of kid. It had evi- 
dently* come from a glove. "You took care, I hope, M. Martin," 
said M. Daburon, "not to attract attention at the house where 
you made this investigation?" 

"Certainly, sir. I first of all examined the exterior of the 
wall at my leisure. After that, leaving my hat at a wine-shop 
round the comer, I called at the Marquise d'Arlange's house, 
pretending to be the servant of a neighboring duchess, who was 
in despair at having lost a favorite parrot. I was very kindly 
given permission to explore the garden ; and, as I spoke as dis- 
respectfully as possible of my pretended mistress, they, no 
doubt, took me for a genuine servant." 

"You are an adroit and prompt fellow, M. Martin," inter- 
rupted the magistrate. "I am well satisfied with you; and I 
will report you favorably at headquarters." He rang his bell, 
while the detective, delighted at the praise he had received, 
moved backward to the door, bowing the while. 

Albert was then brought in. "Have you decided, sir," asked 
the investigating magistrate without preamble, "to give me a 
true account of how you spent last Tuesday evening?" — "I 
have already told you, sir." — "No, sir, you have not; and I 
regret to say that you lied to me." Albert, at this apparent in- 
sult, turned red, and his eyes flashed. 

"I know all that you did on that evening," continued the 
magistrate, "because justice, as I have already told you, is 
ignorant of nothing that it is important for it to know." Then, 
looking straight into Albert's eyes, he continued slowly: "I 
have seen Mademoiselle Claire d'Arlange." 

On hearing that name, the prisoner's features, contracted by 
a firm resolve not to give way, relaxed. However, he made no 
reply. 

"Mademoiselle d'Arlange," continued the magistrate, "has 
told me where you were on Tuesday evening." Albert still 
hesitated. "I am not setting a trap for you," added M. Dabu- 
ron ; "I give you my word of honor. She has told me all, you 
understand ?" 

This time Albert decided to speak. His explanations corre- 
sponded exactly with Claire's; not one detail more. Hence- 
forth, doubt was impossible. Mademoiselle d'Arlange had not 
been imposed upon. Either Albert was innocent, or she was 
his accomplice. Could she knowingly be the accomplice of such 
an odious crime? No; she could not even be suspected of it. 
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B«t who fkexk wis the assusin? For, when a crime has heen 
committed, justice demands a culprit. 

"You see, sir," said the magistrate severely to Albert, "you 
dad deceive me. You risked your life, sir, and, what is also 
very serious, yoo exposed me, you exposed justice, to the chance 
of committing a most depkxrable mistake. Why did you not 
tell me the truth at once?" 

"Mademoiselle d'Arlange, sir," replied Albert, "in according 
me a meeting, trusted in my honor." 

**And you wouU have died sooner than mention that inter- 
view?" interrupted M. Daburon with a touch of irony. "That 
IS all very fine, sir, and worthy of the days of chivalry !" 

"I am not Ac hero that you suppose, sir," replied the pris- 
oner simply. 'If I told you that I did not count on Qaire, I 
should be telling a falsehood. I was waiting for her. I knew 
that, on learning of my arrest, she would brave everything to 
save me. But her friends might have hid it from her; and that 
was what I feared. In that event, I do not think, so far as one 
can answer for one's self, that I should have mentioned her 
name." 

There was no appearance of bravado. What Albert said, 
be thought and felt. M, Daburon regretted his irony. ''Sir,^ 
he said kindly, "you must return to your pris<Hi. I can not re- 
lease you yet ; but you will be no longer in solitary confinement. 
You will be treated with every attention due to a prisoner 
whose innocence appears probable." Albert bowed, and thanked 
him; and was then removed. 

"We are now ready for Gevrol," said the magistrate to his 
clerk. The chief of detectives was absent: he had been sent 
for from the Prefecture of Police ; but his witness, the man with 
the earrings, was waiting in the passage. He was told to enter. 
He was one of those short, thick-set men, powerful as oaks, 
who can carry almost any weight on their broad shoulders. His 
white hair and whiskers set off his features, hardened and 
tanned by the inclemency of the weather, the sea winds and 
the heat of the trebles. He had large callous black hands, with 
big sinewy fingers which must have possessed the strength of 
a vise. Great earrings in the form of anchors hung from his 
ears. He was dressed in die costume of a well-to-do Normandy 
fisherman out for a holiday. The clerk was obliged to push 
htm into tiie office, for this son of the ocean was timid and 
abashed when on shore. M. Daburon examined him, and esti- 
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mated him at a glance. There was no doubt but that he was 
the sunburnt man described by one of the witnesses at La 
Jonchere. It was also impossible to doubt his honesty. 

"Your name?" demanded the investigating magistrate. — 
"Marie Pierre Lerouge." — "Are you, then, related to Claudine 
Lerouge?" — "I am her husband, sir." 

"Every one believed her a widow. She herself pretended to 
be one." — "Yes, for in that way she partly excused her conduct. 
Besides, it was an arrangement between ourselves. I had told 
her that I would have nothing more to do with her." — "In- 
deed ? Well, you know that she is dead, victim of an -odious 
crime?" — "The detective who brought me here told me of it, 
sir," replied the sailor, his face darkening. "She was a wretch !" 
he added in a hollow voice. — "How? You, her husband, accuse 
her ?" — "I have but too good reason to do so, sir. Ah, my dead 
father, who foresaw it all at the time, warned me ! I laughed, 
when he said : Take care, or she will dishonor us all.' He was 
right Through her, I have been hunted down by the police, 
just like some skulking thief. Everywhere that they inquired 
after me with their warrant, people must have said: *Ah, ha, 
he has then committed some crime I' And here I am before a 
magistrate! Ah, sir, what a disgrace I The Lerouges have 
been honest people, from father to son, ever since the world 
began. Yes, she was a wicked woman; and I have often told 
her that she would come to a bad end."^-"You told her that?" 
— "More than a hundred times, sir." — "When did you warn her 
so wisely?" 

"Ah, a long time ago, sir," replieid the sailor, "the first time 
was more than thirty years back. She had ambition even in 
her blood ; she wished to mix herself up in the intrigues of the 
great. It was that that ruined her. She said that one got 
money for keeping secrets; and I said that one got disgraced 
and that was all. But she had a will of her own." 

"You were her husband, though," objected M. Daburon, "you 
had the right to command her obedience." The sailor shook 
his head, and heaved a deep sigh. "Alas, sir! it was I who 
obeyed." 

"In what intrigues did your wife mingle?" asked he. "Go 
on, my friend, tell me everything exactly; here, you know, we 
must have not only the truth, but the whole truth." 

Lerouge placed his hat on a chair. Then he began alter- 
nately to pull his fingers, making them crack almost sufficiently 
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to hrtafc them, and iihimately scratched his head violently. It 
was his way of arranging his ideas. ^I must tell yon," he be- 
gan, '*that it will he thirty-five years on St. John's day since I 
fell in love with Clandine. She wail a pretty, neat, fascinating 
girl, with a voice sweeter than honey. She was the most beau- 
tiful girl in our part of the country, straight as a mast, supple 
as a willow, graceful and strong as a racing boat. Her eyes 
sparkled like old cider; her hair was black, her teeth as white 
as pearls, and her breath was as fresh as the sea breeze. The 
nusfortune was that she hadn't a sou, while we were in easy 
circumstances. Her mother, who was the widow of I can't 
say how many husbands, was, saving your presence, a bad 
woman, and my father was the worthiest man alive. When 
I spoke to the old fellow of marrying Claudine he swore fiercely, 
apd eight days after, he sent me to Oporto on a schooner be- 
longing to one of our ne^bors, just to give me a change of 
air. I came bade, at the end of six months, thinner than a 
thole, but more in love than ever. Recollections of Claudine 
scorched me like a fire. I could scarcely eat or drink; but I 
felt that she loved me a little in return, for I was a fine young 
fellow, and more than one girl had set her cap at me. Then 
my father, seeing that he could do nothing, that I was wasting 
away, and was on the road to join my mother in the cemetery, 
decided to let me complete my folly. So one evening, after we 
had returned from fishing and I got up from supper without 
tasting it, he said to me: 'Marry the hag's daughter, and let's 
have no more of this.' The evening after the wedding, and 
when the relatives and guests had departed, I was about to join 
my wife, when I perceived my father all alone in a comer 
weeping. The sight touched my heart, and I had a foreboding 
of evil; but it quickly passed away. For two years, in spite 
of a few little quarrds, ever3rthing went on nicely. Claudine 
managed me like a chikl. Ah, she was cunning! She might 
have seized and bound me, and carried me to market and sold 
me, without my noticing it. Her great fault was her love of 
finery. All that I earned, and my business was very prosper- 
ous, she put on her back. At the baptism of our son, who was 
called Jacques after my father, to please her, I squandered all 
I had economized during my youth, more than three hundred 
pistoles, with which I had intended purchasing ,a meadow that 
lay in the midst of our property. I was well enough pleased, 
until one morning I saw xaie of the Comte de Commarin's ser- 
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vants entering our house; the comte's chateau is only about a 
mile from where I lived on the other side of the town. It was 
a fellow named Germain, whom I didn't like at all. I asked 
my wife what the fellow wanted; she replied that he had come 
to ask her to take a child to nurse. I would not hear of it at 
first, for our means were sufficient to allow Qaudine to keep all 
her milk for our own child. But she gave me the very best of 
reasons. She said she regretted her past flirtations and her ex- 
travagance. She wished to earn a little money, being ashamed 
of doing nothing while I was -killing myself with work. She 
was to get a very good price, that we could save up to go 
toward the three hundred pistoles. That confounded meadow, 
to which she alluded, decided me." 

''Did she not tell you of the commission with which she was 
charged?" asked the magistrate. 

This question astonished Lerouge. He thought that there 
was good reason to say that justice sees and knows everything. 
"Not then," he answered ; "but you will see. Eight days after, 
the postman brought a letter, asking her to go to Paris to fetch 
the child. It arrived in the evening. 'Very well,' said she, *I 
will start to-morrow by the diligence.' I didn't say a word 
then; but next morning, when she about to take her seat in 
the diligence, I declared that I was going with her. She didn't 
seem at all angry, on the contrary. She kissed me, and I was 
delighted. At Paris she was to call for the little one at a 
Madame Gerdy's, who lived on the Boulevard. We arranged 
that she should go alone, while I waited for her at our inn. 
After she had gone, I grew uneasy. I went out soon after and 
prowled about near Madame Gerdy's house, making inquiries 
of the servants and others : I soon discovered that she was the 
Comte de Commarin's mistress. I felt so annoyed that, if I had 
been master, my wife should have come away without the little 
bastard. Claudine, sir, was more obstinate than a mule. After 
three days of violent discussion, she obtained from me a reluc- 
tant consent, between two kisses. Then she told me that we 
were going to return home by the diligence. The lady, who 
feared the fatigue of the journey for her child, had arranged 
that we should travel back by short stages, in her carriage, and 
drawn by her horses. For she was kept in grand style. We 
were, therefore, installed with the children, mine and the other, 
in an elegant carriage, drawn by magnificent animals, and driven 
by a coachman in livery. My wife was mad with joy; she 
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Idssed me over and over again, and chinked handfuls of gold 
in my face. I felt as foolish as an honest husband who finds 
money in his house which he didn't earn himself. Seeing how 
I felt, Claudine, hoping to pacify me, resolved to tell me the 
whole truth. 'See here,' she said to me — " Lerouge stopped, 
and, changing his tone, said: "You understand that it is my 
wife who is speaking?" 

"Yes, yes. Go on." — "She said to me, shaking her pocket 
full of money, 'See here, my man, we shall always have 
as much of this as ever we may want, and this is why: The 
comte, who also had a legitimate child at the same time 
as this bastard, wishes that this one shall bear his name in- 
stead of the other; and this can be accomplished, thanks to 
me. On the road we shall meet at the inn, where we are to 
sleep, M. Germain and the nurse to whom they have entrusted 
the legitimate son. We shall be put in the room, and during 
the night I am to change the little ones, who have been pur- 
posely dressed alike. For this the comte gives me eight thou- 
sand francs down and a life annuity of a thousand francs.' 
I could say nothing at first, I was so choked with rage. But 
she, who was generally afraid of me when I was in a passion, 
burst out laughing, and said: 'What a fool you are! Listen, 
before turning sour like a bowl of milk. The comte is the 
only one who wants this change made ; and he is the one that's 
to pay for it. His mistress, this little one's mother, doesn't 
want it at all; she merely pretended to consent, so as not to 
quarrel with her lover, and because she has got a plan of her 
own. She took me aside during my visit in her room, and, 
after having made me swear secrecy on a crucifix, she told me 
that she couldn't bear the idea of separating herself from her 
babe forever, and of bringing up another's child. She added 
that, if I would agree not to change the children, and not to 
tell the comte, she would give me ten thousand francs down, 
and guarantee me an annuity equal to the one the comte had 
promised me. She declared, also, that she could easily find out 
whether I kept my word, as she had made a mark of recognition 
on her little one. She didn't show me the mark, and I have ex- 
amined him carefully, but can't find it. Do you understand 
now. I merely take care of this little fellow here; I tell the 
comte that I have changed the children; we receive from both 
sides, and Jacques will be rich. Now kiss your little wife who 
has more sense than you, you old dear I' That, sir, is word for 
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word what Oaudine said to me." M. Daburon was coalouiide!! 
He felt himself utterly routed. 

"What Qaudine proposed to me" continued the sailor, "was 
villainous; and I am an honest man. She proved to me that 
we were wroni^ing no (me, that we were making little Jacqnes's 
fortune, and I was silenced. At evening we arrived at some 
village; and the coachman, stopping the carriage befc^-e an inn, 
told us we were to sleep there. We entered, and who do you 
think we saw? That scamp, Germain, with a nurse carrying a 
child dressed so exactly Hke the one we had that I was starred. 
They had journeyed there, like ourselves, in one of the comie's 
carriages. A suspicion crossed my mind. How could I be sure 
that Claudine had not invented the second story to pacify me? 
I resolved not to lose sight of the little bastard, swearing that 
they shouldn't change it; so I kept him all the evening on my 
knees, and, to be all the more SMtre, I tied my handkerchief 
about his waist. Ah I the plan had been well laid. After sup- 
per some one spoke of retiring, and then it turned out that 
there were only two double-bedded rooms in the house. It 
seemed as though it had been built expressly for the scheme. 
The innkeeper said that the two nurses might sleep in one 
rocnn, and Germain and myself in the other. Do you under- 
stand, sir? Add to this that during the evening I had surprised 
looks of intelligence passing between my wife and that rascally 
servant, and you can imagine how furious I was. It was con- 
science that spoke, and I was trying to silence it. As for me; 
I upset that arrangement, pretending to be too jealous to leave 
my wife a minute. They were obliged to give way to me. The 
other nurse went up to bed first. Claudine and I followed aooa 
afterward. My wife undressed and got into bed with our son 
and the little bastard. I did not undress. Under the pretext 
that I should be in the way of the children, I installed myself 
in a chair near the bed, determined not to shut my eyes, and to 
keep close watch. I put out the candle, in order to let the 
women sleep. Toward midnight I heard Qaudine moving. I 
held my breath. Was she going to change the children? I was 
beside myself, and seizing her by the arm, I commenced to beat 
her roughly, giving free vent to all that I had on my heart. 
The other nurse cried out as though she were being murdered. 
At this uproar Germain rushed in with a lighted candle. Not 
knowing what I was doing, I drew from my pocket a long 
Spanish knife, which I always carried, and, seizing the cursed 
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bastard, I thrust the blade through his arm, crying, This way, 
at least, he can't be changed without my knowing it; he is 
marked for life !' " 

The magistrate's stern glance harassed Lerouge, and urged 
him on, like the whip which flogs the negro slave overcome with 
fatigue. 

"The little fellow's wound," he resumed, "bled dreadfully, 
and he might have died ; but I didn't think of that. I was only 
troubled about the future. I declared that I would write out 
all that had occurred, and that every one should sign it. This 
was done ; we could, all four, write. Germain didn't dare resist, 
for I spoke with knife in hand. He wrote his name first, beg- 
ging me to say nothing about it to the comte, swearing that, 
for his part, he would never breathe a word of it, and pledging 
the other nurse to a like secrecy." 

"And have you kept this paper?" asked M. Daburon. 

"Yes, sir, and as the detective to whom I, confessed all ad- 
vised me to bring it with me, I went to take it from the place 
where I always kept it, and I have it here." — "Give it to me." 

Lerouge took from his coat pocket an old parchment pocket- 
book, fastened with a leather thong, and withdrew from it a 
paper yellowed by age and carefully sealed. "Here it is," said 
he. "The paper hasn't been opened since that accursed night." 
It was really a brief description of the scene, described by the 
old sailor. The four signatures were there. "What has become 
of the witnesses who signed this declaration?" murmured the 
magistrate, speaking to himself. Lerouge replied: "Germain is 
dead. I have been told that he was drowned while out rowing. 
Claudine has just been assassinated; but the other nurse still 
lives. I even know that she spoke of the affair to her husband, 
for he hinted as much to me. His name is Brossette, and he 
lives in the village of Commarin itself." 

"And what next?" asked the magistrate after having taking 
down the name and address. 

"The next day, sir, Claudine managed to pacify me, and ex- 
torted a promise of secrecy. The child was scarcely ill at all; 
but he retained an enormous scar on his arm." — ^"Was Madame 
Gerdy informed of what took place?" — "I do not think so, sir. 
But I would rather say that I do not know." — "What! you do 
not know ?" — "Yes, sir, I swear it. You see my ignorance comes 
from what happened afterward."— "What happened, then?"— 
The sailor hesitated. "That, sir, concerns only myself, and—" 
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"My friend," interruftted the magistrate, "you are an hnieit 
man, I believe; in fact, I am sure of it. All that is said here» 
and which is not directly connected with the crime, will remain 
secret; even I will forget it immediately." 

"Alas, sir," answered the sailor, "I have been already greatly 
punished; and it is a long time since my troubles began. Clau- 
dine was a coquette; but she had a great many other vices. 
When she realized how much money we had these vices showed 
themselves, just like a fire, smoldering at the bottom of the 
hold, bursts forth when you open iht hatches. In our house 
there was feasting without end Whenever I went to sea she 
would entertain ^e worst women in the place; and there was 
nothing too good or too expensive for them. Well, one night, 
when she thought me at Rouen, I returned unexpected^. I 
entered, and found her with a man. A miserable-looking wretch 
—the bailiff's clerk. I should have killed him, like the vermin 
that he was; it was my right, but he was such a pitiful 
object I took trim by the neck and pitched him out of the 
window, without opening it. It didn't kill him. Then I fell 
upon my wife and beat her until she couMn't stir. I pardoned 
her, but the man who beats his wife and then pardons her is 
lost In the future she took better precautions, became a greater 
hypocrite, and that was all. In the mean while Madame Gerdy 
took bade her child, and Claudine had nothing more to restrain 
her. My house became the resort of all the good-for-nothing 
rogues in the country, for whom my wife brought out bottles 
of wine and brandy whenever I was away at sea, and they got 
drunk promiscuously. When money failed, she wrote to the 
comte or his mistress, and the orgies continued. It was a 
cursed life. My neighbors despised me, and turned their bada 
wi me; they believed me an acoompUce or a wHling dupe. 
People wondered where all the money came from that was 
g>ent m my house. Fortunately, though, my poor fatiier was 
aead. 

«,^'trSS^^ P'*.^ **•* "?«*«■ sincerely. "Rest a while. 

"U « ' J^L^^' ««npose yourself." 

u „,fr.liJrr * ^!^' "^ "'^'^ wf**- get throagh with 

tYa n^^nnuT",**' ' ''*»* *«» '^^ « lawyer. He said 

r^ to heT^^ti,''* ^°^ ?«• •»* «« «<»* take it bade; it be- 
l««s to her for the rest of her daya, and she h- a right to 
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dispose of it She may sully it, cover it with mire, drag it 
from wine-shop to wine-shop, and her husband can do nothing. 
That same day, I sold the fatal meadow, and sent the proceeds 
of it to Claudine, wishing to keep nothing of the price of 
shame. I then had a document drawn up, authorizing her to 
administer our property, but not allowing her either to sell or 
mortgage it. Then I wrote her a letter in which I told her 
that she need never expect to hear of me again, that I was 
nothing more to her, and that she might look upon herself as 
a widow. That same night I went away with my. son." 

"And what became of your wife after your departure?" — "I 
can not say, sir ; I only know that she quitted the neighborhood 
a year after I did." — "You have never lived with her since?" — 
"Never." — "But you were at her house three days before the 
crime was committed." — "That is true, but it was absolutely 
necessary. I had had much trouble to find her, no one knew 
what had become of her. Fortunately my notary was able to 
procure Madame Gerdy's address; he wrote to her, and that is 
how I learned that Claudine was living at La Jonchere. I was 
then at Rouen. Captain Gervais, who is a friend of mine, 
offered to taKe me to Paris on his boat, and I accepted. Ah, 
sir, what a shock I experienced when I entered her house ! My 
wife did not know me! By constantly telling every one that 
I was dead, she had without a doubt ended by believing it her- 
self. When I told her my name, she fell back in her chair. 
The wretched woman had not changed in the least ; she had by 
her side a glass and a bottle of brandy." — "All this doesn't ex- 
plain why you went to seek your wife." — "It was on Jacques's 
account, sir, that I went. The youngster has growij to be a 
man; and he wants to marry. For that, his mother's consent 
was necessary ; and I was taking to Claudine a document which 
the notary had drawn up, and which she signed. This is it." 

M. Daburon took the paper, and appeared to read it atten- 
tively. After a moment he asked: "Have you thought who 
could have assassinated your wife?" Lerouge made no reply. 
"Do you suspect any one?" persisted the magistrate. — ^"Well, 
sir," replied the sailor, "what can I say? I thought that Clau- 
dine had wearied out the people from whom she drew money, 
like water from a well ; or else getting drunk one day, she hid 
blabbed too freely." 

The testimony being as complete as possible, M. Daburon dis- 
missed Lerouge, at the same time telling him to wait for Gevrol, 
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who wouM Ute faim to a hotel, iHien he naght 'WBst, at the 
disposal of justice, until farther anlcfs. ''All yotir €xpt09e$ 
will be paid you," added the magistrate. 

M. Daburon, usually the most pnsdeot of men, had consid- 
ered as simple one of the most oon^lex of cases. He had acted 
fat a mysterious crime, which demanded tlie utmost cairtion, as 
carelessly as though it wece a case of simple misckmeanor. 
Why? Because his memory had not left him his free dehbera- 
taon, judgment, and discernment Thinking himsdf sure of his 
facts, he had been carried away by his animosity. The singulis 
part of It all was that the magistrate's faults sprang from his 
very honestf. The scrupies which troubled him had filled his 
mind with fantoms, and had proaq>ted in him the passionate 
animosity he had displayed at a certain moment Calmer now, 
he examined the case more somidly. As a whole, thai^ heavenl 
there was nothti^ done which could not be repaired. At that 
moment he resolved that he would never undertake another 
Investigation. His profession henceforth in^ired him with an 
wiconquerable loathing. Too pious a man to thiidc of snicide^ 
be asked himself with anguish what would become of him 
when he threw aside his magistrate's robes. Then he turned 
again to the business in hand. In any case, innocent or guilty, 
Albert was really the Vioomte de Commarin, the comte's legiti- 
nate son. But was he guilty? Evidently he was not "I 
think/' exclaimed M. Dabaron suddenly, ''I must speak to the 
Comte de Commarin. Constant, send to his house a message 
for him to come here at once; if he is not at home, he must 
be sought for." 

M. Daburon f eh that an ui^leasant duty was before him. He 
would be obliged to say to the old nobleman: "Sir, your legiti- 
mate son is not Noel, but Albert'' As a compensatiam, though, 
he couki tell him that Albert was innocent lb Noel he would 
also have to tell the truth: hurl him to earth, after having 
raised him among die clouds. What a hkm it would be f BtA; 
without doubt, the comte would make him some compeiesation; 
at least, he ought to. 

^'Now,'* murmured the magistrate, "who can be the criaunal ?" 
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/^LD TABARET talked, but he acted also. Lavish with his 
^^ money, the old fellow had gathered together a dozen detec- 
tives on leave or rogues out of work; and at the head of these 
worthy assistants, seconded by his friend Lecoq, he had gone 
to Bougival. He had actually searched the country, house by 
house, with the obstinacy and the patience of a maniac hunting 
for a needle in a haystack. 

After three days' investigation, he felt comparatively certain 
that the assassin had not left the train at Rueil, as all the 
people of Bougival, La Jonchere, and Marly do, but had gone 
on as far as Chatou. Tabaret thought he recognized him in 
a man described to him by the porters at that station as rather 
young, dark, and with black whiskers, carrying an overcoat 
and an umbrella. This person, who arrived by the train which 
left Paris for St. Germain at thirty-five mint^s past eight in 
the evening, had appeared to be in a very great hurry. On 
quitting the station, he had started off at a rapid pace on the 
road which led to Bougival. Upon the way, two men from 
Marly and a woman from La Malmaison had noticed him on 
account of his rapid pace. He smoked as he hurried along. 
On crossing the bridge which joins the two banks of the Seine 
at Bougival, he had been still more noticed. It is usual to pay 
a toll on crossing this bridge; and the supposed assassin had 
apparently forgotten this circumstance. He passed without 
paying, keeping up his rapid pace, pressing his elbows to his 
side, husbanding his breath, and the gatekeeper was obliged 
to run after him for his toll He seemed greatly annoyed, threw 
the man a ten-sou piece, and hurried on, without waiting for 
the nine sous change. Nor was that alL The station-master 
at Rueil remembered that, two minutes before the quarter-past 
ten train came up, a passenger arrived very agitated, and so 
oat of bresdi that he could scarcely ask for a second-class 
ticket for Paris. The appearance of this man corresponded 
exactly Willi the description fiven of him by the porters at 
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Chatou, and by the gatekeeper at the bridge. Finally, the dd 
man thought he was on the track of some one who entered 
the same carriage as the breathless passenger. He had been 
told of a baker living at Asnieres, and he had written to him, 
asking him to call at his house. 

Such was old Tabaret's information, when on the Monday 
morning he called at the Palais de Justice, in order to find out 
if the record of Widow Lerouge's past life had been received. 
He found that nothing had arrived, but in the passage he met 
Gevrol and his man. The chief of detectives was triumphant, 
and showed it too. As soon as he saw Tabaret, he called out: 
"Well, my illustrious mare's-nest hunter, what news? Have 
you had any more scoundrels guillotined since the other day.'*" 

Instead of retaliating, he bowed his head in such a penitent 
manner that Gevrol was astonished. "J^^r at me, my good 
M. Gevrol," he replied, "mock me without pity; you are right, 
I deserve it all." 

"Ah, come now," said the chief, "have you then performed 
some new masterpiece, you impetuous old fellow?" Old Taba- 
ret shook his head sadly. "I have delivered up an innocent 
man," he said, "and justice will not restore him his freedom." 

Gevrol was delighted, and rubbed his hands until he almost 
wore away the skin. "This is fine," he sang out, "this is capital. 
To bring criminals to justice is of no account at all. But to 
free the innocent, by Jove ! that is the last touch of art. Tirau- 
clair, you are a great wonder; and I bow before you." And 
at the same time, he raised his hat ironically. 

"Don't crush me," replied the old fellow. "Because chance 
served me three or four times, I became foolishly proud! In- 
stead of laughing, pray help me, aid me with your advice and 
your experience. Alone, I can do nothing, while with your 
assistance — !" Gevrol was vain in the highest degree. Ta- 
baref s submission tickled his pretensions as a detective im- 
mensely ; for in reality he thought the old man very clever. He 
was softened. "I suppose," he said patronizingly, **you refer 
to the La Jonchere affair?" 

"Alas! yes, my dear M. Gevrol, I wished to work without 
you, and I got myself into a pretty mess." Cunning old 
Tabaret kept his countenance as penitent as that of a sacristan 
caught eating meat on a Friday ; but he was inwardly laughing 
and rejoicing all the while. "Conceited fool !" he thought, "I 
will flatter you so much that you will end by doing everything 
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I want.'' M. Gevrol rubbed his nose, pat out hia lover lip, and 
aaid, "Ah, — faemP' He pretended to hesitate; hot it was onlj 
because he enjoyed prolonging the old amateur's disconifitare. 
"Come," said he at last, "cheer up, old Tirauclair. Tm a good 
fellow at heart, and I'll give yoo a lift. But, to-day, I'm too 
busy, I've an appointment to keep. Come to me to-morrow 
morning, and we'll talk it over. Do you know who that wit- 
ness is that I've brought?" — "No; but tell me, my good M. 
Gevrol." — "Well, that fellow on the bendi there, who is waiting 
for M. Daburon, is the husband of the victim of the La Jondiere 
tragedy !"— "Is it possible?" exclaimed old Tabaret, perfectly 
astounded. Then, after reflecting a moment, he added; "You 
are joking with me." — ^**No, upon my word. Go and ask him 
his name; he will tell you that it is Pierre Lerougc" — "She 
wasn't a widow then?" — "It appears not," replied GcttoI 
sarcastically, "since there is her happy spouse." — "Whew!'* 
muttered the old feltow. "And does he know anything?" In 
a few sentences, the chief of detectives related to his amateur 
colleague the story that Lerouge was about to tell the in- 
vestigating magistrate. "What do you say to that ?" he asked 
when he came to the end. — "What do I sayT' stammered M. 
Tabaret. "I don't say anything. But I think— no, I don't even 
think." — ^**A sli^t surprise, ch?" said Gevrol, beaming. — **Say 
rather an immense one," repHed Tabaret. But suddenly he 
started, and gave his forehead a hard blow with his fist 
"And my baker!" he cried, "I will see you to-morrow, then, 
M. GevroL"— "He is craiec^" thought the head detective. The 
old fellow was sane enough, but he had sisddenly recollected 
the Asnieres baker, whom he had asked to call at his house. 
Would be still find him there? Going down stairs he met M. 
Daburon; but, as one has already seen, be hardly deigned to 
reply to him. He was soon outside, and trotted oflE along the 
quays. "Now," said he to himself, **let us consider. Noel is 
once more plain Noel Gerdy. He won't feel very pleased, for 
he thought so much of having a great name. Pshaw 1 if he 
likes, I'll adopt him. Tabaret doesn't sound so well as Com- 
marin, but it's at least a name. Anyhow, Gevrol's story in no 
way affected Albert's situation or my convictions. He is the 
legitimate son, so much the better for him! That, however, 
would not prove his innocence to me, if I doubted it He 
evidently knew nothing of diese surprising circumstances, any 
more than his father. He mast have belieTed as well as tfie 
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comte in the substitution having taken place. Madame Gerdy, 
too, must have been ignorant of these facts; they probably 
invented some story to explain the scar. Yes, but Madame 
Gerdy certainly knew that Noel was really her son, for when 
he was returned to her, she no doubt looked for the mark she 
had made on him. Then, when Noel discovered the comte's 
letters, she must have hastened to explain to him — " Old 
Tabaret stopped as suddenly as if further progress were ob- 
structed by some dangerous reptile. He was terrified at the 
conclusion he had reached. ''Noel, then, must have assassi- 
nated Widow Lerouge, to prevent her confessing that the sub- 
stitution had never taken place, and have burned the letters and 
papers which proved itl" But he repelled this supposition 
with horror, as every honest man drives away a detestable 
thought which by accident enters his mind. ''Suspect Noel, 
my boy, my sole heir, the personification of virtue and honor! 
Men of his class must indeed be moved by terrible passions to 
cause them to shed blood; and I have always known Noel to 
have but two passions, his mother and his profession. And I 
dare even to breathe a suspicion against this noble soul? I 
ought to be whipped!" 

He at length reached the Rue St. Lazare. Before the door of 
his house stood a magnificent horse harnessed to an elegant 
blue brougham. At the sight of these he stopped. "A hand- 
some animal!" he said to himself; "my tenants receive some 
swell people." 

They apparently received visitors of an opposite class also, 
for, at that moment, he saw M. Clergot come out; worthy M. 
Clergot, whose presence in a house betrayed ruin just as surely 
as the presence of the undertakers announce a death. He 
stopped him and said. "Halloa! you old crocodile, you have 
clients, then, in my house ?" 

"So it seems," replied Clergot dryly. 

"Who the deuce are you ruining now ?" 

"I am ruining no one," replied M. Clergot with an air of 
offended dignity. "Have you ever had reason to complain of 
me whenever we have done business together? I think not. 
Mention me to the young barrister up there if you like ; he will 
tell you whether he has reason to regret knowing me." 

These words produced a painful impression on Tabaret. 
What, Noel, the prudent Noel, one of Clergot's customers! 
What did it mean? Perhaps there was no harm in it; but 
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then he remembered the fifteen thousand francs he had lent 
Noel on the Thursday. "Yes/' said he, wishing to obtain some 
more isformation, "I know that M. Gerdy spends a pretty 
round sum* 

'It isn't he persoaiaUy/' Ciergot objected, "who makes the 
nottey dance; it's that charming little woman of his. Ah, she's 
no bigger than your thumb, but she'd eat the devil, hoofs, homs^ 
^idalir 

What ! Noel had a mistress, a woman whom Qergot himself, 
the friend of such creatures, considered expensive 1 The reve* 
lation, at such a moment, pierced the old man's heart. A ges- 
ture, a look, might awaken the usurer's mistrust, and close his 
mouth. "That's well known/' replied Tabaret in a careless 
tone. "But what do you suppose the wench costs him a year?*' 

"Oh, I don't know I According to my calculation, she must 
have, during the four years that she has been under lus protec- 
tion, cost him dose upon five hundred thousand francs." 

Four years! Five hundred thousand francs! These words, 
these figures, burst like bombshells on old Tabaret's brain ! Half 
a million ! In that case, Noel was utterly ruined. But then — 
"It is a great deal," said he, succeeding by desperate efforts in 
hiding his emotion; "it is enormous. M. Gerdy, however, has 
resources." 

"He I" interrupted the usurer, shrugging his shoulders. "Not 
even that !" he added, snapping his fingers ; "he is utterly cleared 
out But, if he owes you money, do not be anxious. He is a 
sly dog. He is going to be married; and I have just renewed 
bills of his for twenty-six thousand francs. Good-by, M. 
Tabaret." 

The usurer hurried away, leaving the poor old fellow stand- 
ing like a milestcme in the middle of the pavement. And yet 
such was his confidence in Noel that he again struggled with 
his reason to resist the suspicions which tormented him. And 
supposing it were true? Have not many men done just such 
insane things for women without ceasing to be honest? 

As he was about to enter his house a pretty young brunette 
came out and jumped as lightly as a bird into the blue brougham. 
C^d Tabaret was a gallant man, and the young woman was 
most charming, but he never even looked at her. He passed ii^ 
and found his concierge standing, cap in hand, and tenderly 
examining a twenty-franc piece. 

"Ah^ sir," said the man^ "such a pret^ young person, and. 
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so lady-like f If you had only been here five minutes sooner/'— 
"What lady? why?"— "That elegant lady who just went out, sir; 
she came to make some inquiries about M. Gerdy. She gave 
me twenty francs for answering her questions. It seems that 
the gentleman is going to be married; and she was evidently 
much annoyed about it Superb creature f I have an idea that 
she is his mistress. I know now why he goes out every night" 
— "M. Gerdy?" — "Yes, sir, but I never mentioned it to you be- 
cause he seemed to wish to hide it. He never asks me to open 
the door for him, no, not he. He slips out by the little stable 
door. I have often said to myself: 'Perhaps he doesn't want to 
disturb me ; it is very thoughtful on his part.' " 

The concierge spoke with his eyes fixed on the gold piece. 
When he raised his head to examine the countenance of his lord 
and master, old Tabaret had disappeared. 

Old Tabaret was running after the lady in the blue brougham. 
"She will tell me all," he thought, and with a bound he 
was in the street. He reached it just in time to see the blue 
brougham turn the comer of the Rue St. Lazare. "Heavens !" 
he murmured. "I shall lose sight of her, and yet she can tell 
me the truth." He ran to the end of the Rue St. Lazare as 
rapidly as if he had been a young man of twenty. Joy ! He 
saw the blue brougham a short distance from him in the Rue 
du Havre, stopped in the midst of a block of carriages. "I 
have her," he said to himself. He looked all about him, but 
there was not an empty cab to be seen. The brougham got out 
of the entanglement and started off rapidly toward the Rue 
Tronchet. The old fellow followed. While running in the 
middle of the street, at the same time looking out for a cab, 
he kept saying to himself: "Hurry on, old fellow, hurry on." 

But he was plainly losing ground. He was only half-way 
down the Rue Tronchet, and the brougham had almost reached 
the Madeleine. At last an open cab, going in the same direc- 
tion as himself, passed by. He made a supreme effort, and 
with a bound jumped into the vehicle without touching the 
step. "There," he gasped, "that blue brougham, twenty francs!" 

"All right !" replied the coachman, nodding. 

As for old Tabaret, he was a long time recovering himself, 
his strength was almost exhausted. They were soon on the 
Boulevards. He stood up in the cab leaning against the driver's 
seat. '1 don't see the brougham anywhere," he said.— "Oh, I 
see it all right, sir. But it is drawn 1^ a splendid horse I"— 
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''Yours ought to be a better one. I said twenty francs; I'll 
make it forty." The driver whipped up his horse most merci- 
lessly, and growled. 'It's no use, I must catch her. Forty 
francs ! I wonder how such an ugly man can be so jealous." 

Old Tabaret tried in every way to occupy his mind with 
other matters. He wished to reflect before seeing the woman, 
speaking with her, and carefully questioning her. He was sure 
that by one word she would either condemn or save her lover. 
The idea that Noel was the assassin harassed and tormented 
him, and buzzed in his brain, like the moth which flies again 
and again against the window where it sees a light. As they 
passed the Chaussee d'Antin, the brougham was scarcely thirty 
paces in advance. The cab driver turned and said: 'The 
brougham is stopping." — "Then stop also. Don't lose sight 
of it; but be ready to follow it again as soon as it goes 
off." 

Old Tabaret leaned as far as he could out of the cab. The 
young woman alighted, crossed the pavement, and entered a 
shop where cashmeres and laces were sold. "There," thought 
the old fellow, "is where the thousand-franc notes go! Half 
a million in four years ! 

The cab moved on once more, but soon stopped again. The 
brougham had made a fresh pause, this time in front of a curi- 
osity shop. "The woman wants to buy all Paris!" said old 
Tabaret to himself in a passion. "Yes, if Noel committed the 
crime, it was she who forced him to it. These are my fifteen 
thousand francs that she is frittering away now. It must have 
been for money, then, that Noel murdered Widow Lerouge. 
If so, he is the lowest, the most infamous of men! And to 
think that he would be my heir if I should die here of rage! 
For it is vrritten in my will in so many words, 'I bequeath to 
my son, Noel Gerdy !' But is this woman never going home ?" 
The woman was in no hurry. She visited three or four more 
shops, and at last stopped at a confectioner's, where she re- 
mained for more than a quarter of an hour. The old fellow, 
devoured by anxiety, moved about and stamped in his cab. 
He was dying to rush after her, to seize her by the arm, and 
cry out to her: "Don't you know that at this moment your 
lover, he whom you have ruined, is suspected of an 
assassination ?" 

She returned to her carriage. It started off once more, passed 
up the Rue de Faubourg Montmartre, turned into the Rue dc 
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Provcnoe, deposited its fair freight at her own door^ and drove 

away. j 

Tabaret, with a sigh of relief, got out of the cab^ gave the 
driver his forty francs, bade him wait, and followed in the 
young woman's footsteps. 'The old fellow is patient," thought 
the driver; ''and the little brunette is caught" 

The detective opened the door of the concierge's lodge. 
''What is the name of the lady who just came in?" he de- 
manded. The concierge did not seem disposed to reply. "Her 
name !" insisted the old man. The tone was so sharp, so im- 
perative, that the concierge was upset. "Madame Juliette Chaf- 
four," he answered. 

"On what floor does she reside?" — "On the second, the door 
of^K>site the stairs." 

A minute later the old man was waiting in Madame Juliette's 
drawing-room. Madame was dressing, the maid informed him, 
and would be down directly. Tabaret was astonished at the 
luxury of the room. There was nothing flaring or coarse, 
or in bad taste. The old fellow, who knew a good deal about 
such things, saw that everything was of great value. The oma^ 
ments on the mantelpiece alone must have cost, at the lowest 
estimate, twenty thousand francs. "Clergot," thought he, "didn't 
ejcaggerate a bit." 

Juliette's entrance disturbed his reflections. She had taken 
off her dress and had hastily thrown about her a loose black j 

dressing-gown, trimmed with cherry-colored satin. 

"You wished, sir, to speak with me?" she inquired, bowing i 

gracefuHy.— -"Madame," replied M. Tabaret, "I am a friend of 
Noel Gerdy's; I may say, his be^ friend, and — ** ' 

"Pray sit down, sir," interrupted the 3roung woman. 

She placed herself on a sofa, just showing the tips oi her 
little feet encased in slippers matching her dressing-gown, while 
the old man sat down in a chair. "I come, madame," he 
resumed, "on very serious business. Your presence at M. 
Gerdy's." — "Ah," cried Juliette, "he already knows of my , 

visit? Then he must employ a detective." i 

"My dear child—" began Tabaret, paternally.— "Oh ! I know, 
sir, what your errand is. Noel has sent you here to scold me. 
He forbade my going to his house, but I couldn't help it. It's 
annoying to have a puzzle for a lover, a man whom one knows 
nothing whatever about, a riddle in a blade coat and a White 
cravat" 
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"You have been imprudent."— "Why? Because he is going to 
get married? Why does he not admit it then?" — ^"Suppose 
that it is not true."— "Oh, but it is! He told that old shark 
Clergot so, who repeated it to me. For the last month he 
has been so peculiar; he has changed so that I hardly recog- 
nize him." 

Old Tabaret was especially anxious to know whether Noel 
had prepared an alibi for the evening of the crime. For him 
that was the grand question. If he had, he was certainly 
guilty; if not, he might still be innocent. Madame Juliette, 
he had no doubt, could enlighten him on that point. Conse- 
quently he had presented himself with his lesson all prepared, 
his little trap all set. The young woman's outburst discon- 
certed him a little ; but trusting to the chances of conversation, 
he resumed. "Will you oppose Noel's marriage, then?" — "His 
marriage!" cried Juliette, bursting out into a laugh; "ah, the 
poor boy! If he meets no worse obstacle than myself, his path. 
will be smooth. Let him marry by all means, the sooner the 
better, and let me hear no more of him." — "You don't love 
him, then?" asked the old fellow, surprised at this amiable 
frankness. 

"Listen, sir. I have loved him a great deal, but everything 
has an end. For four years, I, who am so fond of pleasure, 
have passed an intolerable existence. If Noel doesn't leave me, 
I shall be obliged to leave him. I am tired of having a lover 
who is ashamed of me and who despises me." 

"If he despises you, my pretty lady, he scarcely shows it 
here," replied old Tabaret, casting a significant glance about the 
room. 

"You mean," she said, rising, "that he spends a great 
deal of money on me. It's true. He pretends that he has ruined 
himself on my account; it's very possible. But what's that to 
me ! I would much have preferred less money and more regard. 
My extravagance has been inspired by anger and want of occu- 
pation. M. Gerdy treats me like a mercenary woman; and so 
I act like one. We are quits." 

"You know very well that he worships you." — ^"He? I tell 
you he is ashamed of me. He hides me as though I were 
some horrible disease. You are the first of his friends to whom 
I have ever spoken. Why, no longer ago than last Tuesday, 
we went to the theatre! He hired an entire box. But do 
you think that he sat in it with me? Not at all. He slipped 
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awa^ aad I saw ne more of him tbc whole ereniog.* — ^^ow 
S9? Were yov obliged to rettini home alone?^ 

^o. At the end of the play, toward mi<ftiigh^ he deigned 
to reappear. We had arranged to go to the madced hall af tike 
Olpera and then to hare some sapper. At the JnS, he didn't 
dare to let down his hood, or take off his mask. At sapper, I 
had to treat him fire a perfect stranger, becarase some af his 
ftiendi were present." This, then, wzs the alibi prepared in 
case of tronble. Juliette, had she been less carried away by her 
own feelings, would hare noticed old Tabaret's emotion, ani 
would certaif^ have held her tongue. He was perfectly lividi 
and trembled like a leaf. "Well," he said, making a great 
effort to utter the words, "the supper, I suppose, was none the 
less gay for that." 

••Gayf* echoed the young woman, shrugging her shoulders; 
'^ou do not seem to know much of your friend. If you ever 
ank him to dinner, take good care not to give him anything to 
(finnk. Wine makes him as merry as a ftmeral procession. At 
the second bottle, he was more tipsy than a cork; so much so 
that he lost nearly everything he had with himr his overcoat^ 
purse, umbrella, cigar-case — '' 

Old Tabaret couldn't sit and listen any longer; he jumped 
to his feet like a raving madman. *TMiserable wretch!" he- 
cried, 'infamous scoundrel! It is he; but I have Yamf And 
he rushed oaf, leaving Juliette so terrified liiat she called her 
maid. "Child," said she, "I have Just made some awful blundSer, 
have let some secret out. The old rogue was no friend of 
Noel's, he came to circumvent me, to lead me by the nose ; and 
he succeeded. Without knowing it, I must have spoken against 
Noel. I have thought careful^, and can remember nodiing; 
but he must be warned though. I will write him a Kne,. wh3e 
you find a messenger to take it." 

Old Tabaret was soon in his cab and hurrymg toward the 
Prefecture of Police. Noel an assassin ? He thirsted for venge- 
ance; he a^ed himself what punishment would be great enougfr 
for the crime. "For he not only assassinated Claudine," thought 
he, "but he so arranged the whofe i^ng as to have an innocent 
man accused and condemned. And who can say that he dM not 
kilT his poor mother? It is clear that the wretch forgot Ms 
things at the railway station, iir his haste to rejoiir his mistress. 
W he has had the prudence to go boldly; and asit for them 
under a false name, I can see no further proofs agamst Mm. 
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The hussy, seeing her lover in danger, will deny what she has 
just told me: she will assert that Noel left her long after ten 
o'clock. But I can not think he has dared to go to the railway 
station again." 

About half-way down the Rue Richelieu, M. Tabaret was 
seized with a sudden giddiness. "I am going to have an attack, 
I fear," thought he. "If I die, Noel will escape, and will be 
my heir. A man should always keep his will constantly with 
him, to be able to destroy it, if necessary." 

A few steps further on, he saw a doctor's plate on a door; 
he stopped the cab, and rushed into the house. He was so 
excited, so beside himself, his eyes had such a wild expression, 
that the doctor was almost afraid of his peculiar patient, who 
said to him hoarsely: "Bleed me!" The doctor ventured an 
objection; but already the old fellow had taken off his coat, 
and drawn up one of his shirt-sleeves. "Bleed me!" he re- 
peated. "Do you want me to die?" The doctor finally obeyed, 
and old Tabaret came out quieted and relieved. 

An hour later, armed with the necessary power, and accom- 
panied by a policeman, he proceeded to the lost property office 
at the St. Lazare railway station, to make the necessary search. 
He learned that, on the evening of Shrove Tuesday there had 
been found in one of the second-class carriages, of train No. 45, 
an overcoat and an umbrella. In one of the pockets of the 
overcoat he found a pair of lavender kid gloves, frayed and 
soiled, as well as a return ticket from Chatou, which had not 
been used. "Onward," he cried at last "Now to arrest him." 
And, without losing an instant, he hastened to the Palais de 
Justice, where he hoped to find the investigating magistrate. 
Notwithstanding the lateness of the hour, M. Daburon was still 
in his office. He was conversing with the Comte de Commarin. 

Old Tabaret entered like a whirlwind. "Sir," he cried, stut- 
tering with suppressed rage, "we have discovered the real assas- 
sin ! It is my adopted son, my heir, Noel ! A warrant is nec- 
essary at once. If we lose a minute, he will slip through our 
fingers. He will know that he is discovered, if his mistress has 
time to warn him of my visit. Hasten, sir, hasten !" M. Da- 
buron opened his lips to ask an explanation ; but the old defec- 
tive continued: "That is not all. An innocent man, Albert, is 
still in prison." 

"He will not be so an hour longer," replied the magistrate; 
"a moment before your arrival, I had made arrangements to 
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have Hm released. We most now occupy ^oitredves -wiA ^At 
other one/' Neither old Tabarct nwr M. Dabttron l«d ndtioed 
fbe disappearance of the Comte de Commarin. On hearing 
Noel's name mentioned, he gained the door quietly, sod niched 
out into the passage. 




NOEL had promised to use every effort; to attengit even -the 
impossible, to obtain AH}ert*s release. He in fact did in- 
terview the Public Prosecutor and some members of the bar, 
but managed to be repulsed everywhere. At four o'clock, he 
called at the Comte de Commarin's house, to inform his father 
of the ill success of his efforts. "The comte has gone out," 
said Denis; ''but if you will take the trouble to wait." — "I wiB 
wait," answered Noel. — "Then," replied the valet, "will yon 
please follow me? I have the comte's orders to show you into 
his private room." 

This confidence gave Noel an idea of his new power. He 
was at home, henceforth, in that magnificent house, he was the 
master, the heir! His glance, which wandered over the entire 
room, noticed the genealogical tree, hanging on the wall. He 
approached it, and read. It was like a page, and one of the 
most illustrious, taken from the golden book of French no- 
bility. A warm glow of pride filled the barrister's heart, his 
pulse beat quicker, he raised his head haughtily, as he murmured : 
"Vicomte de Commarin!" The door opened. He turned, and 
saw the comte entering. As Noel was about to bow respect- 
frilly, lie was petrified by the look of hatred, anger, and con- 
tempt on his father's face, A shiver ran through liis veins; 
his teeth chattered ; he felt that he was lost. 

^Wretch!" cried the comte. And, dreading his own vio- 
lence, the old nobleman threw his cane into a corner. He was 
tmwilling to strike his son; he considered him unworthy of 
being struck by his hand. Then there was a moment of mortal 
silence, which seemed to both of them a century. Noel had the 
courage to speak first. '*Sn-," he began.— "Sitencel" exdaimefl 
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tiK 1:0111116 JkMuraely. ''Can it be ihat yoo are my son? Alas, I 
can not doubt it now ! Wretch ! yon knew well ihat you were 
Madame Gerdy's son. Infamons Tillain! 3rou not only com- 
mitted idus murder, bnt you did teverything to cause an innocent 
man to bt charged with your crime ! Parricide 1 you have also 
killed your motiser." The barrister attempted to stammer forth 
a |»rotest. "You killed her," continued the comte with in- 
creased energy, '^if not by poison, at least by your crime. I 
understand all now : she was not delirious this morning. But 
you know as well as I do what she was sa3ring. You were 
lifltening, and, if you rdared fb enter at that moment when one 
word more would have betrayed you, it was because y<m had 
ericulaled the ^effect of your presence. It was to you that she 
addressed her last word.: 'Assassin !' " 

Little 'by little, ^od had retired to the end of the room, and 
he stood leaning against the wall, his head thrown back, his 
hair on end, his look haggard. His face betrayed a terror most 
horrible to see, the terror of the criminal found out. 

"I know all, you see," continued the comte; **a3id I am not 
akme in my knowledge. At this moment, a warrant of arrest is 
issued against you." A cry of rage like a hollaw rattle bttrst 
from the barrister's breast. His lips, which were hanging 
through terror, now grew firm. Overwhelmed in the very 
midst of his triumph, he struggled against ihis fright. He drew 
himself up with a look of defiance. M. de Commartn, without 
seeming to pay any attenticm to Noel, 'approached his writing- 
table, and opened a drawer. **My duty," said he, "would be 
to leave you to the executioner who awaits you ; but I remem- 
ber ithat I have tiie misfortune to be your father. Sit down ; 
write and sign a confession of your crime. You will then find 
firearms in this drawer. May heaven forgive you 1" 

The old nobleman moved toward the door. Noel with a sign 
stopped :him, and drawing at the same time a revolver from his 
pocket, he said: "Your firearms are needless, sir; my precau- 
tions, as you see, are already taken ; they will never catch me 
alive. Only— "—-"Only?" repeated the comte harshly.— "I must 
tell you, sir," continued the barrister coldly, *Hhat I do not 
choose to kill myself — at least not at present." — ^"Ah !" cried M. 
de .Cammarin in disgust, "3rou are a coward !" — "No, sir, not a 
onward; but I will not kill myself until I am sure that every 
Itpening is closed against me, tiiat I can not save myBtl^" 

"Miserable wretch!" said the comte, threateningly, "must I 
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then do it myself?" He moved toward the drawer, but Noel 
closed it with a kick. "Listen to me, sir/' said he, in that 
hoarse, quick tone, which men use in moments of imminent 
danger, "do not let us waste in vain words the few moments' 
respite left me. I have committed a crime, it is true, and I do 
not attempt to justify it; but who laid the foundation of it, if 
not yourself ? Now, you do me the favor of offering me a pistol. 
Thanks. I must decline it. This generosity is not through any 
regard for me. You only wish to avoid the scandal of my trial, 
and the disgrace which can not fail to reflect upon your name." 
The comte was about to reply. "Permit me," interrupted Noel 
imperiously. "I do not choose to kill myself; I wish to save 
my life, if possible. Supply me with the means of escape ; and 
I promise you that I will sooner die than be captured. My last 
thousand-franc note was nearly all gone the day when — ^you 
understand me. Therefore, I say, give me some money." 

"Never!" 

'Then I will deliver myself up to justice, and you will see 
what will happen to the name you hold so dear !" The comte, 
mad with rage, rushed to his table for a pistol. Noel placed 
himself before him. "Oh, do not let us have any struggle," 
said he coolly; "I am the strongest." M. de Commarin re- 
coiled. "Let us end this," he said in a tremulous voice, filled 
with the utmost contempt; "let us end this disgraceful scene. 
What do you demand of me?" 

"I have already told you, money, all that you have here. But 
make up your mind quickly." — "I have eighty thousand francs 
here," he replied.— "That's very little," said the barrister; "but 
give them to me. I will tell you though that I had counted 
on you for five hundred thousand francs. If I succeed in es- 
caping my pursuers, you must hold at my disposal the balance, 
four hundred and twenty thousand francs. Will you pledge 
yourself to give them to me at the first demand ? At that price, 
you need never fear hearing of me again." 

By way of reply, the comte opened a little iron chest im- 
bedded in the wall, and took out a roll of bank-notes, which he 
threw at Noel's feet. "Will you give me your word," Noel con- 
tinued, "to let me have the rest whenever I ask for them?" — 
"Yes." — "Then I am going. Do not fear, they shall not take 
me alive. Adieu, my father ! in all this you are the true criminal, 
but you alone will go unpunished. Ah, heaven is not jt^t. I 
curse you!" 
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WkcH^ zm tuMLT kiter, Urn serrants entered the onnte's room; 
they found him stretched on the floor with his face against 
Hie carpet, and showing scarcely a sign erf Irfe. 

On leaTing the Comrnarin house, Noel staggered up the Rue 
cb FUniversite. It seemed ta him that the parement oscillated 
beneath his feet, and that ererythmg about him was turning 
tunitd. His month was parched, his eyes- were burning, and 
ewery now and then a sudden fit of sickness overcame him. 
Bot, at .the same time, strange to relate, he felt an incredible 
relief,, almost delight. It was ended then, all was over; the 
game was lost. The fever which for the last few days had 
kept him up failed htm now; and, with the weariness, he felt 
an imperative need of rest. For a moment he had serious 
thoBgkts of giving himself np, in order to secure peace, to 
gain quiet, to free himself from the anxiety about his safety. 
But he stmggted against this dull stupor, and at last the re* 
action came;,, i^iaking off this weakness of mind and body. 
The conscionsness of his position, and of his danger, returned 
to hinL He foresaw, with horror, the scaffold, as one sees the 
depth of the abyss by the lightning flashes. 'T must save ray 
life," he thought; "but how?'* That mortal terror which de- 
prives the assassin of even ordinary common sense seized him. 
He began running in the direction of the Latin Quarter with- 
out purpose,, without aim, running for the sake of running, to 
get away, like Crime, as represented in paintings, fleeing under 
the lashes of the Furies^ He very soon stopped, however, for it 
oeeitrred to him tfiat this extraordinary behavior \^ould attract 
attention. He walked along, instinctively repeating to himself r 
**l must do something." But he was so agitated that he was 
incapable of thinking or of planning anything. The police were 
seeking him, and he cookl thii^ of no ptace in the whole world 
where he wonki (ee\ perfectly safe. He was near the Odeon 
theatre, -wketi a thought quicker than a flash of lightning lit 
up the darkness of his brain. It occurred to him that as the 
peiice were doubtless already in pursuit of him, his description 
would soon be known to every one, his white cravat and well- 
trifiinied wluHke gs would betray him as surely as though he 
carried a placareB stating who he was. Seeing a barber's shop, 
he hurried to the door; bot, when on the point of turning the 
handAev he grew f r^fhtenedl The barber might think it strange 
thai he wasted! his wlilskers sfhaved off, and supposing he 
should question himt H<e passed on. He soon saw another 
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barber's shop, but the same fears as before again prevented 
his entering. 

Gradually night had fallen, and, with the darkness, Noel 
seemed to recover his confidence and boldness. Why should 
he not save himself? He could go to a foreign country, change 
his name, begin his life over again, become a new man en- 
tirely. He had money, and that was the main thing. And, 
besides, as soon as his eighty thousand francs were spent, he 
had the certainty of receiving, on his first request, five or 
six times as much more. He was already thinking of the dis- 
guise he should assume, and of the frontier to which he should 
proceed, when the recollection of Juliette pierced his heart like 
a red-hot iron. Was he going to leave without her, going away 
with the certainty of never seeing her again? Was it possi- 
ble? For whom then had he committed this crime? For her. 
Who would have reaped the benefits of it? She. Was it not 
just, then, that she should bear her share of the punishment? 
"She does not love me," thought the barrister bitterly ; "she 
never loved me. She would be delighted to be forever free of 
me. Juliette is prudent ; she has managed to save a nice little 
fortune. Grown rich at my expense, she will take some other 
lover. The voice of prudence cried out to him: "Unhappy 
man! to drag a woman along with you, and a pretty woman 
too, is but to stupidly attract attention upon you, to render 
flight impossible, to give yourself up like a fool." — "What of 
that?" replied passion. "We will be saved, or we will perish 
together. If she does not love me, I love her; I must have 
her ! She will come, otherwise — " 

But how to see Juliette, to speak with her, to persuade her. 
To go to her house was a great risk for him to run. The police 
were perhaps there already. "No," thought Noel; "no one 
knows that she is my mistress. It will not be found out for 
two or three days; and, besides, it would be more dangerous 
still to write." 

He took a cab, and told the driver the number of the house 
in the Rue de Provence. Stretched on the cushions of the cab, 
lulled by its monotonous jolts, Noel passed invduntarily in re- 
view the events which had brought on and hastened the catas- 
trophe. Just one month before, ruined, at the end of his ex- 
pedients, and absolutely without resources, he had determined, 
cost what it might, to procure money, so as to be able to con- 
tinue to keep Madame Juliette, when chance placed in his 
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hands Comte de CommariB's correspondence. Not only the 
letters read to old Tabaret, and shown to Albert, but also those 
which, written by the comte when he believed the substitution 
an accomplished fact, plainly established it. He believed him- 
self the legitimate son, but his mother soon undeceived him, 
told him the truth, proved it to him by several letters ^e had 
received from Widow Lerouge, called on Claudine to bear wit- 
ness to it, and demonstrated it to him by the scar he bore. 
Noel resolved to make use of the letters all the same. He 
attempted to induce his mother to leave the comte in his ig- 
norance, so that he might thus blackmail him. Bat Madame 
Gerdy spurned the proposition with horror. Then the barrister 
made a confession of all his follies, showed himself in his true 
light, sunk in debt; and finally begged his mother to have 
recourse to M. de Commarin. This also she refused. It was 
then that the idea of murdering Claudine occurred to him. 
The unhappy woman had not been more frank with Madame 
Gerdy than with others, so that Noel really thought her a 
widow. Therefore, her testimony suppressed, who else stood 
in his way ? Madame Gerdy, and perhaps the comte. He feared 
them but little. If Madame Gerdy spoke, he could always reply: 
"After stealing my name for your son, you will do everything 
in the world to enable him to keep it" But how do away witli 
Qaudine without danger to himself 7 

After long reflection, the barrister thought of a diabdical 
strategem. He burned all the comte's letters establishing the 
substitution, and he preserved only those which made it probable. 
These last he went and showed to Albert, feeling sure, that, 
should justice ever discover the reason of Claudine's death, it 
would naturally suspect him who appeared to have most interest 
in it. Not that he really wished Albert to be suspected of tiie 
crime; it was simply a precaution. His plan was simply this: 
the crime once committed, he would wait; things would take 
their own course, there would be negotiations, and ultimately 
he would compromise the matter at the price of a fortune. His 
plan settled, he decided to strike the fatal blow on the Shrove 
Tuesday. To neglect no precaution, he that very same evening 
took Juliette to the theatre, and afterward to the masked ball 
at the opera. In case things went against him, he thus secured 
an unanswerable alibi. The loss of his overcoat only troubled 
him for a moment. On reflection, he reassured himself, saying: 
'Tshawl who will ever know?" Everything had resulted in 
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accordance with his calculations ; it was, in his opinion, a matter 
of patience. 

But when Madiame Gerdy read the account of the murder, the 
unhappy woman divined her son's work, and, in the first 
paroxysms of her grief, she declared that she would denounce 
him. He was terrified. A frightful delirium had taken posses- 
sion of his mother. One word from her might destroy him. 
Putting a bold face on it, however, he acted at once and staked 
his all. 

To put the police on Albert's track was to guarantee 
his own safety, to insure to himself, in the event of a probable 
success. Count de Commarin's name and fortune. Circum- 
stances, as well as his own terror, increased his boldness and 
his ingenuity. Old Tabaret's visit occurred just at the right 
moment. Noel knew of his connection with the police, and 
guessed that the old fellow would make a most valuable con- 
fidant. So long as Madame Gerdy lived, Noel trembled. In 
her delirium she might betray him at any moment. But when 
she had breathed her last, he believed himself safe. He thought 
it all over, he could see no further obstacle in his way ; he made 
sure he had triumphed. 

And now all was discovered, just as he was about to reach 
the goal of his ambition. But how ? By whom ? What fatality 
had resuscitated a secret which he had believed buried with 
Madame Gerdy? But where is the use, when one is at the bot- 
tom of an abyss, of knowing which stone gave way, or of asking 
down what side one fell ? 

The cab stopped in the Rue de Provence. Noel leaned out 
of the door, his eyes exploring the neighborhood and throwing 
a searching glance into the depths of the hall of the house. 
Seeing no one, he paid the fare through the front window, be- 
fore getting out of the cab, and, crossing the pavement with a 
bound, he rtished upstairs. Charlotte, at sight of him, gave 
a shout of joy. 

"At last it is you, sirT she cried. "Ah, madame has been 
expecting you with the greatest impatience ! She has been very 
anxious.*' 

Juliette expecting him! Juliette anxious! 

The barrister did not stop to ask questions. On reaching 
this spot, he seemed suddenly to recover all his composure. He 
understood his imprudence; he knew the exact value of every 
minute he delayed there. "If any one rings," said he to Char- 
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lotte, "don't open the door. No matter what may be said or 
done, don't open the door !" 

On hearing Noel's voice, Juliette ran to meet him. He 
sharply pushed her back into the drawing-room, and followed, 
closing the door. Only then did she notice her lover's face. He 
was so changed, his look was so haggard that she could not 
help crying out: **What is the matter with you?" 

Noel made no reply; he advanced toward her and took her 
hand. "Juliette" he demanded in a hollow voice, fixing his 
burning glance upon her, "Juliette, be sincere, do you love me?" 

She guessed, she instinctively felt that something extraordi- 
nary was happening; she seemed to breathe an atmosphere of 
evil, yet she playfully replied, pouting her lips most provokingly : 
"You naughty boy, you deserve — '* 

"Oh, enough!" interrupted Noel, stamping his feet fiercely. 
"Answer me," he continued, squeezing her pretty hands almost 
sufficiently to crush them, "yes, or no, do you love me?" 

A hundred times had she played with her lover's anger, de- 
lighting to excite him into a fury, to enjoy the pleasure of 
appeasing him with a word, but she had never seen him thus 
before. He had hurt her very much, and yet she dared not 
complain of this his first harshness. 

"Yes, I love you," she stammered, "do you not know it? 
Why do you ask me?" 

"Why?" replied the barrister, releasing her hands; "why? 
Because, if you love me you have an opportunity of proving it. 
If you love me, you must follow me at once, abandon every- 
thing. Come, fly with me. Time presses — " 

The young woman was decidedly frightened. "Great heav- 
ens I" she asked, "what has happened?" 

"Nothing, except that I have loved you too much, Juliette. 
When I found I had no more money left to give you for your 
luxury, your caprices, I went mad. To procure money, I — ^I 
committed a crime — z crime; do you understand? The police 
are after me, I must fly, will you come with me?" 

Juliette's eyes grew wide with astonishment; but she doubted 
Noel. "A crime? You?" she began. 

"Yes, I! Would you know the truth? I have committed 
murder, I have assassinated 1 But it was all for you." 

The barrister felt that at these words Juliette would certainly 
recoil from him in horror. He expected her to be seized by 
that terror which a murderer inspires. He was already fully 
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resigned to it He tiiouglit that she would fly from linn; per- 
haps there would be a scene. She might go into hysterics^ ay 
CMrt, call for help, for die police. He was nistaken. With a 
hcnmd, Juliette threw herself i^>on him, entwining her anns 
about his ncdk, and embracing him as she had nerer done 
before. 

"Yes, I love yoo t" she cried. "You have committed a crime 
ior my sake, you? Then yoo mast have foved me. You have 
a heart I did not know 3rou f 

It cost dear to inspire passion in Madame Juliette ; but Noel 
did not think of that. He experienced a moment of intense 
delight; tt seemed to htm that nothing was hopeless. But he 
had the presence of mind to free himself from her embrace. 
"Let us go" he said ; "the one great mislmtune is that I do not 
know from whence the attack may come. How the truth has 
been discovered is still a m> s teiy to me." 

Juliette suddenly recollected the strange visit she had re- 
ceived in the afternoon; she understood it afi. "Oh, wretched 
woman that I am f" she cried, wringing her hands in despair; 
"it is I who have betrayed you I It occurred on Tuesday, <fid 
it not?" 

"Yes, Tuesday.** 

"Ah, then I have told all, without suspecting it, to your 
friend, that old fellow I thought you had sent, M. Tabaret !" 

"What, Tabaret has been here?" 

"Yes, this afternoon." 

"Come, then," cried Noel, "come quickly; it's a miracle that 
he has not yet come to arrest me l" 

He took her by the arm, to hurry her away; but she quickly 
released herself. "Wait," said she. "I have some money, some 
jewels. I must take them." 

"It is usdess. Leave everything behind. I have a forttme, 
Juliette; let us iiyr 

She had already opened her jewel-box, and was throwing 
everything of value that she possessed pell-meU into a little 
traveling bag. 

"Ah, through your delay I shall be caught," crfed Noel, "I 
shall be caught r 

He spoke thus; but his heart was Gverflowing with joy: 
"What subUme devotion ! She k>ves me truly," he saH to him- 
self ; "lor my sake, she renounces her happy life wtthout hesita- 
tifisi:; for my sake, she sacrifices' allT 
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Juliette had finished her preparations and was hastily tying 
on her bonnet, when the door-bell rang. 

"It is the police!" cried Noel, becoming, if possible, even 
more livid. 

The young woman and her lover stood as immovable as two 
statues, with great drops of perspiration on their foreheads, 
their eyes dilated, and their ears listening intently. A second 
ring was heard, then a third. 

Charlotte appeared, walking on tiptoe. "There are several," 
she whispered ; "I heard them talking together." 

Grown tired of ringing, they knocked loudly on the door. The 
sound of a voice reached the drawing-room, and the word "law" 
was plainly heard. 

"No more hope!" murmured Noel. 

"Don't despair," cried Juliette; "try the servants' staircase!" 

"You may be sure they have not forgotten it." 

Juliette went to see, and returned dejected and terrified. She 
had distinguished heavy footsteps on the landing, made by some 
one endeavoring to walk softly. "There must be some way of 
escape !" she cried fiercely. 

"Yes," replied Noel, "one way. I have given my word. 
They are picking the lock. Fasten all the doors, and let them 
brea^ them down ; it will give me time." 

Juliette and Charlotte ran to carry out his directions. Then 
Noel, leaning against the mantelpiece, seized his revolver and 
pointed it at his breast. But Juliette, who had returned, per- 
ceiving the movement, threw herself upon her lover, but so 
violently that the revolver turned aside and went off. The 
shot took effect, the bullet entered Noel's stomach. He uttered 
a frightful cry. Juliette had made his death a terrible punish- 
ment; she had prolonged his agony. He staggered, but re- 
mained standing, supporting himself by the mantelpiece, while 
the blood flowed copiously from his wound. 

Juliette clung to him, trying to wrest the revolver from his 
grasp. "You shall not kill yourself," she cried, "I will not 
let you. You are mine; I love you! Let them come. What 
can they do to you ? If they put you in prison, you can escape. 
I will help you, we will bribe the jailers. Ah, we will live so 
happily together, no matter where, far away in America where 
no one knows us !" 

The outer door had yielded; the police were now picking the 
lock of the door of the antechamber. 
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'Xet me finisfa!" Baummred Noel; ''they mttst not take me 
alive!" 

And, witb a supreme effort, triumphing over his dreadful 
agony, he released himself, and roughly pushed Juliette away. 
Slie fell down near the sofa. Then he once more aimed his re- 
volver at the place where he felt his heart beating, pulled the 
trigger and rolled to the floor. It was full time, for the police 
at that moment entered the room. Their first thought was that 
before shooting himself. Nod had shot his mistress. They 
knew of cases where people had romantically desired to quit 
this world in company; and, moreover, had they not heard two 
reports? But Juliette was already on her feet again. 

"A doctor," she cried, "a doctor I He can not be dead !" 

One man ran out, while the others, under old Tabaret's direc- 
tion, raised the body and carried it to Madame Juliette's bed- 
room, where they laid it on the bed. '*For his sake, I trust his 
woonds are mortal!" murmured the old detective, whose anger 
left him at the sight. "After all, I loved him as though he 
were my own child; his name is still in my wilir* 

Old Tabaret stopped. Noel just then uttered a groan and 
opened his eyes. "You see that he will live!" cried Juliette^ 
The barrister shook his head feebly, and for a moment he 
tossed about painfully on the bed, passing his right hand first 
under his coat and then under his pillow. He even scucceeded 
ifi turning himself half-way toward the wall and back again. 
Upon a sign, which was at once understood, some one placed 
another pillow under his head. Then, in a hrcken, hissing voice, 
he uttered a few words: "I am the assassin," he said. "Write 
it down, I will sign it: it will please Albert. I owe him that 
at least." 

While they were writing, he drew Juliette's head close to 
his lips. "My fortune is beneath the pillow," he whispered. 
"I give It all to you." A flow of blood rose to his mouth ; and 
they all thought him dead. But he still had strength enough 
to sign his confession and to say jestingly to M. Tabaret ; "Ah, 
ha, my friend, so you go in for the detective business, do you f 
It most be great fun to trap one^s friends ki person! Ah, I 
have had a fine game ; but with three women in the play I was 
sure to k»e." 

The death struggle commenced, and, when the doctor ar- 
rived, he could only announce the decease of M. Noef Gerdy, 
barrister. 
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COME months later, one evening, at old Mademoiselle de 
•^ Goello*s house, the Marquise d*Arlange, looking ten years 
younger than when we saw her last, was giving her dowager 
friends an account of the wedding of her granddaughter Claire, 
who had just married the Vicomte Albert de Commarin. "The 
wedding,*' said she, "took place on our estate in Normandy, 
without any flourish of trumpets. My son-in-law wished it; 
for which I think he is greatly to blame. The scandal raised 
by the mistake of which he had been the victim, called for a 
brilliant wedding. That was my opinion, and I did not con- 
ceal it. But the boy is as stubborn as his father, which is 
saying a good deal ; he persisted in his obstinacy. And my im- 
pudent granddaughter, obeying beforehand her future husband, 
also sided against me. It is, however, of no consequence ; I 
defy any one to find to-day a single individual with courage 
enough to confess that he ever for an instant doubted Albert's 
innocence. I have left the young people in all the bliss of the 
honeymoon, billing and cooing like a pair of turtle-doves. It 
must be admitted that they have paid dearly for their happiness. 
May they be happy then, and may they have lots of children, 
for they will have no difficulty in bringing them up and in pro- 
viding for them. I must tell you that, for the first time in his 
life, and probably for the last, the Comte de Commarin has 
behaved like an angel! He has settled all his fortune on his 
son, absolutely all. He intends living alone on one of his 
estates. I am afraid the poor dear old man will not live long. 
I am not sure that he has entirely recovered from that last 
attack. Anyhow, my grandchild is settled, and grandly too. I 
know what it has cost me, and how economical I shall have to 
be. But I do not think much of those parents who hesitate at 
any pecuniary sacrifice when their children's happiness is at 
stake." The marquise forgot, however, to state that, a week 
before the wedding, Albert freed her from a very embarrassing 
position, and had discharged a considerable amount of her debts. 
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Since then sbe had not borrowed more ^ntn nine thousand 
francs of him ; hut she intends confessing to him some day how 
greatly she is annoyed by her upholsterer, by her dressmaker, 
by three linen drapers, and by five or six other tradesmen. Ah, 
well, she is all the same a worthy woman : she never says any- 
thing against her son-in-law. 

Retiring to his father's home in Poitou after sending in his 
resignation, M. Daburon has at length found rest; forgetful- 
ness win come later on. His friends do not yet despair o! m- 
ducing him to marry. 

Madame Juliette is quite consoled for the loss of Nod. The 
ei^ty thousand francs hidden by him under the pillow were 
not taken from her. They are neariy all gone now though. 
Before long the sale of a handsome suite of furniture will be 
announced. 

Old Tabaret, alone, is indelibly impressed. After having 
believed in the infallibility of justice, he now sees everywhere 
nothing but judicial errors. The ex-amateur detective doubts 
the very existence of crime, and maintains that the evidence 
of one's senses proves nothing. He circulates petitions for 
the abolition of capital punishment, and has organized a society 
for the defense of poor and innocent prisoners. 



THE END 
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